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INTRODUCTION 


here are certain important days in the life of 
ip every community—the day the first settler 
arrives, the day when a church or town hall is 
completed, when a good highway first links the 
place to the outside world, when a fine doctor or 
a dedicated minister comes to town to stay. Per- 
haps equally important is another day—the one on 
which a community acquires its own published 
volume of local history. For this book becomes a 
mirror of the community’s little world—a magic 
mirror which reflects and ties together past and 
present and supplies inspiration for the future. A 
local history is as truly an asset of a community as 
are its bank deposits or its real estate. But while 
our visible assets merely show what we are worth, 
a good local history reflects what we are. Now at 
last Woodstock has such a history. 

Why until now, have all who have tried to tell 
Woodstock’s story met with failure? The answer 
may lie in the unusual character of the place. Even 
in the eighteenth century Woodstock people were 
cosmopolitan and _ polyglot. Dutch, French, 
Walloon, German, English, and a bit of Welsh was 
the basic mixture. To this in the nineteenth cen- 
tury was added a shrewd dash of New England 
Yankee and a lively jigger of Irish. Geography had 
placed Woodstock on the route to the back settle- 
ments and made her people tavern keepers for 
hopeful settlers, trappers with beaver skins for 
John Jacob Astor, land speculators with their bags 
of papers and their heads full of schemes, drovers 
with their cattle and turkeys, and teamsters with 
loads of hay and apples and tubs of sweet Delaware 
butter. It was geographical chance too that en- 
dowed Woodstock with her lovely scenery of moun- 
tains and valleys, forests, cliffs, and streams which 
was to attract so many summer boarders as the 
town shared in the aura of glamor and romance 
so skillfully woven about the blue Catskills by 
Washington Irving, Joseph Jefferson, and Thomas 
Cole. Artists, poets, and stage people settled down 


here and there in the mountains singly or in groups 
—Woodstock could boast of the famous actor Dan 
Sully and visits from eminent persons in the world 
of art. Industries had come to Woodstock—glass- 
making, bluestone quarrying, and wood-working— 
and each had brought new people and new ideas. 
At the same time, in the shady and mysterious hol- 
lows that stretch from the town’s sunny valleys 
like long bony fingers, old ways of thinking and 
doing lingered on and an occasional witch remained 
in business. This was the Woodstock of 1902—a 
pleasant community which could hold its head high 
among its neighbors. Its own Phillip Rick had 
long ago originated that world famous aristocrat 
of apples—the juicy, aromatic Jonathan. Every 
afternoon thousands and thousands of New York 
City children played “London Bridge” on sidewalks 
made of Woodstock bluestone. Woodstock farm- 
ers had long before earned a niche in the history 
of their state by their activity in the Down-Rent 
war. The guide-book to the United States of Karl 
Baedeker of Leipsic gave the view from Overlook 
mountain the accolade of a star and even said a 
kind word for Aaron Riseley’s boarding house. It 
didn’t matter much that the bluestone business was 
slow, or that the hymns of Woodstock’s two Lewis 
Edsons—so popular in grandfathers time—were be- 
ing dropped from the hymn books. The town still 
had plenty to feel proud of. 

It was to this community that intellectual and 
idealistic Ralph Radcliffe Whitehead came with an 
idea born at Oxford’s Balliol college and matured 
through years of thought in France, Italy, Austria, 
and California. Farmers, boarders, and quarry- 
men rubbed their eyes as Whitehead swiftly built 
Byrdcliffe to show the world that some of the 
evils that resulted from the Industrial Revolution 
could be banished by men and women making 
cloth, pottery, furniture, and metalwork with their 
own hands. The colony soon burst out of Byrd- 
cliffe and spilled over much of Woodstock, losing 


its original social objective and taking on a lustier, 
sometimes even rowdy character as it spread. Fin- 
ally while the art colony was at its peak of pro- 
ductivity a different human element was introduced. 
Workers, technicians, engineers, and junior execu- 
tives in the Hudson Valley’s new industries came 
to live in Woodstock in large numbers. The early 
log cabins of the town had been followed by well- 
kept white farmhouses and capacious red_ barns. 
Rows of quarrymen’s shanties had appeared on 
the mountainsides, the buildings at Byrdcliffe— 
which anticipated much of the spirit of modern 
architecture in their handsome  simplicity—had 
been followed by barns converted to studios and 
corncribs adapted to the needs of poets and musi- 
cians. Now housing developments and neat su- 
burban lawns made their entrance. 

Is it any wonder that would-be local historians 
faced with this rich and varied complex of human 
activity threw up their hands and turned to less 
difficult tasks? Then too most of the early town 
records had vanished, months of weary pursuing 
of faint clues among the mountainous record books 
in the County Clerk’s office in Kingston and else- 
where would have to be faced. The same event 
would differ as related by a pioneer artist, an 
old quarryman, and a retired farmer. Certain 
hard questions would have to be answered. Was 
it true as some said that the central fact of Wood- 
stock was its art colony and that all that had 
happened before was of little interest? Or was the 
art colony, as others claimed, but a single brilliant 
scene in the town’s long history? 

It was fortunate that when Woodstock’s his- 
tory came into being it was written by one who 
not only had the courage to overcome all obstacles 
but who loved both the old farming, summer board- 
ing, glass-making town and the newer one of paint- 
ers, sculptors, musicians, assorted intellectuals, en- 
gineers and businessmen. In 1913 Anita Smith 


came to Woodstock as a talented young painter. In 
1931 she presented her first paper to the fledgling 
Woodstock Historical Society. This paper on the 
“History and Hearsay” of Shady and Willow was a 
model of what such a paper should be in its judi- 
cious handling of both history based on documen- 
tary evidence and folklore collected on the spot. 
At the suggestion of Dr. James T. Shotwell Anita 
Smith in 1945 was asked by our Historical Society 
to undertake compiling for publication the war 
record of Woodstock and those of its men who 
had served in the armed forces. The result of 
this assignment form part of this volume. 

The writing of “Woodstock, History and Hear- 
say” was a natural development of Anita Smith’s 
love of Woodstock and her work for the Historical 
Society. She has collected and presented the facts 
and lore of early Woodstock with objectivity and 
painstaking care. Her account of the beginnings 
and growth of the art colony is no less valuable for 
having been written by an active participant in 
events. It is full of color and vitality and fascin- 
ating personal reminiscensces. 

One afternoon when I was visiting Anita Smith 
in her low-ceilinged living room, filled with old 
Woodstock furniture and mementos and rich with 
the fragrance of herbs from her garden hanging 
on the beams to dry, I saw an interesting photo- 
graph. It showed Anita Smith’s brother as a 
baby sitting on the knee of his great-grandfather 
who—in his youth had known George Washington. 
I think this can serve as a symbol of Anita Smith’s 
approach toward the history of our town. For she 
recognizes the flow of history through generation 
after generation, sometimes slow, sometimes tumul- 
tuous, but forever flowing in a continuous and un- 
ending stream. 


Aur Evers 


President, Woodstock Historical Society 
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EARLY SETTLEMENT 


Wwe the great sea subsided and the Catskill 
Mountains emerged the Indian God Manitou 
sent down from the sky the first woman in the 
form of a tortoise, and she became the ancestor of 
the Mohicans who were part of the Algonquin 
Tribe. The Esopus Indians, so-called because they 
lived along the valley of that stream whose head- 
waters rise upon Slide Mountain, were a small sub- 
division of the Mohicans. The Mohicans lived 
behind the ramparts of the Wall of Manitou which 
for many miles stands two thousand feet above the 
valley; and if they had not been lured to the 
banks of the Hudson River they might not have 
lost their last battle with their traditional enemies, 
the Mohawks. In 1614 the first map of the Hud- 
son River valley was made to be sent to Holland 
and on this map the name Esopus is marked. The 
Indian name for river is “sepu” and “es” means 
small. Thereafter the Dutch referred to this region 
as the Esopus and the aborigines of this locality 
as the Esopus Indians, but it is not known whether 
the Indians had previously called themselves by 
that name. The Indians called the mountains the 
Onti-oras which means “mountains of the sky,” al- 
though they also referred to them as the Blue 
Mountains because the forests of enormous hemlock 
trees colored the hills, casting shadows along the 
trails and gloom upon the thickets of balsam and 
laurel which harbored the wolves, the bears and 
the lynx. 

This community was called Woodstock as far 
back as 1777 when Livingston in a letter mentions 
it as an established settlement. It probably was 
named after the town in Oxfordshire, England. 
One historian of that Woodstock says the word is 


Saxon, meaning “a woody place;”’ another says it 
means “a stockade in a wood.” R. B. Rambothan 
in a guide to Woodstock, England, says it can trace 
its descent back to Saxon times, if not earlier, the 
name having originally been “Wodstoc” for a 
clearing in the wood. 

Neil Stevens in a paper on the geological 
history of Woodstock tells of the hard rock sub- 
stance of the Catskills which withstood the 
erosion of the last ice age of several thousand 
years ago. There was a period of uplift but the 
hard stone neither crumpled nor folded, and when 
the soft shale was washed away it left the flat 
tops and terraced sides of bluestone which char- 
acterize these mountains. He also said the glacier, 
which at one time dammed the wide clove below 
Meads as well as the Shady gorge, pushed the 
familiar boulders ahead of it and eventually brought 
most of the soil to the Woodstock valley. 

In 1700 Woodstock was a wilderness inhabited 
by a few Indians and an occasional trapper, but 
the settlers were soon to come. Among the Land 
Papers in Albany is the record of a man named 
Albert Rosa who requests a license in 1702 to 
purchase from the Indians three hundred acres 
of land called by them “Anguagekink” (which we 
now know as Zena) “northward from Kingston 
upon a certain creek called Sawkill west of William 
Legg’s new saw mill and near ye high mountains.” 
Rosa’s farm may have been the first in what is 
now Woodstock Township. The mill was probably 
the same over which a number of years later a 
dispute arose between Johannes Hardenburgh and 
the Kingston Corporation as to its ownership be- 
cause Kingston claimed their Commons extended as 
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far as the mountains. In 1755 Hardenburgh asked 
for a license to purchase from the Indians two 
hundred and fifty acres on the Sawkill. This was 
the first of the pieces of land he planned to ac- 
quire and it was added to that vast tract known 
as the Hardenburgh Patent. He and several others 
bought the entire acreage for sixty pounds from 
an Esopus chief named Nanisonus who signed the 
deed with his mark of a tortoise. After the pro- 
vincial government had confirmed the deal it was 
presented in a petition to Queen Anne who in 1708 
granted the patent in return for an annual quitrent 
of three pounds a year payable at or on the Feast 
of the Annunciation. 

Although the partners described their claim 
as “a small tract of vacant unappropriated land in 
the county of Ulster” it was found to encompass 
1,500,000 acres, consisting of large parts of Sulli- 
van, Delaware and Ulster besides a strip of Greene 
County. Even before the patent was confirmed 
the claimants were making deals. Although Rob- 
ert Livingston was not among the original petition- 
ers and was already the proprietor of fifteen miles 
of land across the Hudson River known as Liv- 
ingston Manor, he had within a few years acquired 
the largest share of the Hardenburgh Patent. 

Little is known regarding the Indians who ‘are 
said to have camped on our village green which was 
on the route taken by the Ambassadors of the 
Five Nations (which included the Mohawks but 
not the Mohicans) to extract tribute from the 
Indian tribes along the river. There is an over- 
hanging shelter above Rock City where broken 
pottery and arrowheads have been found. This 
place is not far from my home and one of the 
big thrills of my life was finding an arrowhead 
under a basil bush in my own back yard! It is a 
link between the Rock City of the artists and the 
aborigines. The Dutch did not often venture this 
far into the wilderness but they named the pass, 
we now know as Meads, the Wyje or Wide Clove, 
to distinguish it from the more precipitous clefts 
in the Wall of Manitou such as the Kaaterskill 
and Plaatekill Cloves. In deeds a hundred years 
later there is mention of the Wide Clove Kill which 
runs through Rock City and provides the water 
for two little falls before it reaches the village. 
Sometimes this stream becomes a torrent and rav- 
ages the countryside along its banks as if the squaw, 
whom the Indians believed controlled the weather 
from atop the mountains, has grown angry watching 
us destroy the trees and sends the storms to try 
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and wash us off the hills and valleys. 

Some historians have said that Philip Bonesteel, 
who came to run an inn at Woodstock in 1770, was 
the first settler but there is reason to believe he 
found others nearby. The earliest date in my files is 
of 1738 although it refers to land a few miles east 
of the Woodstock line. On that date the trustees 
of the Kingston Corporation issued a grant to 
“Jan Wolfen of that land lying on the Plaat Kill 
where the Indians lived, and he is to give for it 
three scriple of wheat yearly the first year except- 
ed.” This spot has been identified as the place 
where the Plaatekill crosses what is now the road 
between Woodstock and Saugerties. Near the 
present dwelling is a little cemetery where many 
members of the Wolven family are buried. In 
those days it required courage to live that far 
from other habitations and to be surrounded by 
Indians. 

On the other end of the town there is the rec- 
ord of a girl named Maria Dorothea Graft who said 
she was living in Sindekan (Shandaken) in 1753 
when she was married to Jan Crispel. A Jan 
Crispel is listed as head of a family living in 
Woodstock according to the census of 1790. In 
1774 John Carl took out a mortgage for land in the 
southeast half of Great Lot 24 in the Hardenburgh 
Patent. This was land in what we now call Willow. 
Twenty-five years later R. R. Livingston gave Carl 
a deed for this property which was probably held 
previously on a lease. There are still descendents 
of the Carl family living in the town. 

The French and Indian wars did not end until 
1763 and it has been suggested that the unsettled 
conditions of that era retarded settlement of the 
Hardenburgh Patent. There is in existence a deed 
from the Crown made out to one Newkirk for his 
services in the French and Indian wars, for land 
along what was later called the Glasco Turnpike in 
Woodstock. This property came into the posses- 
sion of a descendant named Ricks who sold it 
to Mr. Whitehead of Byrdcliffe, reserving the 
privilege of living on it during his lifetime. Not 
being interested in keeping the house and barn 
repaired old man Ricks allowed them to decay 
around him, keeping pace with his own disintegra- 
tion; consequently he was always known to the 
students as “Rickety Ricks.” 

It is reasonable to suppose that Philip Bone- 
steel, referred to above, would not have opened his 
tavern at the big bend of the Sawkill a mile east of 
the present village if he had not expected custom- 


ers from the neighborhood as well as the few 
travelers who went on into the mountains. The 
first road from Kingston went through Awaghkonk 
(Zena) and over Chestnut Hill and every wagoner 
or rider would pass his door. 

Bide Snyder, who died in the twenties, told 
the story of a peddler who stopped there on a spring 
afternoon many years ago. He had an old horse- 
drawn cart full of tinware with extra pails and 
kettles hanging about to make a clatter to announce 
his approach to the farmhouses. For a long time 
they were stilled before the tavern while the ped- 
dler refreshed himself with glass after glass of rum. 
The refreshment state was long since passed and 
he was thoroughly benumbed with liquor when 
the stableman pushed him back upon the cart and 
set the pails to jingling as the nag was started for 
the village. By now it was dark and they had gone 
less than half a mile when the decrepit rig became 
bogged in a bottomless slough. The horse must 
have floundered about unable to extract himself 
from the mud, being held by the loaded cart, and 
the driver was too insensible to direct his efforts. 
There were no travelers passing that way through- 
out the night and by morning the whole rig was 
gone. The only evidence wag a few pieces of tin- 
ware which might have been thrown aside when 
the cart was tipped over. Nothing was ever 
learned about the peddler. But when the frost 
comes out of the ground in the early spring those 
who have listened by the old mud hole have heard 
the sound of tinkling pails. 

There were few roads in Woodstock which 
were not boggy in wet weather, yet the settlers 
traveled along them to take up their abodes first 
along the creeks in the valleys and gradually 
spreading into the even less accessible hollows. One 
of the early farms was that of Frederic Rowe in 
Little Shandaken who received a deed in 1787 from 
Margaret Livingston who managed her son Robert’s 
estate for years. However, it is known that Rowe 
lived there before the Revolution and in the deed 
there is mention of “the road that leads to John 
Carrol” as well as of the farms of one Haniger and 
of the leased lands of Henry and Thomas Chadwick, 
proving there were already homes in that locality. 
Besides these there was Isaac Davis who wrote 
from there to Governor Clinton during the Revolu- 
tion. Closer to Woodstock Village a number of 
families arrived whose names would always be as- 
sociated with Woodstock’s history. There came 
Peter Short and Peter Miller, Henry Shultis, 


Jacobus Dubois and Ed. Short who settled in 
Yankeetown at an early date, to name but a few 
of the householders. That Woodstock was a grow- 
ing community is shown in a-letter of Chancellor 
Robert Livingston dated March, 1777, to the Trus- 
tees of the Kingston Corporation offering land in 
the Hardenburgh Patent to those who had lost their 
homes when the British destroyed that town. He 
stipulated the land offered was not to be in Wood- 
stock or Shandaken because those places were al- 
ready settled. 

The houses were far apart and it took a brave 
spirit to travel after dark, for those were eerie times 
when certain spots were haunted, if only by goblins 
who danced in meadows by lantern light and whom 
we now designate as glow worms. Folks caught out 
late in Kingston clutched staves as they hurried 
home through the great swamp at Mutton Hoilow 
to ward off the wolves which were known to abound 
thereabouts. 

There was a dreaded place on a hill above 
Bearsville which was said to be haunted because 
there a Tory buried his treasure, and to insure its 
safety buried a live pickaninny with it. The Tory 
did not return but nobody dared attempt to locate 
the treasure. Once a rider, returning home late, 
saw a dog lurking around the spot, whereupon he 
tried to lash the dog with his whip but the throng 
went right through the strange dog without harm- 
ing it, and the man raced his horse away from the 
accursed place. Nothing more was heard of the 
treasure until modern times when Wilna Hervey 
and Nan Mason bought the farm on the old Lake 
Hill road said to have been where the Tory treas- 
ure was buried. They had a foundation dug for a 
new room and the workmen unearthed an ancient 
snuffbox, a silver spoon and a handmade pair of 
scissors, but no bones or more treasure could be 
found. This house is said to have been the original 
Lasher homestead, which makes it old according to 
Woodstock’s dates. When telling of this find Wilna 
Hervey added to the history of the place by saying 
it was the farm where the mules had been wintered 
during the life of the Delaware and Hudson Canal. 

It is hard now for us to imagine the density of 
the forests which covered the Catskills before the 
eighteen hundreds. The hemlocks, the beeches, the 
chestnuts and oaks were enormous and rose rank 
upon rank up the ravines, and to lesser heights on 
the ridges, almost to the tops of the mountains. 
Here the windswept ledges gave scant foothold to 
the spruce and scrub oaks which were dwarfed by 
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the sun-baked soil and buffeted by the winds which 
distorted their natural symmetry until they seemed 
to stretch their arms to leeward. No wonder the 
primitive natives believed an occasional tree was a 
witch chained to the ledge. When fires made open- 
ings in the forest the pines and birches and soft 
maples would fill in with their faster growth. Along 
the watercourses and by the innumerable springs 
the ferns, the violets, the lady slippers and the 
marsh marigolds and dozens of other wild flowers 
grew. Under the canopy of trees the laurel and 
pinxter would bloom and on the edges of the wood 
the shadblow and the dogwood would flower in 
turn as the spring advanced. When pastures were 
opened they were quickly filled with daisies, devil’s 
paintbrush and bluegloss. The woods were full of 
game for the hunter, and there are still deer, bears 
and foxes, although the wild turkeys have disap- 
peared and few beaver remain. In 1827 there was 
an advertiesment by F. C. Voorhees in the “Ulster 
Sentinal” offering gloves made of Woodstock 
beaver. 

James MacDaniel, long since dead, told me of 
the last wild Indians around here. They were 
seen by his father, dressed in skins and walking in 
single file through the woods on the way to Echo 
Lake. Although the Indians are no longer here 
there is Indian blood in several well-known fam- 
ilies of the town. One of these is a handsome man, 
swarthy, with gentle eyes and a soft voice and the 
posture and tread of a man of the woods. He is 
proud of his ancestry and has inherited those ex: 
trasensory feelings for weather and directions which 


are typical of a free soul. A strain of Indian tradi- 
tion may account for the many supernatural stories 
told and retold in our mountains. 

There is a legend that when the Indians were on 
long marches they avoided passing through the Wide 
Clove because Overlook exerted a drag upon their 
footsteps. It would be necessary for them to camp 
for a while before they could muster enough strength 
to overcome the pulling backward, and could con- 
tinue their journey. It is not unusual to hear of 
people coming to Woodstock for a day or a week 
and not being able to tear themselves away until 
they have built what may have been their most 
creative work: a home. 


It takes more than one man or even one gen- 
eration to produce a climate suitable for original 
work. It is more than can be defined in any his- 
tory, it is greater than the physical aspect of the 
landscape although these may be contributory ele- 
ments. Our valley emanates this creative spirit 
which may have lain dormant for years, but when 
the horse-drawn stages brought the first artists 
around the turn at West Hurley and they faced 
the Woodstock valley with Overlook Mountain 
beyond, they breathed deep and realized this was 
where they belonged. Here they have sung their 
poetry, painted their canvases and made great 
music; they have woven fine fabrics and turned 
their potters’ wheels to form the right bowls for 
the right uses. It does not matter whether the 
village is full of hangers-on and charlatans for 
their output will wither, and only those works will 
persist which have substance and beauty. 
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WHEN WOODSTOCK WAS ON THE FRONTIER 


oon after the battle of Lexington most of the 
S residents of Ulster County signed the Articles 
of Association with the Revolutionary cause. It has 
been stated that there were but one hundred and 
eighty persons in the county who refused to sign. 
There is no question but that the signers were brave 
to have themselves registered on the side of the 
fighters for freedom when, by doing so, they might 
lose all they had, including their lives. But those 
who would not sign could truthfully call the others 
rebels. Further, they might well have taken pride 
in remaining devoted to their King provided this 
was not done merely trying to conserve their own 
fortunes. Before 1775 the majority of Americans 
considered it right to be loyal to their Sovereign 
Lord and King, but a few years later such loyalty 
was considered traitorous. 

Woodstock was divided although far the great- 
er number fought for liberty. There ensued tragic 
quarrels among neighbors and even within families. 
The British sympathizers, or Tories as they were 
called, were augmented by men fleeing from the 
river settlements to take refuge in the foothills of 
the mountains. As the revolution progressed and 
the issues were clarified those who chose the path 
of freedom were even more convinced of the justice 
of their cause. The others, being in the minority, 
became embittered and ended by fighting as guer- 
rillas without standards of decency. 

Woodstock was an important part of the west- 
ern frontier, and two of the four Ulster County 
outposts were located here. One of them was at 
Little Shandaken (now known as the Lake Hill- 
Willow valley), the other at Great Shandaken (near 
Mt. Tremper, later separated from Woodstock 


Township.) The post at Willow was _ probably 
located on a hill discernible in the upper end of 
the valley where it could have commanded the route 
leading to the four corners. Here, long ago, on the 
Eighmey farm, a British saber was plowed up. The 
post at Great Shandaken has been definitely located 
about a mile south of the corner on a low moraine 
to the north of what is now the Onteora Trail. 
Here the stones used in the construction and the 
general outline are visible although the logs have 
long since decayed. The latter post was the more 
important because it dominated the main Indian 
trail from the upper Delaware to the settlements 
along the Hudson River. Route 28 was laid out 
along this trail. 

So many of the able-bodied men from Ulster 
County had been recruited for the First Line Army, 
in particular to serve under General Sullivan, that 
it seriously depleted the forces of the Militia under 
the command of General George Clinton. He was 
expected to protect the mid-Hudson towns as well 
as the outlying settlements with only a few troops, 
but it was impossible to cover all this territory. His 
forces were engaged down the river and he was 
unable to come to the help of Kingston before it 
was burned by the British General Vaughan in 
October, 1777. 

The year following was one of terror for the 
inhabitants of Ulster County. The battle of Oris- 
kany was over, with more than a hundred Indians 
killed, and the Indians were eager for revenge and 
to make forays to collect the scalps of women, 
children and even infants as well as those of the 
menfolk, and in this work they were encouraged by 
the British army as well as by Tory sympathizers. 
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Brant, a Mohawk chief who had been educated 
among the whites, and the cruel Butlers, both father 
and son, led the forays in Ulster County. At the 
beginning of the hostilities the Esopus Indians de- 
clared their friendship for the Americans fighting 
for liberty, but Brant persuaded them to join the 
main Iroquois Federation which sided with the 
British. Farms were burned, their owners scalped, 
and not a family along the frontier was safe as raid 
after raid occurred. Meanwhile in Kingston a 
Committee had been empowered to take legal ac- 
tion against “Disaffected persons and _ Tories.” 
Brought before this body was a member of the well- 
known Newkirk family of Ulster County. Some 
members of his family were staunch patriots, just as 
in the Rowe family the members were divided in 
their allegiance; but what was sad, though true, 
was that these Tories were frequently the most 
zealous and cruel in their treatment of their former. 
neighbors whom they called “Rebels” and “Out- 
laws.” 

The following story is hearsay. It was told me 
over a quarter of a century ago by a very old man 
of Mink Hollow. He said he had heard it in his 
long past youth from an ancient fellow named Sims 
of Rock City. During the Revolution the Indians 
had been instigated by Tories to massacre a whole 
family near Woodstock. For a while a tiny baby 
was overlooked until an Indian caught sight of the 
infant smiling up at him from its crib, and he re- 
fused to put it to death. Whereupon a Tory named 
Newkirk ran his bayonet through the infant and 
carried it out upon the tip of the weapon. A couple 
of years after the war this man returned but his 
neighbors refused to shake his hand. Then my in- 
formant went on with the moral of the tale. For, 
he said, when it came time for this Newkirk to die 
he was not allowed to go in peace because the Devil 
threw him from his bed and he had to die alone out 
in the barnyard! Fortunately we are not told what 
became of him after he was dead. 

It is a matter of record that a Cornelius New- 
kirk and a William McDermouth (the latter of 
Waghkonk, now called Zena) were brought before 
the Committee of Safety and Observation of the 
Town of Kingston on the 9th day of April, 1777, 
accused of “Treasonable discourses.” On the pre- 
vious Saturday two American patriots met on the 
Kingston-Woodstock road a man named Dowd and 
led him to think they were King’s men in need of 
a place to hide or flee to. Thereupon Dowd told 
them he was of their mind and wished that he were 
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with the British Regulars. He told them they must 
beware of Philip Miller, Peter Short, Jeremiah 
Snyder, William Snyder, Tobias Wynecoop and 
Christian Myer for they were strong Whigs 
(named after the liberal party in England and as- 
sumed by those fighting for their freedom in Am- 
erica.) He went on to say they could go to John 
Rowe or Helmer Rowe under the Blue Mountain, 
or to Zachariah Snyder for he had “carried” Tories 
one night in February, and that they would be 
safe at Gysbert Vanette’s. The informers there- 
upon proceeded to the home of Vanette who, as ex- 
pected, admitted he was friendly to the King’s 
forces and further said that the horses the Tories 
had used could be gotten at Helmer Rowe’s and at 
Johannes Trombour’s. These he reported as well 
as Frederick Rowe at Shandaken were all good 
King’s men. They then visited several of those 
named and when they reached Cornelius Newkirk 
he said he and his sons were for the King and that 
they had guns and everything ready to join the 
Regulars whom they expected in about ten days; 
and the boys, being present, consented to what their 
father was saying. Finally they visited the Rowes 
where they saw the horse and “slay” that had car- 
ried John Rowe, Peter Weaver, the Heffers and a 
strange Englishman on to safety (probably through 
Mink Hollow to Greene County where many Tories 
took refuge.) 

When Newkirk and McDermouth were brought 
for questioning before the Committee they denied 
the accusations and took an oath “To be good and 
true subjects of the State of New York,” and upon 
paying the costs they were allowed to go. It was 
late when they left Kingston to return home to 
Woodstock and instead of attempting the ford after 
dark they stopped for the night four miles out of 
town at Joseph Osterhoudt’s on Lake Katrine. 
After they were in bed they conversed about the 
day’s proceedings and were overheard by a Mrs. 
Yeamans to tell each other how, although they had 
taken the oath, they still remained true and loyal 
to the King. The eavesdropper, Mrs. Yeamans, 
also heard them declare someone “would hang.” 
The next day Newkirk and McDermouth were re- 
arrested on the woman’s testimony and confined to 
prison. F 

One of the persons mentioned in the hearing 
was Frederick Rowe of Shandaken. He probably 
left his home after the disclosures because a couple 
of months later his name is to be found among 
those confined at “The Manor of Livingston” in 


Columbia County, where he was ordered to be sent 
under proper guard to Fort Montgomery in the 
Hudson Highlands, there to remain during the 
pleasure of the Committee and not to be discharged 
until a fine of five pounds had been paid and suf- 
ficient security established. These conditions must 
have been met or perhaps he was released when 
Fort Montgomery fell to the British Army, because 
Frederick Rowe was next reported three years later 
with the British Army in Canada. 

Merritt Staples, who lived until a few years ago 
on part of this land now called Lake Hill, told me 
this story which had become a legend in the family. 
Before the Revolution Frederick Rowe had acted as 
a kind of agent for the Livingstons who owned 
about half of Woodstock. To encourage settlement 
the Livingstons offered land to farmers who had no 
money, for which they were required to pay a year- 
ly quitrent. The worst feature about these tran- 
sactions lay in that they could never become free 
holdings because the Livingstons ( as was done fre- 
quently by other proprietors of that time) gave 
title on what were called “Three Life Leases.” The 
settlers could put two other names of living heirs 
upon these leases besides themselves, but when all 
three of the people designated were dead the land 
was to revert to the heirs of the Proprietor. Rowe 
had been particularly diligent in collecting these 
quitrents and he expected to receive payment in 
land; but to his chagrin it was a “three life lease” 
he was offered. Rowe wrote in his name and that 
of his son, using a large part of the bottom of the 
sheet and, after leaving just enough space for 
Livingston’s signature, he added for the third name 
that of the Devil, who he said would never die. 
The aristocrat Livingston is alleged to have re- 
fused to put his signature above the name of Satan, 
and gave a regular deed to Frederick Rowe. “That 
is why,” said my friend Staples, “this piece of land 
has always been owned outright!” 

Sylvester’s history tells of about twenty Tory 
deserters who lived in a log cabin in the vicinity of 
Little Shandaken. They only came forth at night 
and when there was snow they wore their boots 
hindside forward to confuse searchers. A slave be- 
longing to the Rowe family was known to have 
carried supplies for them. 

To return to the terror of the frontier. The 
settlers were as much in fear of the Tories as they 
were of the Indians, because the former might be 
harbored in the homes of their neighbors, or hidden 
among the deep hemlocks of the mountains where 


they could stab like lightning and disappear as 
quickly after they had committed their forays. 

About ten miles from the Hudson River on the 
eastern face of Overlook Mountain is a cave reputed 
to have been used by Indians and Tories during 
the Revolution for a place to cache arms and pro- 
visions. For years the location of the cave was for- 
gotten by the good people of the valley until a 
hunter named Yawger (probably an ancestor of 
the Yeager family) and his dog were pursuing a 
bear along dangerous ledges and rocky slides when 
the dog suddenly disappeared into a deep hole. It 
was too deep for the hunter to reach his dog or for 
the animal to climb back and, after vain efforts to 
rescue him, the man was obliged to leave, although 
he feared the bear would kill his pet before morning. 
Every day he returned with food which he lowered 
in a basket but he could not hoist the dog to the 
surface. At the end of a week a friend was per- 
suaded to accompany the hunter and with ropes and 
torches they descended and carried the dog to 
safety. As far as we know Yawger’s cave, although 
revisited in 1871, has never been thoroughly ex- 
plored. I asked the much respected Woodstock 
blacksmith, Mr. Peper, who had lived near West 
Saugerties, if he knew about this cave. He had 
visited it himself many years ago but was not sure 
of the dimensions of the interior chambers. When I 
inquired about the exact location of the cave with 
the intention of explormg it myself, old Mr. Peper 
looked me over and, with a twinkle in his eyes, 
told me the entrance was very narrow and he didn’t 
believe I could make it! 

In 1788 General Clinton ordered the settlers 
and their families from the outlying districts to be 
withdrawn to the vicinity of the posts, but before 
they were assembled Cobleskill was attacked with 
nineteen persons killed and the frontier was set 
ablaze. The General issued orders to keep Ulster 
County patrolled, placing Colonel Cantine in com- 
mand of the southern section and Colonel Johannes 
Snyder in that of the north, which included Wood- 
stock. Johannes Snyder was a distinguished pa- 
triot originally from Saugerties. He was a mem- 
ber of the First Assembly of New York and had 
already served with the Clinton brothers in the 
French and Indian wars, and therefore was ex- 
perienced in frontier warfare. Keeping the peace in 
this vicinity was difficult with some of the enemy 
in the rear, because all along the line under the 
Catskills and on up the valley of the Esopus were 
many loyalist families. Also in this territory was 
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Captain Jeremiah Snyder from Blue Mountain who 
was placed in command of the post at Little Shan- 
daken. (It was he who with his son was captured 
two years later and sent to Canada.) At this time 
Captain Snyder appealed to General (also Gov- 
ernor) Clinton for ammunition by the following 
letter: 
“Little Shondeacon, October 15, 1778. 

“Sir, I think proper to let you know that upon 
my taking the Command at this place I found that 
the Company was in a bad posture of Defense in 
Regard to Ammunition. I, therefore, would be glad 
you would indeavor to send a fresh Supply as soon 
as possible, that we may be able to make some 
Resistance in case the enemy should make an ex- 
cursion upon this settlement, but we have at Pre- 
sent no intelligence of their being near this Place. 

“This Company now Consists of Forty-one 
Private, besides Serjeants & Corporals, and these I 
cannot Supply with three Cartirages a peice; from 
this you may Judge what Defense we can make. My 
Request is, therefore you wil) Send a Supply as 
soon Possible and you'll oblige, Sir, 

Your Most Hbl Serv’t 
Jeremiah Snyder, Capt.. 
To Gov. George Clinton.” 

That winter while Captain Snyder was lead- 
ing a patrol under the mountains they were at- 
tacked by a band of Indians and Tories who were 
warded off after many shots were fired. Evidently 
the Captain had received the needed ammunition. 

Meanwhile Colonel Cantine had been placed in 
command of the post at Great Shandaken and he 
soon made a like request for supplies. There were 
but twenty-five men and two officers there at that 
time but this post was soon to become more im- 
portant. On May 11th a man named Isaac Davis 
wrote to General Clinton that a few Indians had 
been scouting at Shandaken and were now on their 
way to fetch Brant and his marauders and would 
come down the banks of the Esopus. He wrote 
that the information was secret, having been told 
him by his wife. His wife was the daughter of 
Frederick Rowe, the Tory. 

This Isaac Davis then lived at Little Shanda- 
ken but subsequently bought a large tract in 
Woodstock Village. His letter was deemed of such 
importance by the Governor that he issued orders 
that two of the posts be made into forts, and sent 
on the letter to his brother, General James Clinton, 
saying he was on his way to Kingston, called there 
by the appearance of one hundred Indians and 


8 


Tories at Shandaken. About twenty-seven Tories, 
including Hessians, were piloted through the moun- 
tains by the local Tories and nad joined the enemy 
at Great Shandaken. The Indian and Hessian 
party evidently found the settlements in this neigh- 
borhood too well protected by the outposts to per- 
mit a successful attack and therefore veered off to- 
wards Wawarsing. 

Majors Pawling and Wyncoop were directed 
to take charge of the erection of the fort in Shan- 
daken while Colonel Cantine went to superintend 
the building of the other at “Leghweck” on the 
upper Rondout Creek. According to this order of 
General George Clinton: 

“Block houses” were “immediately to be 
erected at each of these places inclosed by a breast- 
work proof against Musquetry with an Abettis 
round it. These works are each to be Defensible 
with one hundred men, and at the same time cap- 
able of countaining one hundred and fifty to two 
hundred men .... The troops stationed at these 
Posts are constantly to keep out patrolling Parties 
and Scouts, those at Shandaken to go as far north- 
ward as the Albany County Line (Palenville) and 


Westward to Paghkatacken (Arkville) .... The 
one Fourth of Col. Snyder’s Regiment is immediately 
to repair to the Post at Shandaken ete..... These 


Detachments to draw Provisions from the Com- 
missary. Signed George Clinton 
General Orders of May 12th, 1779” 

On May 24th Colonel Pawling wrote that “the 
fort at Shandaken is done.” The fort was then 
placed under the command of Colonel Johannes 
Snyder who retained command of the Ulster fron- 
tier defenses until the end of the war. In an ap- 
plication for a pension after the war a Lieutenant 
Van Hoevenberg, whose company was stationed for 
eight months at Great Shandaken, describes that 
place as a “picket-fort round the dwelling of one 
Longyear.” They went scouring the frontier to the 
north along the Blue Mountain as far as the south 
boundary of Albany County and as far westward 
as the east branch of the Delaware River. Noth- 
ing happened to him, but one of his companions 
named John Rider was killed and scalped. There is 
no mention of patrolling to the south and this was 
probably because another outpost covered that 
territory which he tells about. For another term 
of service in 1781 he was ordered to take his “sta- 
tion at a place called Shokan where we built a 
picket-fort and log house for our protection.” Here 
their scouting extended to the north. The site of 


this fort is now covered by the Ashokan Reservoir. 

During the summer preparations were made for 
Sullivan’s Expedition. He and General James Clin- 
ton were moving their armies to a rendevous at the 
headwaters of the Delaware and Susquehanna 
Rivers. To augment these forces Colonel Pawling 
with six hundred of the Ulster Militia began his 
march towards Tioga. They encamped for a while 
beside the fort at Shandakerx and then marched 
westward but were detained by floods and arrived 
too late to meet with General Sullivan, and had to 
return by the route they had come, which brought 
them back to Shandaken. The little fort must have 
assumed a truly military aspect with all these troops 
encamped about it and no doubt the settlers in 
Woodstock were temporarily relieved of their fears. 
When these soldiers had gone the Indian raids were 
resumed. Probably the bloodiest was led by Brant 
at Minisink. General Washington wrote General 
Clinton he was greatly concerned over these raids 
and he was determined to put a stop to the mas- 
sacres in Ulster County, and had committed the 
task to General Sullivan. This General swung his 
forces eastward, trying to contact Brant who, with 
a hundred and fifty Indians, was marauding and 
killing at a place called Fantin Kill west of Nap- 
anoch. Brant himself escaped by running into the 
hills, but Sullivan’s men subdued most of the hos- 
tile Indians, scattering them into small bands which 
however caused plenty of trouble in our district for 
the next two or three years. 

The following August two of Brant’s spies 
named Huff and Cool were captured while scout- 
ing along the Esopus Creek. Benjamin Brink in 
his magazine “Olde Ulster” asserts that Brant may 
not have been quite as bad as he was depicted; that 
one of his better traits lay in being faithful to his 
pledges. He quotes this letter regarding the scouts 
as an example of the better side of his character. 
It was sent to Colonel Vroman who passed it on to 
Governor Clinton. 

“Sir I understand that my friends Hendrick 
Huff and Cool is taken Prisoners near at Esopus, 
I wou’d be glad if you wo'l be so kind as to let 
those people know that took them, not to use my 
friends too hard, for if they will use (them) hard 
or hurt them, I will certainly pay for it, for we 
have several Rebels in our hand makes me men- 
tion this for it would be disagreeable to me to hurt 
any Prisiner; therefore, I hope they will not force 
me. I am, your Hu’ble St 


Jos Brant August 11th 1780” 


Many of these savages with their Tory friends 
took refuge in the Catskills. One of their strong- 
holds was located between Roundtop and High- 
peak Mountains near the Plaatekill Clove at a place 
later designated as Tory Swamp. It was built of 
stones and logs and the ruins were discernible a 
hundred and thirty years later when it was visited 
by a group of mountain climbers from Twilight 
Park. Here in the late seventeen seventies and for 
several years thereafter the enemy foregathered 
under Brant who was known to assemble there 
various Indian chiefs for council meetings. In an 
old Indian history by Drake he states that (besides 
the fort described above) Brant had an encamp- 
ment west of the Plaatekill Clove which over- 
looked a wide territory and from where he could 
descend to prey upon the inhabitants. If one stu- 
dies a map of the region it is apparent that the 
best spot to see the valley must have been from 
our own Overlook Mountain. Here the highest 
ridge faces east and south and would have per- 
mitted any raiding party to descend either through 
Plaatekill Clove or by way of the Wyje Clove 
(Mead’s) to Woodstock. The word clove comes 
from the Dutch “kloof” meaning cleft or split. No 
doubt it was from one of these strongholds that the 
raiders came to snatch Captain Jeremiah Snyder 
and his son Elias away from their farm at Blue 
Mountain, to take them on a cruel march to Canada 
where the British paid the Indians for the delivery 
of American prisoners. It was the policy for the 
Militia to allow as many soldiers as practical to 
return to their farms to plant and harvest their 
crops so necessary for the preservation of Wash- 
ington’s army; which accounts for Snyder being 
found peacefully planting a field of grain on that 
spring day in 1780. 

It was rewarding, after many hours of search- 
ing through old newspapers in the Kingston Library, 
to find in an “Ulster Sentine]” of January, 1827, an 
account of this dramatic incident written while 
Snyder was still living in his eighty-ninth year. 
The writer (it was unsigned) said he had one of 
the sons of the old soldier “looking over his 
shoulder” to corroborate the facts as they were set 
down, which makes the story as authentic as any 
one is likely to find. The Jeremiah Snyder farm at 
Blue Mountain close under the Catskills is only two 
or three miles outside our present Township line, 
but as the Captain had served Woodstock well dur- 
ing the Revolution and as the fort he commanded 


was located in what is now called Willow we are most 
interested in his history. Also there are several of 
his descendants living amongst us. 

That the Indians and Tories feared young Cap- 
tain Snyder and had marked him for death or cap- 
ture is evident from the effort that was made to 
shoot him during the year preceding his being taken 
prisoner. At one time he was scouting with a group 
of men along the foot of the mountain when most 
of his companions ran off in pursuit of wild turkeys. 
(The sound of turkeys gobbling might have come 
from the Indians to lure them into the deep forest.) 
Snyder and one man were left alone and although 
they proceeded with caution they were ambushed 
from a high ledge. They were close enough to see 
their assailants’ guns within deadly range and the 
enemy could have recognized them as all their shots 
were concentrated upon the officer. The Tories 
shouted for him to surrender but he preferred to 
run and succeeded in escaping along with his com- 
panion. 

Jhe next year on that fateful May day while 
peacefully working in his field, the plow-horses sud- 
denly bucked in terror as a band of Indians and 
Tories leaped from the woods and closed in upon 
Snyder and two of his sons. Seeing himself entire- 
ly surrounded Snyder surrendered himself to an 
Indian chief whom he subsequently learned was the 
famous John Runnip. It was a rule of the frontier 
that a prisoner belonged to the one who first laid 
hands on him or took his scalp; and thereupon an- 
other brave struck at Snyder’s head with his toma- 
hawk. Although a wound was inflicted, Runnip 
managed to parry the blow enough to save the Cap- 
tain’s life. When the subject of capture had been 
settled all proceeded to the house from where the 
women and children had beer able to flee into the 
underbrush. The place was raided of all the money, 
and the meat, clothing and maple sugar they could 
carry was removed and the house was set afire. 
Snyder begged to save enough food to keep his 
family from immediate starvation and this was 
granted. The Indians allowed the younger son, 
Ephraim, who was lame, to go free, and they made 
no attempt to capture the women and little chil- 
dren. Only Snyder and his eldest son, Elias, were 
marched off to the Kaaterskill Clove where they 
climbed the steep cleft, pulling themselves up from 
ledge to ledge until they came to the Twin Lakes 
where they camped for the night. The next day 
they proceeded to the Schoharie through which they 
waded breast high and by a roundabout route made 
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the journey to Fort Niagara. 


Snyder told of meet- 
ing Frederick Rowe at the Genesee Flats, but Rowe 
would not speak to him. Another incident he re- 
lated was about Runnip who was taken with fever 


and ague along the march. The other Indians 
caught a rattlesnake which they cut up and boiled, 
and when Runnip had eaten the flesh and drunk the 
snake soup he was cured. 

At Fort Niagara the prisoners were handed 
over to Colonel Guy Johnson for the usual reward 
and then confined in the guardhouse. On the third 
day a man named Rowe visited them. He was not 
the one whom they had met at Genesee but one 
who had been a neighbor of the Snyders and he had 
come to enquire about his relatives. They were also 
visited by Brant whom Snyder described as of 
fierce aspect. Within a week they were removed 
to a vessel on Lake Ontario and taken to the fort- 
ress of La Chine not far from Montreal, and later 
were imprisoned at the Prevot. Here began a sor- 
did existence. At one time after six prisoners had 
escaped, those that remained were very cruelly 
treated by a Hessian guard until he learned that 
the Snyders were of German descent and thereafter 
favored them. It was two years later before Cap- 
tain Snyder and his son Elias with three others 
escaped in boats, and ten miles below Montreal 
crossed the St. Lawrence River. They had a peril- 
ous journey through the wilderness and almost 
starved until Elias found the thigh of a moose 
stripped of flesh, but they kept alive for two days 
on the sinew and the marrow. Eventually they 
reached New Hampshire where they were received 
with kindness by the inhabitants who fed them. 
When they were re-outfitted they proceeded to the 
Hudson River and to their homes. 

Within a month another Woodstock family was 
set upon by the Indians and Tories. This is the 
story as told me by one of the descendants of 
Petrus Short. The Short family had settled before 
the Revolution along the Wittenberg road in the 
town of Woodstock. Some years before when there 
were numerous Indians throughout the Catskills, a 
hali-starved and ill savage came to their door and 
asked for help. .The Indian was fed and allowed to 
spend the night with the family. He told them his 
name was Joe Dewitt. (After a century of con- 
tact with the white people the Indians frequently 
assumed their names.) The next day this Indian 
was given a bottle of whiskey and sent on his way, 
and soon he disappeared from the mountains. 

It was several years later on a pleasant June 


afternoon in 1780 when Petrus Short and Annaatje, 
his wife, with their daughter and her husband, 
Petrus Miller, drove to the Dutch Church at Kaats- 
ban for the baptism of their grandson, another 
Petrus. Dominie De Ronde performed the cere- 
mony without incident other than that a suspected 
Tory was seen to leave the church before the ser- 
vice was completed. It was believed he went to 
apprise his friends of the situation, because when 
the family party was on its way home and had 
reached Wolven Hill, a short distance from Wood- 
stock along the Saugerties road, they were ambushed 
by a band of Indians and Tories. The women and 
children were set free after a terrifying interval 
during which a facetious Indian took the Sunday 
hat of one of the men and waved it while he danced 
and grimaced before the women to frighten them. 
Short and Miller were taken prisoner and sent along 
that torturous trail to Canada but, although they 
were mistreated and half-starved, they finally ar- 
rived in Quebec to be confined with many other 
Americans. Short and Miller were both marked 
with a black streak on their heads, which a friend- 
ly Indian explained was a sign they were meant to 
be killed. To their amazement this Indian asked 
Short if he came from Woodstock, and then re- 
vealed himself to be the Indian, Dewitt, Short had 
once befriended. It was through the help of this 
redskin that Short and Miller were enabled to es- 
cape and after many adventures return to their 
families. 

The Mohawk Chief, Brant, was_ responsible 
for many of the raids in Ulster County and his 
tribesmen are accountable for scalping, the burning 
of farms and torturing of prisoners, yet Brant was 
known on some occasions to have dissuaded his 
people from abusing their captured enemies by giv- 
ing them an ox to torment and feast upon and thus 
appease their lust. However, he was the dread of 
the frontier and women and children shuddered at 
the mention of his name. The white Tories also 
were cruel and other Americans were known, under 
the provocation of enemy excesses, to have them- 
selves done some scalping. One such recorded in- 
cident was committed by a Lieutenant Boyd of 
Sullivan’s Army, but the same fate soon befell him. 
No act of cruelty was proved against Brant per- 
sonally. To him the custom of imprisoning men 
for long periods was worse than killing; and when 
a man must die for his crimes he said it were bet- 
ter to have him die a warrior’s death than to hang 
him ignominiously on a gallows. 


During all the Revolutionary years the ominous 
threat of Joseph Brant and his band hung over our 
valley. His Indian name was Thayendanegea, but 
he was no ordinary savage. He had been educated 
at a school in Connecticut under Dr. Wheelock who 
afterwards became President of Dartmouth. He 
had been sent there through the influence of Sir 
William Johnston who was married (Indian fash- 
ion) to a beautiful Mohawk girl, Molly Brant, a 
sister of Joseph. One of Brant’s schoolmates was 
John Harper, Jr., of Cherry Valley and before the 
massacre that took place there Brant was said to 
have given warning to his friend. Just before the 
Revolution, hearing that Brant was siding with the 
British, Dr. Wheelock wrote him a letter using 
every argument he believed would influence an In- 
dian to favor the Colonists. Brant replied that he 
“well remembered the happy hours spent under the 
Doctor’s roof and especially the family prayers 
when they would pray that they might be able to 
live as good subjects, to fear God & Honor the 
King!” 

Twice Brant visited England where he was 
lionized and received at Court. He has been de- 
scribed as a tall, handsome Indian of light com- 
plexion, and although he had a fierce expression he 
was well mannered and in English clothes looked 
and acted a gentleman. He associated with men of 
letters such as Boswell, the Earl of Warwick, Lord 
Percy, later the Duke of Northumberland, and 
other nobles who became his friends. As a war- 
rior he painted himself and wore feathers and en- 
joyed dressing in finely-beaded moccasins, fringed 
buckskins and beautiful blue blankets edged with 
vermillion. With these he had epaulets of silver 
and a cutlass with a silver handle. Another story 
about Brant is in regard to a baby who was cap- 
tured. He restored the child to its mother with a 
note saying, “I do not make war on women and 
children. I am sorry to have to say I have those 
engaged with me in service who are more savage 
than the savages themselves!” 

My final story about Brant is told by the Rev. 
Mr. Rockwell in his book on the Catskills. A 
Colonel McKinstry of Hudson was captured by 
Indians near Montreal during the Revolution. It 
is said they intended to torture him, whereupon he 
made Masonic signs to Brant, the leader of the 
band, who spared his life. Brant had become a 
Mason during one of his trips to England. After 
the war Brant visited the McKinstrys at Hudson 
and they always remained warm friends. Rock- 
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well also says Brant later went to see personal 
friends in New York and Philadelphia and even 
paid his respects to General Washington. 

In 1781 Charles DeWitt, who owned the mills 
at Greenkill which had supplied Washington’s 
troops at Valley Forge with flour and who was on 
the Committee of Safety, wrote to Governor Clin- 
ton disclaiming responsibility for those who had 
gone over to the enemy because he said they did 
not belong to the town of Hurley where his juris- 
diction ended. He regretted that these notorious 
offenders, who were from Woodstock and Shan- 
daken, should escape punishment. 

Fourteen months later Colonel Johannes 
Snyder, in a letter replying to Governor Clinton, 
wrote that a party of rascals, well known to be the 
deserters from Woodstock who had carried off Peter 
Short and the Snyders to Fort Niagara, had arrived 
back in Little Shandaken and been entertained by 
Frederick Rowe, Peter Winnen, Nicholas Britt and 
others. Being informed of their being around, 
Colonel Snyder had ordered part of his regiment 
under Colonel Pawling in pursuit of them, which 
was the cause of their going off. Later, after the 
Indian forays had subsided, five of the deserters 
returned to Little Shandaken expecting to find their 
parents and friends. But they having moved, the 
party went to Ackwachgonk (still another version 
of the place later known as Zena.) Finding Lieu- 
tenant Van Dusen’s guards there they proceeded 
to Vanette’s and, he being gone, hunger forced them 
to apply for victuals to one Hummel who lived in 
Vanette’s house. Hummel was alone and obliged 
therefore to give them the food they demanded. 
They acknowledged to him that they had taken 
part in the raid at Wawarsing but had deserted the 
enemy for want of provisions and would, if they 
could count on being forgiven, surrender to their 
countrymen. But they were afraid their country- 
men would take their lives and they did not know 
what to do. Colonel Snyder ends his letter by say- 
ing, “No doubt they are there yet, or in Dutchess 
County, concealed by their friends.” It cannot be 
denied that some of the Rowes were King’s men 
during the Revolution, but it is interesting to add 
here they were brave men and, according to their 
tombstones, three Rowe brothers served in the 
Civil War. Wilson Rowe died of disease contracted 
in service, William J. Rowe died a prisoner of war 
at Andersonville and John H. Rowe was killed in 
battle on the Weldon Railroad. Their graves are 
in Mt. Evergreen Cemetery. 
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At last the Indian raids were over as far as 
Ulster County was concerned and peace was re- 
stored. It must never be forgotten that a large 
piece of frontier was protected by the forts at 
Lackawack (Leghweck) and Great Shandaken with 
their outposts at Shokan and Little Shandaken, and 
the inhabitants of Woodstock owed their safety 
largely to the efforts of Captain Jeremiah Snyder 
commanding the militia forces stationed at Little 
Shandaken. 

Clearwater in his History of Ulster County 
lists the following names as those of Revolutionary 
soldiers from Woodstock. Captain Isaac Davis, 
Ist Lieutenant Philip Miller, 2nd Lieutenant John 
Van Etting and enlisted men: Petrus Short, Henry 
Short, Peter J. Winne, Benjamin Winne, Christian 
Longyear, Abraham Vosburgh and _ Cornelius 
Longendyke. 

The Winnes and Longyear lived near the “Cor- 
ner” now known as Mount Tremper which, of course, 
was then part of Woodstock. My files contain the 
names of Christian Longyear’s brothers, John and 
William, as also being veterans of the Revolution. 
We question whether Abraham Vosburgh was from 
here as the Vosburgh family we know did not ar- 
rive in Bristol (now Shady) until a later date. Al- 
though they did not enlist from Woodstock there 
were three Revolutionary soldiers who lived the 
rest of their lives in the town. One was Barent 
Eighmey who built himself a log house in the Wil- 
low valley and became the ancestor of a promin- 
ent family, the last of whom was Mr. Ralph Eigh- 
mey who was for years schoolmaster in Woodstock 
village. He was probably the first person who seri- 
ously interested himself in the history of this 
neighborhood and he was very helpful telling me 
stories of olden times and introducing me to the 
older inhabitants of Willow. He collected books on 
Ulster County History, some of which were given 
to the Woodstock Library. 

The second Revolutionary soldier was John 
Yerry who came to America as a member of the 
British Army in 1776, but soon left the Red Jackets 
to join the American forces with whom he fought 
for five years. He then journeyed up the Hudson 
to Rhinebeck where he worked as a farmer for 
several years before crossing the river and settling 
in Woodstock on leased land along the Bearsville 
road. Thence he tried living in Mink Hollow, but 
eventually established himself at a place on the 
western flank of Ohayo Mountain which became 
known as Yerry Hill. His sons, Henry and Jerry, 


volunteered for the War of 1812 and several of his _ distinguished, being Captain Elias Hasbrouck, our 
grandsons took part in the Civil War. The last _ first Town Supervisor, whose story is related in a 
Revolutionary soldier to be mentioned is the most later chapter. 
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THE DAYS OF GLASS MANUFACTURE 


Woodstock Glass Manufacturing Society 


hen starting my research of the glass factories 
W I had no idea how large and important they 
had been. Several contradictory articles, including 
an earlier one of mine, have been written. It has 
taken eight months and repeated attacks of bursitis 
(due to lifting of heavy deed and mortgage books 
in the Ulster County Clerk’s office) to unravel the 
truth from these records, old newspapers, company 
books and documents. 

Five Glass companies operated in Woodstock 
Township during the first half of the nineteenth 
century. To correlate the deeds with the sites it 
was necessary to begin my studies with the Har- 
denburgh Patent and one of its divisions known 
as Great Lot 26. It extends from the village 
square north to the Greene County line and from 
the present Saugerties boundary to Lake Hill. Sev- 
eral large pieces were sold but by 1803 there 
were over 8,000 acres remaining which were bought 
by two New York business men named John G. 
Clark and F. A. DeZang. They became the owners 
of Byrdcliffe, Shady and most of Overlook Moun- 
tain, and when they sold it three years later they 
doubled on their investment. Baron Frederick 
Augustus DeZang was a Hessian officer who ac- 
companied the British Army to America and stayed 
to become a citizen. Judging from his letters he 
had quite a dashing personality. He lived in Shan- 
daken for a time and was on our Town Board. 

He and his famly were subsequently identified 
with glass manufacture in upper New York State. 
When he and Clark sold their land to Stephen Stil- 
well they reserved all mineral rights, thereby as- 
suring to themselves and heirs all benefits if the 
many legends of silver mines in our mountains 
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should be proved true. Usually the story runs 
that the Indians led their victims blindfolded to a 
place where, when the covers were removed, they 
would behold gold or silver, but later they would 
not be able to locate the spot. There was some 
digging for coal which was found only in tiny 
seams in bushel quantities. Speaking of our De- 
vonian age mountains before the Woodstock His- 
torical Society Judge Gilbert Hasbrouck said that 
as our rocks were of a formation occuring beneath 
the coal strata, if we wanted to find coal we had 
better reverse the usual procedure and dig up 
rather than down! Nevertheless many of the old 
deeds held clauses reserving coal and minerals; and, 
for ought I know, if uranium were discovered on 
Overlook the Clark or DeZang heirs might lay 
claim to it. 

In 1806 Stephen Stilwell received a deed for 
all this tract “including mills and forges and other 
buildings”, showing it was not completely barren 
Jand. On a map made shortly thereafter there is 
a site marked “the old glass factory” just below 
the summit of Overlook Mountain which has 
caused some speculation largely due to the use of 
the word “old.” I was with Bruno and Louise 
Zimm in trying to locate this site but we did not 
find any trace of it. As the year the map was made 
coincided with the opening of the Woodstock Glass 
Manufacturing Company, I concluded there had 
been a mistake in placing the site about a mile and 
a half east rather than north of the Wide Clove 
(later known as Mead’s). And as nothng else has 
confirmed the existence of any such glass works I 
have not included it in my list of the five Glass 
Companies about which we know. Stephen Stilwell 


and his family were identified with Woodstock for 
many years. He was born in 1760 on Long Island 
and was a soldier of the Revolution. He engaged 
in several business ventures, owning a sloop in 
which he carried flour to distant markets. At one 
time he conducted his business along the Hudson 
near Glasco from where he probably visited Wood- 
stock where he eventually settled. He lived in the 
house at Shady now owned by the Staggs, under- 
neath which one can still see his slave quarters. He 
built and operated a gristmill nearby, and soon took 
an active part in town affairs being an Assessor for 
two years and also an Overseer of Highways. He 
was said to have possessed good qualities of mind 
and heart and made friends wherever he went. 
In 1809 Stephen Stilwell and his wife Nancy 
sold 4,200 acres in Great Lot 26 to the Woodstock 
Glass Manufacturing Company. This tract ran 
the full width of the north boundary of Lot 26 
(actually it ran into Greene County) and accord- 
ing to the subdivisions indicated can be easily lo- 
cated on Wigram’s map of 1819. The factory was 
built not far from the Sawkill about two miles be- 
low Echo Lake, and approximately a mile and a 
half back of Mead’s. The factory contained two 
furnaces, two flattening ovens, several drying ovens, 
a sawmill on the stream and a blacksmith shop. 
The stables for the horses and oxen lay up against 
the hill, and there were besides about twenty-four 
dwelling houses for the workers. Mr. Martin Mac- 
Daniel, whose grandparents lived there, says there 
was also a store and a school, The road from the 
factory went uphill to the Wide Clove and down 
through Rock City. This was a direct route to the 
Hudson River but it must have been a hard climb 
for the wagons returning laden with sand neces- 
sary for the manufacture of glass. Several early 
deeds refer to this as the old Glass Company Road. 
Anyway another road was used, although we do 
not know when, that connected with Glasco Turn- 
pike at the foot of Van de Bogart’s hill in what is 
now called Shady. It ran under Sawkill Head Moun- 
tain back of the Stilwell house and without crossing 
any streams continued its northerly course above 
the Sawkill back into the valley where the factory 
was located. Little of this road now remains. 
About twenty-five years ago the Woodstock 
Historical Society made an expedition to the site 
of this factory, led by their President, Professor 
Martin Schutze. At that time the ruins of the 
works were clearly discernible. Many fragments 
of glass were found, of a clear aquamarine color 


with a few bits of yellowish hue, others darker 
green, but none of them as brilliant a green-blue 
as the glass picked up later at the Bristol works. 
There were whole hills of broken glass and of 
pieces of glazed crocks which may have been the 
containers. It was probably a salt glaze on the 
crocks or it may have been glass residue. In a 
thicket below these ruins they uncovered several 
graves, one being marked with a tombstone show- 
ing it to have been the burial place of a member 
of a well-known glass blower’s family named 
Greiner. I have a photograph of several members 
of the Historical Society yathered around this 
stone as they rested on their tools: Prof. Schutze, 
Kenneth Downer, Woodford Royce, Orville Peets, 
Jean Strain and a few others. 

On a trip in 1954 to the old glass site with the 
current President of the Woodstock Historical 
Society, Alf Evers, and his son Chris, we had 
trouble locating the place partly because the whole 
aspect of that side of Overlook has been disfigured 
by logging operations. Also Herb Keefe the present 
owner told us he had tried to cover the ruins be- 
cause he did not want to be bothered by sight- 
seers. But eventually we did find all that remains 
of the old factory. 

The making of glass requires special skills and 
many of the glass blowers came from New Jersey, 
Massachusetts or Pennsylvania. However the in- 
dustry provided jobs for scores of teamsters and 
woodsmen. To supply fuel for the furnaces and to 
cut the hardwood trees from which certain neces- 
sary ingredients were obtained, a village of wood- 
cutters was established several miles away on the 
slopes of Indianhead Mountain known as The 
Plains. James Pierce wrote a “Memoir on the 
Catskill Mountains” published by the Journal of 
Science in 1823 in which he describes a settlement 
we believe to have been The Plains. This was 
at a time when the prosperity of the community 
had passed with the lawsuits and other difficulties 
of the second glass works. He proceeded up the 
Plattekill Clove by a narrow dugout and found the 
mountain valley at the head of the clove tolerably 
fertile, but not extensively cultivated. He des- 
cribed large tracts covered with hard maple and 
beech trees which if cleared would have afforded 
fine grazing for sheep. Unfortunately, he said, 
“Most of the people were not proprietors of the 
soil and preferred stripping the land of its best 
timber rather than resorting to the toil of agricul- 
ture.” Mr. Pierce might have deduced from his 
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statement that wherever the system of long leases 
on agricultural lands existed the farms would de- 
teriorate. This condition was the prelude of the 
“Down Rent” war that within twenty-five years 
was to set Woodstock Township ablaze. He found 
the inhabitants living in log huts without floors 
or furniture. Bread was rarely seen among them, 
and but a few had gardens. Their principle food, 
in addition to wild meat and fish occasionally ob- 
tained, consisted of potatoes and pumpkins. 

He walked on to Shue’s Lake (now called 
Echo Lake) which he described as “surrounded by 
an amphitheatre of wild, rocky and steep moun- 
tains”, and he speaks of a “nearby spring as of 
a chalybeate character.” This means it was im- 
pregnated with salts of iron. A statement regard- 
ing the great depth of the lake was not borne out 
by soundings made about 1910 by Neil Stevens 
of the Bureau of Plant Industry in Washington. 
When he sent me the article by Pierce, quoted 
above, he wrote that he had spent two days on a 
raft measuring the depth of the lake and found it 
to be shallow. According to Clearwater the name 
Shue’s Lake is a corruption of Schoon-meer, meaning 
clear water. However on Wigram’s map of 1810 it 
is marked Athen’s Lake. Whatever its name the 
lake behind Overlook seems full of mystery as it 
lies usually without ripple or sound, and it is not 
surprising that it has spumed many legends as it 
overflows into the valley to form the Sawkill, among 
them stories of buried treasure. Here an escaped 
prisoner named Krauss from the Civil War is said 
to have hidden himself on its shore. And the last 
of the Indians are believed to have camped there 
before they disappeared forever. 

One winter day I went with Louise and Bruno 
Zimm to find The Plains. A few days previously 
Martin MacDaniel had pointed to the place halfway 
up the mountain distinguished by a difference of 
vegetation, where the trees had never covered the 
scars of a settlement which had been abandoned 
for a hundred years. We stood in front of the 
MacDaniel farm looking north toward the re- 
cumbent contours of Indianhead Mountain which 
in the clear atmosphere appeared to be very close 
without showing the difficulties that presented them- 
selves as soon as we descended the intervening valley. 
Upon entering the forest it was impossible to see 
the identifying landmarks. The Zimms and I 
forded the upper Sawkill and jumped at our peril 
from boulder to boulder over the rushing Pecor 
and Dymond Creeks. We scrambled in and out of 
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several ravines, pushing our way through thickets 
of laurel and trying to decide if the many rivulets of 
melting snow we had to cross accounted for the 
three streams we had been told to pass before 
turning up the mountain. We could not find any 
sign of a trail and soon through the grey beech 
trunks we could see the winter sun was beginning 
to glow into a sunset and we had to abandon our 
search and hurry out of the woods before darkness 
should overtake us. 

Our next attempt to find The Plains was made 
on an April day with daffodils blooming in our 
dooryards and arbutus lurking among the leaves 
on the valley bottom. But soon we climbed beyond 
the line of budding foliage and were back in win- 
ter on the slopes of Indianhead. We even had to 
traverse patches of snow. This time Zimm was the 
leader and having studied old maps he proved a far 
better guide than I had been. We jumped the 
streams with no wavering as we climbed through 
the deep woods. We found the partly washed-out 
bed of a road and it led directly to the site. We ate 
our sandwiches by a spring which probably ac- 
counted for the choice of this spot for a hamlet. 
We found two cellar holes, a few wild apple trees, 
the inevitable stone walls enclosing a couple of 
acres and nothing else. Of course we had not ex- 
pected to find a baby’s shoe or a tin can but we 
had hoped to reconstruct in our minds a picture 
of the village street from old bricks or even the 
doorstones, but nothing like these were left. Here 
for years about forty families had gone about their 
living with practically nothing left now to show for 
it. Their men had chopped down the great forest 
of hemlocks, but in doing it had removed their live- 
lihood. Now the whole of Indianhead mountain 
had reverted to the wilderness. We could only 
speculate over the brooding quiet that emanates 
from an abandoned site where formerly many 
people had worked out their destinies. It was as 
if the old witch had shrugged them off her shoulders 
to show who was mistress of the Catskills. 

Martin Booth was the last to leave The Plains, 
supporting himself by cutting shingles with his frow 
from hemlock logs. His avocation was preaching 
and every Sunday he walked to Wittenburg to 
preach in the Methodist Church; in the afternoon 
he tramped to Little Shandaken where he repeated 
his sermon; and in the evening he came back to 
Bristol where he preached for the third time before 
walking home to The Plains. He did this for years 
without any compensation until the parishioners 


joined together to buy him a horse which made 
the twenty-five mile trip comparatively easy. 

Martin Booth’s sister Betsy was likewise a vig- 
orous walker who thought nothing of tramping to 
Saugerties or Kingston and returning with a bag 
of meal on her back. If it were cold she carried 
a hot brick for warmth. She married James Mac- 
Daniel and lived near the old glass house, and there 
are many stories about her. She was a pioneer 
feminist, being the first woman on record to have 
worn trousers in Woodstock, having been seen 
picking wild strawberries in her husband’s beeches 
—certainly most daring! She was better known 
for her skill at doctoring and for many years “Aunt 
Betsy’s” concoctions brought comfort to her neigh- 
bors. She gathered herbs and made infusions such 
as sweet fern for fever, spearmint for stomach ache, 
catnip for jumpy nerves, gentian (called blue blows 
stuff) for dysentery. But best known of all was 
her syrup of sassafras for coughs. ‘Three of her 
sons were soldiers in the Civil War and they would 
write home asking for it. In response, Aunt Betsy 
would stay up all night to watch her crocks of 
syrup on the back of the stove, which she would 
later send to the soldiers by the case. 

The MacDaniels first had a sawmill up on The 
Plains, which was moved down to the Sawkill to 
three different sites in turn. One son, Nathan, 
married in about 1867 a sixteen year old girl named 
Louise Taylor. Barney MacDaniel tells of the 
great work of which his father, Nathan, was cap- 
able and what he expected of his sons. On occasion 
he would make Barney and his brothers arise at 
midnight in winter to start off through the snow 
into the forest of logs. Probably it was on one of 
these trips that Nathan encountered the Devil. He 
tried to make him go by swearing but when that 
had no effect he went down on his knees and 
prayed. As he told the story: “It was like a fog 
come up and in it the Devil disappeared.” 

A daughter, Mrs. Cashdollar, also remembered 
Nathan’s industry. She told of seeing him of an 
evening working in a leather apron cutting hem- 
lock shingles with his frow. Across one corner of 
their cabin was a big round fireplace into which 
the children threw the shavings to supply the light 
he worked by. Their mother gathered the shingles 
into bundles and thus they worked until late into 
the night. In the Catskills it was not easy to 
earn a living for a large family. Three generations 
of the MacDaniel family cut wood for fuel to sell 
to the glass factories; they barked the hemlocks 


to supply tannin for the tanneries. Also they 
sawed wood for buildings, made shingles and grew 
crops. They were a valiant family whose descen- 
dents make a rich contribution to the town. 

The Woodstock Glass Manufacturing Society 
or Company (it went by both names) ran into fin- 
ancial difficulties within a few years. It would take 
a Philadelphia lawyer to untangle their affairs from 
the fragmentary information I was able to find 
after more than a hundred years. 

Apart from the fragments picked up on the 
site I have not been able to identify a whole glass 
piece as having been made at this factory. The 
scraps indicate they manufactured window glass and 
possibly a few small bottles. No records or ac- 
count books have shown up. Of the glass blowers 
besides Greiner the names of Pecor, Bogardus, Dy- 
mond, Short and Vosburgh have been mentioned in 
connection with this early industry. It is likely some 
of the blowers went from there to work at the Bristol 
Company and became identified with that concern. 

In the books of the Bristol Glass Company 
there is reference in 1818 of their doing business with 
the Ulster Glass Manufacturing Company. There- 
fore we know the original company had been re- 
organized and was running under a new name. 
Two years later the “New York Post” ran an ad- 
vertisement for the sale of the property and works, 
and that seems to have been the last heard of the 
old glass companies back of Overlook. 


Bristol Glass Cotton and Clay Manufacturing Co. 
New York Crown and Cylinder Manufacturing Co. 
On August 13th, 1813, in consideration of 
$6,247.00 Stephen and Nancy Stilwell signed an In- 
denture with the Bristol Glass Cotton and Clay 
Company for 833 acres of land. On the back of 
this indenture, “Stephen Munn, Merchant of New 
York City, for one dollar lawful money paid by 
the Directors of the Bristol Glass Company, at or 
before this date, does forever release his claim on 
the property.” In this indenture one of the points de- 
scribed is a cornerstone marked B.G.C. 1812, which 
indicates this glass company had a previous claim. 
This tract was in the southwest corner of 
Great Lot 26 and extended up Hutchin’s Hill to the 
land of the Woodstock Glass Company but did 
not include any of it. It was widest along its 
northern boundary and spread across the Sawkill 
for a short stretch, but along the remainder of its 
course kept to the west bank of that stream on 
down until it reached Great Lot No. 8 near the 
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Turnpike, whence it ran westerly along this boun- 
dary to its junction with Great Lots 25 and 26. The 
corner of these three divisions of the Hardenburgh 
Patent as mentioned in many deeds is at an old 
chestnut tree on flat land below Shandaken Lake 
(now known as Cooper’s Lake.) As there was a 
sawmill on the stream that went with the lake 
property, this western boundary of Great Lot 26 
and the Bristol Company probably ran north along 
the base of Cooper’s hill. The tract included all of 
the hamlet we now know as Shady. 

The Bristol Glass Cotton and Clay Company 
set up their glass works in what is now the 
Reynold’s barn and the foundations for their fur- 
naces may still be seen in the bay of the barn. 
Originally there were more buildings to the fac- 
tory; one old-timer told me he remembered the 
drying sheds which occupied all the space in the 
triangle between the two roads. Looking down 
from the Church hill the buildings are seen to be 
connected unevenly and in a slight curve which 
follows the line of the Sawkill. The different 
angles and heights make an interesting design that 
has intrigued several generations of artists. On 
the Church hill the Company built a row of houses 
for their employees. These houses could not have 
been of sturdy construction because they did not 
last long. According to the Company books of 
1819 J. Lister and his son were paid $425.00 for 
building a new house for Dr. Ebenezer Hall. It 
should be remembered money was worth far more 
in those days when even a half cent was considered 
important and was tagged on to the accounts. 

The Bristol Company store building still stands 
about a hundred yards from the bridge connecting 
the Shady road with State road No. 212, but unless 
a radical repair job is done it will soon fall to 
pieces. It is now being used by Mrs. Brokenshaw 
as a pottery, and it still contains a beautiful old 
iron stove dating back to the glass factories. A 
generation ago when the Charles Reynolds owned 
the farm the building was used as a polling place 
for the upper district of the Town. It is a weath- 
ered wooden building gristly from hard usage, hav- 
ing served as a store for three glass companies. 

Spafford’s Gazetteer of 1813 mentions two glass 
companies in Woodstock Township, therefore we 
may assume the Bristol Glass Cotton and Clay 
Company soon began operating. Hereafter when 
speaking of the Bristol Company I am referring to 
this concern although the name has been loosely 
used to cover both the other companies  subse- 
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quently doing business on the same site. The 
names of the other two glass works were The New 
York Crown and Cylinder Glass Co. which took 
over the premises by 1825 and The Ulster County 
Glass Manufacturing Co. which in 1853 started 
operations in the same plant but lasted for only 
two years. There are many holes left in this story 
which need darning by later historians, but there 
are available records covering several years. 

The Woodstock Historical Society has two 
books of the Bristol] Company, one of them given 
by the late Mrs. Clarence Shultis of Wittenberg. 
Both books are for a middle period because in them 
are references to a previous ledger A. and at the 
end the accounts are marked to be carried over to 
a ledger C. One is a ledger of store accounts, the 
other a record of the company’s business including 
glass sales, accounts with other firms and amounts 
charged and due their employees. The most 
interesting have to do with the Blowers, Cutters, 
Flatteners, Tenders and Batch-mixers. Unfortun- 
ately the first ten and a half pages are missing and 
other pages are torn or tattered. The earliest entry 
is for labor in December, 1817, and the accounts 
run to May, 1821. With special attention I fol- 
lowed the glass records thinking I could get a 
total of seven years business because they begin 
with a balance carried over from the old ledger, 
which added to the figures up to 1821, brings the 
sum to $11,690.564%. But this may not be the 
net amount because the last page under “Glass Dr.” 
is torn out and no balance is to be found. Also a 
large part of the glass credits were taken in goods 
for the store instead of cash. For example, credits 
were receivable in shoes in exchange for two boxes 
of 7x9 glass, and on another occasion glass was 
traded to Peter Freer of Athens for three barrels 
of damaged black and white salt—we trust for 
the industry, not for human consumption. They 
traded for such diverse items as dried fish, muslin, 
pork, nux vomica, snuff, tobacco, nails and liquor 
to be sold at the store. By April, 1821, the amount 
paid out for labor amounted to $51,792.00. Of this 
over $10,000.00 was carried over from the previous 
ledger which covered less than three years. 

A few of the other expenses were as follows and 
these all had to do with glass making: 


Time ee $518.70 Wood ..... $14,532.40 
Raw “Ashes. ».«$910.970 sClavg 2.5.4 08 $ 1,096.85 
Furnace Stones $341.43 Iron ........ $ 47.0914 
hot, B15 BMPR SEED Mee $426.25 Broken Glass $8 145.7214 


Packing Straw $ 45.00 


Against these items they sold some sand, wood, 
etc. Other costs were, for instance, Teaming, 
$690.36; Scantling, $922.00; Diamonds (several ref- 
erences, but no total given.) Besides raw ashes 
there were pearlash and potash, the latter some- 
times brought from the kiln at West Camp. The 
total paid for freight charges to Captain Lewis Hall 
of the “Two Sisters” was $759.35. Several woods- 
men brought coal (charcoal we assume) for credit 
at the store. On March 31st, 1818, the Company 
paid R. W. Dubois for building the sand house at 
Glasco. That year they paid a large bill to James 
Lasher for “riding” loads to Bristol Landing as well 
as to Glasco. This is the first reference I could 
find of a place called Bristol Landing. 

In 1821 the Company built an addition to the 
store and the next year they built a new “sparling 
house.” There is other mention of a sparling house 
where men were paid to work, but at what it seems 
impossible to learn. There are other terms that 
are puzzling. For example, in several instances 
men were paid for “picking pot shells” but after 
consulting our local authority, Frances Rogers, au- 
thor of “Five Thousands Years of Glass’, I was 
persuaded to think the term had reference to the 
job of preparing crockery for firing, especially as 
one entry was to Moses Lyous who usually made 
shoes but on this occasion worked at “Breaking clay 
and pot shells.” If the term used had been shards 
it would have been self-expianatory. Thirty-odd 
years later the Ulster County Glass Manufacturing 
Company was likewise paying considerable sums 
for “picking shells.” 

Glass is made from a mixture of sand, potash 
and lime, to which waste glass is added to help in 
melting the mixture. The quality of the glass de- 
pends largely upon the properties in the sand, which 
accounts for their bringing sand from as far away 
as Amboy. One writer has said the Bristol Glass 
Company owned their own sloops on the Hudson. 
Of this we find no record, but we can surmise they 
frequently filled these boats with their cargos of 
sand or broken glass which was brought to Glasco 
by Captain Hall of the “Two Sisters.” It requires 
skill to mix the batch of glass and in the addition 
of small amounts of chemicals the glass is cleared 
or changed in color. I have fragments of glass of 
aquamarine, green-blue and amber. These pieces 
were picked up after the flood of 1935 which tore 
out the road near the glass house and may have 
dated from any one of the three glass companies. 
Found at the same time was the iron tip of a 


blower’s pipe. 

Of the five glass companies the Bristol appears 
to have been the most successful. They did busi- 
ness for eight years and they carried on their books 
the names of over three hundred men. 

There exists a second book, this one leather 
bound with a B. on the outside. Within it are the 
store accounts headed “Bristol July 4th, 1817”, 
over which were pasted newspaper items of interest 
(to the readers of a later generation.) In these was 
very little news, most of the articles having to do 
with jokes, unusual happenings copied from other 
newspapers without giving names, dates or loca- 
tions, and in case the reader might not get the 
point these were headed: “Humerous”, “Melancholia 
news” or “Western Eloquence” and so on. AIlf 
Evers did a good job removing these clippings from 
the first sixty-two pages of this account book and 
as the last hundred pages were not covered, about 
two thirds of the book can be read. The writing is 
not always legible because it was a daily ledger and 
the items hurriedly written with many puzzling ab- 
breviations. 

It seems impertinent to be looking into a day 
perhaps a hundred and forty years past to learn 
the tastes and weaknesses of these people of Bris- 
tol. For example, stories have come down of Ste- 
phen Stilwell’s graciousness, but it brings him more 
alive for us to know that on a certain day in 1817 
he had to buy a blister plaster and that he drank 
wine rather than rum, or that Augustus Greele 
purchased 43 yds. of French shirting. Liquor was 
the most popular commodity at the store and there 
was hardly a man of the three hundred families 
who were mentioned in the accounts who did not 
stop in often for a gill of rum. Not everyone took 
four rums at once like Joseph Wigram, son of the 
Surveyor, one of Woodstock’s most distinguished 
citizens—but maybe Joseph was treating his com- 
panions; that we shall never know. Nor shall we 
understand why Conrad Lister, one of the best- 
paid glass cutters, bought “muslin for the Has- 
brouck girl.” He could have been a dashing fellow 
as he bought six silk handkerchiefs at one time, and 
because he was not charged a school tax he may 
have been a bachelor. One item of his credit was 
for $139.40 for cutting 37,175 feet of glass. Also 
he received 25c for cutting a clock face. This was 
certainly a small clock because the regular price 
paid for a clock face was 50c. Other cutters were 
Aaron Barber and the Arnold brothers, Samuel and 
Hosea. 
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John G. Evans was a master blower who re- 
ceived credits of $2,589.69 for about three years’ 
work. No wonder he could indulge in seven yards 
of bombazette, many yards of ribbons or a pudding 
dish. He was credited $5.50 “by blowing bottles,” 
which was the most paid over the period covered 
in the account book for blowing bottles. Charles 
Herrick owned a bottle stamped with an eagle from 
the Bristol Glass Company, which was subsequently 
“thrown out.” 

Stories are still told locally of the glass blowers’ 
success with the girls. We can almost picture Evans 
when we see he bought in one day 1314 yds. glazed 
cotton, buttons and silk for $7.72. There was a 
notice in the Kingston Sentinel which gives an idea 
of how the ordinary young men of the day dressed. 
A reward of ten dollars was offered by the Sheriff 
of Ulster County for the apprehension of an escaped 
prisoner named G. P. of Woodstock who was being 
held on a petty larceny charge. When he escaped 
he was wearing “a white wool hat, a bottle green 
surtout coat and light colored linsey-woolsey pan- 
taloons.” Another item in the local newspaper was 
and ad: “My wife Polly has left my bed and board 
for no good reason.” (So he says!) “As she is fond 
of riding I forbid anyone to pick her up in a sleigh, 
carriage or wheelbarrow.” (Poor Polly, not allowed 
a whirl even in a wheelbarrow!) 

Isaac and Joseph Peet were both blowers but 
Joseph received special pay for one month as 
“Master Blower.” They were each charged for half 
a hat! We wonder which one wore it or did they 
alternate? The Peets also were connected with the 
last glass works. The other Master Blower was 
Lewis Castdollar, the ancestor of the family of that 
name (though spelled differently) now living in 
Woodstock. The best known of his descendents is 
Albert Cashdollar who was our Town Supervisor, 
Chairman of Ulster County Supervisors, County 
Treasurer and now Commissioner of Roads in Wood- 
stock. Lewis Castdollar paid a large school tax 
and presumably had several children of school age, 
and there is mention of his buying combs for his 
wife and daughter. He made large purchases at the 
store beginning in 1816 (when the existing ledger 
began) and he was still on the payroll in 1821. 

Another ancestor of a prominent Woodstock 
family who came here as a glass blower was Rich- 
ard Vosburgh, coming from Amenia in 1810 when he 
was twenty-six years old, with his wife, Polly Rowe. 
His great-great-granddaughter, Mrs. Elsie Vosburgh 
Rowe, has written an account of the family in which 
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she says he first went to work for the old glass fac- 
tory back of the mountain, and that he took a 
house there in what seemed to his wife and children 
as “the wilderness.” By 1817 he was working for 
the Bristol Glass Company. He made good pay 
blowing and batch-making. 

The other blowers for the Bristol Company 
were David Robinson who did not arrive until 1821, 
Jacob Lott, Reynolds Green, Allen McCormac who 
was also a cutter, Warren Baily who made up the 
batches of glass as well as blowing and had the dis- 
tinction of being fined “$2.00 for neglect of duty.” 
There was Robert McCoy and Graham and Ab- 
raham Van Voorhes; the latter also a “Scrivner of 
bay” (whatever that might mean) for which he was 
paid an extra $2.50. Arnold Robinson was yet an- 
other who received extra pay and he made it by 
producing large glass. Finally there was John Sager 
who made good pay at blowing yet was willing to 
earn 75c for digging a drain. He is also credited 
for blowing bottles $2.25. John Clark the “Pot 
maker” was paid well. 

All these men stopped in at the Company store 
to get their gill of rum and their snuff and to do 
their shopping. It was evident that if their women- 
folk asked them to buy a half dozen needles or a 
twist of thread they took advantage of the errand 
to get themselves a little nip. After spending the 
day near their furnaces it is understandable how 
pleasant it could have been to stop in at the big 
store and sip a cool drink. There is no mention of 
beer and the usual drink was rum which cost 6d’s 
(although they spoke in pence they probably meant 
our American cents.) On at least one occasion our 
friend the glass cutter, Conrad Lister, paid for three 
tumblers full of rum! Sometimes the more prosper- - 
ous blowers like Richard Vosburgh would buy 
brandy or wine. Purchases of boxes of snuff or plugs 
of tobacco were common. For the women they 
bought flannel and cotton goods and of food large 
purchases of pork, potatoes, molasses, meal, salt fish 
and spices; and these, with what they raised them- 
selves, must have been the staple diet. There were 
times when the store stocked raisins, blueberries 
or chocolates and these found ready buyers. In the 
fall of 1818 chestnuts were on sale, reminding us 
of the handsomest of our trees which abounded 
throughout the Catskills until a century later when 
disease destroyed them all. 

Dr. Ebenezer Hall was a free spender, buying 
such things as wine glasses, ribbons and silks. He 
had a salary of approximately six hundred a year 
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from the Bristol Company besides a medical prac- 
tice. For instance, he was called in to visit a sick 
child for which he was paid twenty-five cents. Little 
cash was exchanged although it can be noted Lewis 
Castdollar took out as much as a hundred dollars 
at a time. Fortunately most items went on the 
company books which we may study. House rents 
were $5.00 a month; a box of 7x9 glass cost $5.00. 
Benjamin Davis did constant business as a black- 
smith mending plows, sleds and chains and provid- 
ing hundreds of axes. Samuel Culver, the owner of 
the tannery and Supervisor of the Woodstock Town 
Board, dealt in leather, hair and made harness. 
Moses Lyons was the shoemaker but he earned 
more breaking clay and pot shells. James Lister 
and one of his sons were paid often for carpentry 
work; and Stephen Stilwell, Jr. was on the books 
frequently for “grinding clay stuff.” Numerous men 
were paid for tending fires and for tempering pots. 
For example, Francis Neelis ran up a credit of al- 
most a thousand dollars on the latter job, and An- 
drew Weatherwax earned several hundred dollars 
“making glass.” Quantities of scantling were needed 
for boxing and the Edson mill in Mink Hollow pro- 
vided most of it, totalling almost $1,500.00 by 1819. 

The Lewis Edsons, both father and son, com- 
posed hymns which were famous in their day but 
they did not seem to have enriched themselves 
thereby. Anyway, in 1844, when a younger Edson 
died, the Town had to provide his coffin. Interest 
in the Edson hymns has now been revived and a 
few years ago Sidney Cowell, the musician, was in- 
strumental in having some of them sung at the 
Shady church. The only story I had in my notes 
came from an old Mink Hollow resident who main- 
tained that Edson had Indian blood in him which 
accounted for his being a natural horseman, and 
that he rode the swiftest mare in this locality. Re- 
turning one night over the Mink Hollow Road he 
was attacked by a wolf, which sent the mare head- 
long down the mountain, carrying her rider over 
rocks and thickets until they passed out of the deep 
forest. The horse’s flanks had been torn by the 
wolf, the bridle broken and new horse shoes worn 
away and as the story was related to me, “if that 
hoss hadn’t been a whirlwind instead of hoss flesh, 
they’d a bin et up by the wolf.” 

In the accounts were many names still familiar 
in the town, such as John P. Harder working in the 
cutting room, Michael Smith who did “teaming,” 
Longyear, Bonesteel, Peter Short, Daniel Hasbrouck, 
Henry Shultis and Wolfen (the f later changed to 


a v) are but a few mentioned. Ebenezer Hall and 
William Greele received steady incomes for “atten- 
dance” which probably meant superintending the 
works. The largest number of men were employed 
in providing fuel. They cut the trees in the forest, 
they hauled it to the factory, split and dried it 
in enormous quantities. But ever more trees were 
required and more acreage needed to provide the 
insatiable fires. 

On the twenty-fourth of April, 1817, Stephen 
and Nancy Stilwell deeded a thirty acre piece of 
land in the valley west of Stilwell’s millpond to 
Daniel Elliott and Augustus Greele, Gentlemen. On 
an 1825 map by Wigman the home of Elliott is 
shown there. We see the names of these two men 
emerging to greater prominence as the years pass. 
According to Mrs. Zimm, Daniel Elliott was one 
of three men chosen to represent Ulster County in 
a State Road Convention of 1826. He had already 
established himself in Bristol but up to then the 
name of Augustus Greele, was infrequently men- 
tioned, although William and Robert Greele, whose 
relationship to Augustus we do not know, had been 
on the Bristol Company’s payroll. 

The New York Crown and Cylinder Glass 
Manufacturing Company evidently assumed con- 
trol of the factory by 1825. Little is known re- 
garding this glass company. It is to be hoped some 
day one of their account books will turn up, al- 
though it is quite possible they might have used the 
same books and the same personnel as the Bristol 
Company, and were alike in everything but name— 
although they probably did not have as many em- 
ployees. 

In 1825 Daniel and Abigail Elliott and Augus- 
tus and Caroline Greele of New York City sold 
an indenture to the New York Crown and Cylinder 
Glass Manufacturing Company in consideration of 
the payment of $10,000.00 for three pieces of land. 
One of these has not been described until now; it 
was known as the Shandaken Lake property. This 
consisted of 15714 acres in Great Lot No. 25 of the 
Hardenburgh Patent, being part of a tract which 
James Desbrosses had leased to Thomas Treadway 
Smith in 1794. Each time it changed hands there 
had to be written into the deed that it was subject 
to an annual quitrent of one shilling per acre, which 
was not cancelled until the property came into the 
possession of William M. Cooper. With it went 
the 833 acre tract upon which the factory stood and 
also the 30 acre lot by the gristmill. Beside these 
lands in 1826 the New York Crown and Cylinder 
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Glass Manufacturing Company acquired 306 acres 
from the heirs of Jeremiah Reynolds for which they 
paid fifty dollars to each of the thirteen heirs. This 
tract is in Great Lot No. 25 adjoining the Shan- 
daken Lake property described above, and was 
under the same type of perpetual lease from Des- 
brosses requiring an annual quitrent of one shilling 
per acre. Thus it came about the new Glass Com- 
pany owned 1,60114 acres; and probably controlled 
the Sawkill tract of 170 acres, the title of which 
was in the names of Noble, Hooke, Elliott, Greele, 
Hall and the two Lesters. 

The New York State Gazetteer in 1836 mentions 
the village of Bristol where the New York Crown 
and Cylinder Glass Manufacturing Company is lo- 
cated and says further that fifty people were em- 
ployed and 1,500 boxes of window glass made per 
month. There is no mention of any other glass 
company operating in Woodstock at that time. The 
fifty employees mentioned probably did not include 
the outside workers. 

An authority on American glass says the few 
glass pitchers attributed to our glass ‘companies 
belong to this period. One of these is described 
as of green glass with a yellowish tinge, another of 
aquamarine. It is hard to find a whole piece of 
glass left in Woodstock. I have a glass dome that 
is said to be of Bristol glass. 

By 1830 the New York Crown and Cylinder 
Glass Manufacturing Company began selling its 
holdings. Perhaps they had stripped the forest for 
which they had wanted the land or more likely 
they were in financial difficulties. That year they 
assigned to John P. Winne of the Court of Chancery 
the Shandaken property, Cyrus Perkins signing 
the deed for the Company. They also sold fifty 
acres of the old Reynolds tract to Peter Burger. 
In a New York State list of manufacturers of 1832 
there are listed two glass companies working along 
the Sawkill in Woodstock Township. In the Wood- 
stock Town Records of 1833 one John Holland gave 
a mortgage as follows: 

“Know all men by these presents that I John 
Holland of Woodstock, Ulster County, in considera- 
tion of $30.75 to me in hand paid by the New York 
Crown and Cylinder Glass Manufacturing Com- 
pany, the receipt whereof I do hereby acknowledge, 
have sold and conveyed and by these presents do sell 
and convey unto the said Company their adminis- 
trators or assignees a certain lot or parcel of pota- 
toes now in the ground lying in the field southwest 
of the house now occupied by the said John Hol- 
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land and on the land belonging to the said Glass 
Company, and one white sow two years old last 
spring, and one yellowish red calf being the same 
now and lately in my possession, and promise to 
warrant and defend the same property against the 
lawful claims of all other persons. 

In witness thereof I have hereunto set my hand 
and seal this tenth day of August, 1833. 

his 

X Holland 
mark 
witness I. J. Grovier John Wigram” 

Two years later Holland’s wife and children 
went on relief. 

As there is no record of this mortgage being 
satisfied, we can only hope the Company secured 
the potatoes before they rotted in the ground 
and herded the white sow and the reddish calf into 
the store before winter set in. In the Town Road 
Survey of 1837 there is mention of this Glass Com- 
pany store being the same building previously des- 
cribed. 

I have been unable to find another word con- 
cerning the glass factory until 1842. At that time 
Hiram St. John Short and Peter Short, owing the 
Company $570.00, gave them a mortgage on fifty 
acres in Great Lot 25 which was subject to an an- 
nual quitrent of one shilling per acre. Five years 
later this mortgage was assigned to Daniel Elliott. 
Champion Pelton and Leander Pelton signed for 
the New York Crown and Cylinder Glass Manu- 
facturing Company. By 1845 when all their lands 
were sold, Daniel Elliott bought the remainder of 
the old Reynolds tract in Great Lot 25, the 30 
acre Mill lot as well as 71014 acres of the Factory 
tract, being the upper or northern piece of it. The 
southern section of 122 acres which included the 
factory premises was bought by Peter Reynolds. 
And a year later he bought on contract all the 
holdings formerly purchased by Daniel Elliott for 
three thousand dollars, to be paid in six install- 
ments and this mortgage was satisfied in 1852. 
Therefore Peter Reynolds became the owner of 
practically all the Bristol valley including the glass 
works. 
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Ulster County Glass Manufacturing Company .. . 

All this data on the glass industry may not 
interest the casual reader, but as it has been a 
subject of obscure speculation for everyone seeking 
to unravel the history of Woodstock, it is worth 
while studyng because glass was the most important 


product of our town throughout the last century. It 
increased the population, bringing in many families 
of those directly employed in the factory as well as 
creating work for hundreds of the old inhabitants 
who supplied materials such as wood, food and 
transportation which were necessary to keep the 
industry alive. It was a large factor in the early 
development of Woodstock. 

The last glass works to operate in Woodstock 
Township was the Ulster County Glass Manufac- 
turing Company which opened in 1853 and ran 
for two years. We have considerable information 
regarding this company because Craig Vosburgh 
turned over to the Woodstock Historical Society 
several of the company’s books, one a ledger, anoth- 
er a petty accounts record. Besides these written 
statements there are the stories related by the 
children of those who were connected with the 
Company, and in a few cases, such as that of Mr. 
John Miller who, when he was almost a hundred 
years old, talked to me of the Glass Company in 
operation. As a lad of twelve years he remembered 
visiting the factory in the present Reynolds barn. 
Another person who had seen the glass company 
working and with whom I talked was Mrs. Loretta 
Short, widow of David Short, Jun., of Wittenberg. 
She recalled visiting the factory at night and watch- 
ing a man whirling the molten glass, then throwing 
it off and fashioning a bird on the end of a stick. 
She also told me she saw the men making cylin- 
ders for domes to put over wax figures, and also 
glass mugs with handles. This was an eyewitness 
account of some of the fancy pieces the blowers 
made after hours. If living, Mrs. Short would now 
be 113 years old. If only I had asked her more 
questions about the glass works! She did add that 
the blowers “made big money and threw it around.” 

Moses Sagendorf, another old-timer who de- 
parted this life years ago, likewise told me of the 
boys and girls of the neighborhood going to the 
glass factory at night because it was a comfortably 
warm place for them to forgather for a social eve- 
ning, and the blowers were always willing to make 
them trinkets. These were made from the metal, as 
the glass mixture was called, left in the pots. No 
doubt the blowers were glad to show off before 
the girls and presented them with glass canes, birds 
and vases. 

Sagendorf’s father was clearing his land at that 
time and built a charcoal pit close to his home on 
the west side of Shandaken Lake where the fires 
would be left to smolder, though well-tended, for 


two or three weeks to make the charcoal. He sold 
this “coal” to the factory in Bristol where it may 
have been used to intensify the color of the glass. A 
good load on his bark rigging would bring six or 
seven dollars. The father was Peter Sagendorf, 
the hot-head Down Renter. 

The site of the Ulster County Glass Manufac- 
turing Company was owned by Peter Reynolds, 
a Supervisor of the Town of Woodstock, who ac- 
quired all the property of the previous glass works. 
He became the Secretary of the new company and 
its largest stockholder, owning thirty-eight shares. 
Other local shareholders were William M. Cooper, 
a Democrat who several times became Supervisor 
in this Republican town, the Treasurer; Squire Jo- 
seph Miller (father of John mentioned before), 
James Vosburg, Wm. Johnson, Isaac Mosher, Chris- 
tian Baehr, Levi Newkirk, H. St. John Short, Wm. 
Kerr, Thos. Roney, S. O. Peet and Wm. Carmon 
who was a glass blower. Beside there were several 
out-of-town business men. In 1854 Peter Reynolds 
as “Agent” reported the Capital Stock of the Com- 
pany to be $7,500.00, divided into 150 shares of 
$50.00 each. The books were kept in good order, 
written in a resplendent, shaded handwriting with 
the capitals scrolled beyond recognition. Peter Rey- 
nolds kept the accounts and it was apparent he was 
a man of local importance. He may have been res- 
ponsible for the changed conditions at the Company 
store where there is no evidence to show that liquor 
was available, and a wider choice of goods were 
offered for sale. 

We believe the old glass company operating 
behind Overlook Mountain closed about 1824 and 
numbers of people have stated that it moved down 
to Bristol. Yet another company had already been 
established in Bristol before that date about which 
they did not know. As we have shown, the New 
York Crown and Cylinder Glass Manufacturing 
Company had taken over the works in 1826, which 
possibly could have inherited something from the 
old Ulster Factory although I have not found any 
reference to the people who it is known shared 
ownership in the old concern. The similarity be- 
tween the names of the Ulster Glass Company and 
the Ulster County Glass Manufacturing Company 
might suggest a tie-in, but the latter works did 
not start until thirty years after the demise of the 
other. The pay was equal to that of the earlier 
companies but costs were less; for instance, house 
rent had dropped from $5.00 a month to $2.50, but 
maybe the houses had deteriorated during the inter- 
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vening years. The workers were paid by the num- 
ber of boxes of glass they could produce, and bills 
were sent for so many boxes of window glass, never 
any variation unless it were for “thick glass,” al- 
though I am uncertain what was meant in orders 
received for Mountain Glass, Ulster or Lake Hill 
Glass. 

We know the Greiners were connceted with 
the factory back of the mountain and four Greniers, 
Adam, Andrew, John and Franklin, were blowers 
for the Ulster County Glass Manufacturing Com- 
pany. There were fourteen regular blowers for 
this company and two spare blowers. Besides the 
Greiners there were Charles and George Roney, 
blowers, and Hamilton Roney who was a cutter, 
and Thomas Roney who made more as a cutter of 
glass than the others did blowing. There were two 
brothers, William and Joseph Gabler, said to have 
been expert glass blowers from South Jersey, and 
William Carmon who was also one of the stock- 
holders. Sylvester Carmon worked on the pots; 
Nathan Carmon was a cutter and John Carmon a 
flattener. There was Orville Knowlton, a blower, 
also Edward O’Hara who remained but a year. 
Joseph Short was a Master Blower who earned 
$135.49 in a 314 month period, and still another 
blower was Larry Peet. The Peet family had been 
established in Woodstock Township for years, Isaac 
and Joseph having been blowers for the Bristol 
Glass Cotton and Clay Works. Mrs. Zimm’s files 
show that Isaac Peet leased a hundred acres in the 
Hunter Patent in 1827 and that a few years later 
Joseph Peet was made a Justice of the Peace. There 
are some Peet family graves in the old Hasbrouck 
farm burial ground off the Mink Hollow road and 
others in the Woodstock cemetery, but no record 
of Larry Peet. The two spare blowers were Kil- 
lian Martin and Nicholas Hackett who was allowed 
by the Company $11.00 a month for board at 
Killian Martin’s. 

There was Hiram St. John Short who was a 
cutter and Peter Short, Esq., who worked at batch- 
making and tempering pots and who was some- 
times assisted by his son Henry. Hiram and Peter 
Short were the ones who lost their property in the 
old Arnold Reynold’s tract on a mortgage to the 
New York Crown and Cylinder Glass Manufactur- 
ing Company several years before. In January, 
1855, the Company paid a 55c Military Tax for 
David Short. He traded a load of wood to them 
for “muslin de laine” and trimmings, which leads me 
to think he was quite a dandy! 
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Elias Short provided large amounts of wood 
for the glass works as did Elizabeth MacDaniel 
(Betsy Booth, whose cough syrup was famous.) 
Another who earned a large credit for wood was 
Abel Hasbrouck; also Silas Husted who made shin- 
gles from wood cut in Hutchin’s Hollow and bought 
more snuff than anyone else, which cost 9d a 
purchase. Richard Gridley, who must have had a 
sweet tooth unless the large quantity of candy he 
bought was for others, supplied the factory with 
wood which amounted to 79 cords at one time. Jo- 
seph H. Miller sold wood in large loads to the 
company and hired others to work for him. He was 
one of the Justices of the Peace and was usually 
referred to as Squire Miller. Ezra Calkins was hired 
to shingle the factory and the store which by that 
time had been built for forty years. Cornelius Pet- 
erson was the general carpenter and glazier. He was 
paid $2.00 for a trundlebed and he built a bookcase 
for the school. (From records in the Woodstock 
Town Hall we know the school books in use about 
that time were Cobb’s Speller and Reader, Brown’s 
Grammar and Davis’ Arithmetic.) Peterson also 
made pipe handles for the blowers. John Johnson 
was the blacksmith. He must have been a hearty 
fellow, buying two gallons of molasses per month, 
or possibly he had a raft of children to use it up 
so quickly. William Johnson, who paid a Military 
Tax, was a batch-maker and had one of the largest 
bills at the store, buying such luxuries as lemons 
and cordial. 

Among those who made big money teaming 
and riding were James Vosburgh who had a large 
account at the store, making purchases of goods 
that included alpaca and palmetto, cashmeres and 
shirting. He bought shoes for his wife and his 
sons, a horse blanket, linen and flannel. He is 
credited with selling glass to the merchants of Delhi. 
Levi Newkirk was on salary earning $40.00 to $60.00 
a month “teaming.” Among others doing teaming 
were Peter Harder and Franklin Hasbrouck. Most 
of the glass workers were down on the books for a 
contribution to the church. The Minister, the Rey- 
erend D. W. Wright, bought “sunderies” at the 
store but his due bill was returned; evidently he 
expected them to help support him. 

Richard Shultis was employed regularly shear- 
ing, tending or just picking pot shells. Philip Sim- 
mons worked on clay, batchmaking and also at 
picking pot shells. Cornelius Eltinge earned $33.50 
for picking 514 bushels of pot shells. 

The elder Van De Bogart was a hardworking 
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man, chopping wood and teaming for the Company. 
Frequently he paid up his sons’ accounts at the 
store, as they did not earn many credits themselves, 
yet they charged such luxury items as segars, candy, 
cashmere and tweeds as well as trimmings for their 
pants or a silk handkerchief. These young men 
eventually settled down to useful family lives, but 
there is a story connected with a member of the 
family which is too good to resist. I cannot vouch 
for its verity, but this is the way it was related to 
me many years ago. This young man was prone 
to go to trade in Kingston and return tipsy, much 
to the amusement of the young bucks hanging about 
the Tavern on the Woodstock Green. On one 
occasion he proudly exhibited a new pair of shoes 
he had purchased for his wife, to be met with a 
taunt that the shoes were made of hen skin. There- 
upon the excitable Van De Bogart threw the foot- 
gear into the fire, although the onlookers could 
plainly see the stout leather showed traces of crit- 
ter’s hair as was to be expected upon shoe leather 
of this period. One night when he did not return 
the boys were sent out to search and found him up 
to his neck in the Tannery pond singing for more 
than he was worth in Low-Dutch, of which he 
ordinarily knew nothing. On that occasion we hope 
the cold dip brought him to his senses before he 
returned home, because sometimes he was known to 
misuse his family, even taking a gad to his wife. 
He was jealous of his wife, and it is said that one 
evening when she returned he would not believe 
her explanation of having been out to nurse a sick 
neighbor. Instead he cut a fresh elm gad which 
he used upon her with such cruelty that the poor 
woman was taken ill the next day, giving birth to 
a stillborn child. Before she died she is said to 
have requested that the elm stick be buried with 
her to take root in her heart. From this gad a 
sapling thrust forth from the grave and grew to be a 
mighty elm tree which many of us have seen. A 
few years ago the family had the tree chopped 
down, which leads us to the conclusion that the 
story must have been true. 

The Glass Company did considerable business 
with Christian Baehr who gave his name with 
changed spelling to the hamlet of Bearsville two 
miles west of Woodstock formerly called Bears Ville. 
There exists a letter from E. J. Burhans of Rox- 
bury, dated March 25th, 1845, in which he tells of 
sending Butts and Shoulders amounting to $89.05 
and was prepared to take glass in return but his 
team “was deviated” and he was obliged to leave 


the meat at Rondout with Mr. Schoonmaker “who 
said he would forward it to you by your own 
Teams.” He added, “I can’t get teamsters to go 
to your place . . . as the road is impassable.” 

Around 1847 definite plans were undertaken 
to improve the roads between the Hudson River 
and the Catskill Mountains. The story of the tan- 
neries is too long to take up here, but during the 
periods when the glass factories were not operating 
and for those who were not directly employed, the 
Tannery in Woodstock village gave much needed 
work to the backwoods families. The bark of the 
hemlocks and oaks was used for its tannin content 
by the numerous tanneries in the Catskills, and 
the trees themselves were left to rot in the woods. 
Millions of feet of lumber were thus wasted until a 
company was formed to improve the road from 
Kingston to Pine Hill, and a branch road through 
Woodstock, with four inch planks of wood. This 
was done largely with money subscribed by the 
tanneries and the villages to be benefitted. The 
Towns of Olive and Woodstock raised $5,000.00 
for this purpose. 

It required several years for the roads to be 
completed and it is evident from the letter written 
by the meat dealer in Roxbury to the Glass Com- 
pany that the section through Little Shandaken 
and Bristol was not ready for use by the winter 
of 1854. It was completed soon thereafter and toll 
points were established, one of them being located 
at Bearsville at the Tavern run by Harder. Some 
of the people were so angry at being taxed for driv- 
ing the road they made a dug way up the hill 
and drove to Bristol going by Van De Bogart hill. 
Another toll gate was at the top of Cooper’s Hill. 
Toll of 8c was collected for a one-horse rig and 
16c for a team. Mrs. Hannah Cooper Vosburgh, 
now ninety-four remembers as a child stubbing her 
toes on the planks. The road remained in good 
condition for about fifteen years when parts of 
it were supplanted by stone to accommodate the 
heavy loads of bluestone from the quarries. 

To return to those who worked for the Ulster 
County Glass Manufacturing Company we find 
that Peter Reynolds, the Secretary of the Com- 
pany, had the longest account at the store. He had 
eleven houses to rent, being the proprietor of prac- 
tically the whole valley, and he boarded a few glass 
workers. He drew up to 500 cords of wood at a 
time from Hutchin’s Hollow, he was busy “riding” 
glass to Kingston, Saugerties and Rondout and is 
credited with riding 7049 boxes of glass from the 
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mill to Poughkeepsie. When the Company failed he 
was left with the plant and the store equipment. 
Most of the property was sold but a large part 
was bought back by the Reynolds family. <A des- 
cendent, Fred Reynolds, now owns the main factory 
building which was converted into a commodious 
barn. 

William Avery was a shearer and like most of 
the others he bought snuff. He made miscellane- 
ous purchases such as tea, buttons, candles, pork, 
“British Oil”, mittens and a small pair of shoes 
and salve. This Trask’s “Magnetic Salve” was pop- 
ular with about all of the customers and the store 
stocked it in large quantities, buying it wholesale 
trom Munde in Poughkeepsie. Other well-liked 
medicines were “Pain-Killer”, “Family Pills” and 
“Condition Powder.” 

The Company did business with several firms 
in Albany, the largest account being with Carmen 
Peet from whom they bought “Ameatiron stoves”, 
furniture, fish hooks, linen, etc., but the largest or- 
ders were for broken glass three tons at a time, and 
pipe clay which we assume was used in glass mak- 
ing. In return they sent window glass to Carmen 
Peet. For instance, by April ’53 $1,100.00 worth 
was sent from Bristol Landing via the steamer 
“Mazeppa” which, according to their letterhead, 
left Poughkeepsie three times a week for Albany, 
stopping to pick up freight at all intermediate land- 
ings. I saw a receipt from D. Livingston, Agent 
at Bristol Landing, for 55 boxes of glass. Other 
shipments were made from Kingston to New York 
City via the steamer “R. L. Stevens” under Captain 
Anderson, and from the city of Hudson by the “EI- 
mendorf”, the “Santa Claus” or “Columbia”. The 
days of the Hudson River sloops were past! 

Pipe clay was bought in large quantities in 
New York. That first year the company bought 
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from Olriches almost $2,000.00 worth of soda ash 
which was sent by railroad to Tivoli and Rhinebeck 
and they also bought items like lamp black and 
chalk which may have been used in the composi- 
tion of glass. I have no record of where they got 
their sand at first. But there is in existence a 
letter from A. R. Fox of Berkshire in Massachu- 
setts, written January 12th, 1854, in which he says 
he is sending two cars of sand of twenty tons each 
in addition to the two cars which had been sent 
the day before, to Rhinebeck Depot. He adds, 
“Our order is not to let any freight away until paid 
in cash or note.” This is the first indication that 
the Ulster County Glass Manufacturing Company 
was tardy in paying its bills. Soon there would 
be more evidence that it must fold up. Another of 
their customers, Hawley & Co. of Troy, writes that 
“Gt is a hard time to sell.” By June, 1854, they are 
being dunned by Fowler and Company who say 
their notes for $500.00 and $1,000.00, endorsed by 
Elmendorf and Peter Reynolds are overdue at the 
Bank of the Commonwealth in New York City. 
The era of glass making in Woodstock was drawing 
to a close. The Ulster County Glass Manufactur- 
ing Company was issuing more and more notes and 
creditors were pressing for payment. The last entry 
in the cash book was in September, 1855, “To cash 
in P. Reynold’s hands $8.52.” 

Nevertheless, these glass companies were tre- 
mendously important in the development of our 
town. Stories of how glamorous the blowers were 
persisted for years. They were “real tony dressers 
with their embroidered waistcoats” which dazzled 
the women. They earned far more than the farm 
boys and were free spenders. Indeed, there were 
gay doings in Bristol in those days when the popula- 
tion exceeded Woodstock village and the glass fac- 
tories were the heart of the Township. 


IV 


THE DOWN RENT WAR 


ry10 understand the exciting events of the Farmers’ 

Rebellion, part of which took place in our 
township, it is necessary to explain a few back- 
ground facts. The large patents were granted in 
New York State before the Revolution to encou- 
rage settlement in the wilderness. The proprietors 
of these grants were responsible for law and order, 
for building roads, sawmills and gristmills, and 
for providing conditions under which settlers could 
live and make the land productive. The patentees 
themselves were obligated to pay an annual qui- 
trent to the Crown and in turn they demanded a 
quitrent from those under their jurisdiction. The 
Van Rensselaers, the Livingstons, the Verplancks, 
Hunters and others concerned in the rebellion sold 
some of their lands outright but more often on per- 
petual, two-life or three-life leases. After the Revo- 
lution most of the Tory grants were confiscated 
but as the patentees named above were on the 
American side of the conilict they were allowed 
to keep their lands. When the independence of 
America was assured it was quite necessary to 
confirm land title and contracts or there would 
have been chaos. Title to all the land in Ulster 
County was traceable to colonial grants, and in the 
first constitution of New York State drawn in 
Kingston the right of every citizen to the property 
of which he was the rightful owner was. confirmed. 

Almost all of Woodstock was included in the 
patent granted to Johannes Hardenburgh and his 
associates by Queen Anne in 1708. The Livings- 
ton family had already acquired a huge tract on 
the east side of the Hudson River known as Liv- 
ingston Manor; therefore the name of Livingston 
did not appear among the original petitioners for 


the Hardenburgh Patent. Edward Hyde, Viscount 
Cornbury, Governor of the Provinces of New York 
and New Jersey, arranged for the Hardenburgh 
grant in the name of his cousin Queen Anne. He 
is supposed to have been one of the dummy sig- 
nators who subsequently sold his interest to Liv- 
ingston and Gulian Verplanck, thereby adding con- 
siderably to his wealth. A few years later the 
acquisitive Robert Livingston had obtained about a 
third of the patent. The portion allotted to him 
was Great Lot No. 8 which extended from the 
Kingston Corporation Line (now Saugerties) and 
on west to the East Branch of the Delaware River. 
The northern line of this lot ran diagonally across 
the Woodstock Village Green and along the Old 
Forge Road through parts of Bristol (Shady) and 
Little Shandaken (the Lake Hill-Willow Valley) 
and for miles beyond. North of the village green 
was Great Lot 26 which was allotted to Thomas 
Wenham and this included what was later Rock 
City, all of Byrdcliffe and most of Bristol north to 
the Greene County line. This Lot 26 was sold out- 
right and was not concerned with the Farmers’ Re- 
bellion or Down Rent War as it came to be 
known. 

The proprietors had no difficulty in selling 
their best ground and the subdivisions near the 
villages but in the hilly and less desirable sections 
it was necessary to induce settlers to come even 
though they lacked cash. ‘These people were usu- 
ally allotted a hundred acres of unimproved land 
and they had to clear a designated acreage each 
year, to plant two acres of orchards, to build a 
good house and a suitable barn and erect fences 
and so on. They had to pay all taxes and levies 
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and to provide oxen and drivers for at least two 
days’ work on the roads per year. No cash need 
be paid and at the end of seven years they were to 
receive a deed for their property. During those 
seven years the farmer would have improved his 
holdings, and after building his home and barns and 
bringing the fields into cultivation he was obli- 
gated to sign whatever the landlord required or lose 
all he had worked for. It was usually an unplea- 
sant surprise for him to discover that instead of a 
clear title his deed was in fact a lease. The deeds 
were of three kinds. There were perpetual leases 
in which the title depended upon an anuual pay- 
ment to the proprietor of one shilling per acre, or 
two or three life-leases. The last was most com- 
mon in the upper sections of Woodstock, and upon 
them the tenant could include the names of three 
living members of his family. When the last named 
person died the property would revert to the pro- 
prietor or his heirs. It was further stipulated that 
the tenant had to pay the landlord an annual 
quitrent of from fifteen to twenty bushels of wheat 
and four fat hens for every hundred acres, and so 
many days’ work. They had to give him first right 
of purchase at a reasonable rate of all grain, fruit 
and stock raised on the farm; they had to have all 
their grain ground at his mill, allowing him one 
tenth of it, and they were obliged to return all 
manure to the land. These were some of the res- 
trictions which varied with each lease. All so- 
called deeds carried a provision that the farms 
could not be sold without the consent of the pro- 
prietor and upon such sale he was to receive at 
least one quarter of the sale price. 

Around the eighteen thirties and forties most 
of the last named persons on the leases were dead 
or about to die and the farmers, whose families 
might have been on the land for three generations, 
suddenly found their properties were due to revert 
to the landlords. It has been estimated that by 
this time the rent paid by the farmers had given 
the owners a return of more than three hundred 
per cent on their investments. Meanwhile the 
proprietors had been relieved of the quitrent paid to 
the Crown, law and order had become the charge 
of the local government, as had the responsibility 
of the upkeep of the roads. The original unim- 
proved lands had been developed by the tenants’ 
labor into farms with homes, barns and _ bearing 
orchards upon which they paid the taxes. It was 
not to be expected these people would relinquish 
all they had built without a fight. 
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Many attempts were made to improve the situ- 
ation by legislative means, but it proved impossible 
to change the laws favoring the proprietors, some of 
which had been drawn up Ly Alexander Hamilton 
who was kin to the Van Reusselaers. It was evi- 
dent the legislators were under the domination of 
the large landholders as every measure introduced 
to ameliorate the plight of the farmers was either 
tabled or turned down. When Governor Seward 
was persuaded to recommend that the legislature 
appoint a committee to investigate the tenures 
nothing was heard of this committee in four years. 
The Governor believed in the inviolability of the 
proprietory laws, and when the rebellion started he 
was determined to crush it as soon as possible. 

In Albany County the feudal system of patroon 
and vassals in its most objectionable form had 
robbed the farmers of their dignity. This un- 
American practice was continued long after the 
Revolution by the Van Rensselaer family who 
held an annual court where the head of the family 
sat in state to receive the tithes. This ceremony 
galled the workers of the soil even more than the 
payment of the quitrent. Stephen Van Rensse- 
laer, nicknamed the Good Patroon, allowed many 
of the poorer farmers to skip payment of the 
tribute but after his death his heirs demanded all 
back payments which were in arrears, thereby plac- 
ing an intolerable burden on some of their tenants. 

The trouble began in Alpany County in 1839. 
The story of the Boston Tea Party was still fresh 
in the memory of all Americans. These men dis- 
guised as Indians dumping the tea from Eng- 
land into Boston Harbor served as a _ model 
for the farmers in New York State who con- 
sidered an equal injustice was depriving them of 
their lands. They disguised themselves with sheep- 
skin caps, pulled down over their faces, into which 
holes had been cut for their eyes, ears and mouth 
and upon which they attached feathers, plumes of 
horsehair or snake skins. They called themselves 
by such names as Big Thunder, Black Hawk or 
Blue Beard and other terrifying appellations. Gov- 
ernor Seward took prompt measures and the initial 
disturbance was soon quelled. 

For the next few years the tenant farmers 
seethed with unrest. More efforts were made to 
redress by legal means the injustices of the feudal 
tenures but these measures always failed. Again in 
Albany County an outbreak took place, this time 
in the Helderbergs at Berne where a deputy sheriff 
was tarred and feathered, bringing on a civil suit for 


ten thousand dollars damages. In Columbia Coun- 
ty a sheriff tried to evict from a farm two men 
who had fallen behind in the payment of chickens 
and wheat to the Van Rensselaers. The farmers 
being forewarned, they gathered in force, wearing 
disguises of sheepskin masks and calico robes, un- 
der the leadership of a man called Big Thunder. 
They raised a fearful din, beating tin pans and 
shouting, but they also carried loaded guns. Under 
threats the sheriff was forced to relinquish the evic- 
tion papers which the crowd destroyed in a bon- 
fire before they disbanded. 

The next meeting of the “Indians” was held 
in Livingston Manor, which consisted of about a 
hundred “Indians” besides a large crowd of on- 
lookers. The demonstration got out of control of 
their leaders and a young man was accidentally 
shot, which soon brought upon them a posse from 
Albany, led by the District Attorney who arrested 
Big Thunder. When the “Indians” tried to rescue 
their leader there ensued a fight, but the officials 
managed to place the man in the Hudson jail where 
they discovered their prisoner was Dr. Smith 
Boughton, a much respected local practitioner. The 
insurgent farmers declared they would burn the 
town of Hudson unless their leader was set free on 
bail, and when this was refused they did not burn 
the town, but they did cut off much of the food 
supply. When they threatened to come thousands 
strong to rescue Big Thunder the townspeople be- 
came thoroughly frightened. They did not know 
that Dr. Boughton in the cause of peace refused to 
be rescued, although attempts were made to vilify 
his character and the confiiement was undermin- 
ing his health. 

Expecting an attack the police were restless 
and apprehensive, demanding that guards be sent 
from Albany. Troops were alerted for trouble at 
all the towns along the river and Captain Crack’s 
Cavalry was shipped by steamer from New York 
City to Hudson.. The cost of maintaining these 
troops burdened the town more: than it helped. 
However the gentry enjoyed themselves entertaining 
the soldiers with receptions and balls, while the 
ordinary people grumbled and were glad to see 
them leave. Meanwhile the local ministers 
preached the evils of the anti-rent cause, shouting 
that as all power came from the Almighty resis- 
tance to those powers was rebellion again God. It 
was shown later that much of their income was 
derived from the leases in which there often were 
clauses requiring the tenant farmers to contribute 


to the churches. It was months before Dr. Bough- 
ton was released on bail. 

At Berne in Schoharie County the first Equal 
Rights Convention in New York State was held 
late in 1844. In their manifesto they proclaimed 
that all power emanated “from the people, not the 
few, but all!” The one hundred and fifty dele- 
gates elected Hugh Scott as their President (he 
had been Secretary of the first Anti-Rent Meeting 
which preceded this by five years.) At the Con- 
vention, in a move to be conciliatory, it was voted 
that the down renters should cease wearing dis- 
guises. As if to negate this effort to please the 
authorities Governor Wright, who had recently 
been inaugurated, issued a proclamation outlawing 
disguises. This so infuriated the farmers that they 
brought forth their abandoned calicoes and sheep- 
skins and were not deterred when the Governor 
maintained that anyone armed in a disguise was 
guilty of a felony. A felony was punishable by 
death or state imprisonment. 

Soon another festering sore erupted, this time 
in Delaware County, and this was of deep concern 
to the Ulster County farmers. The Delaware “In- 
dians” had been well organized into an association 
of over a thousand men wherein all members swore 
to obey their leaders, to keep secret all things con- 
nected with their affairs and to stand by each other 
as long as life should last. Their declared objec- 
tive was to resist payment of the quitrent and the 
consequent attempts to evict owners from the dis- 
puted farms. A levy of two cents an acre was made 
upon each member. Cow horns were to be blown to 
warn the farmers of trouble or to gather to assist 
any one of their fellows who might be in trouble. 

Among the down renters were the Burroughs 
family and William Br'sbane who was one of their 
cleverest proponents. For several years a fiery 
Irishman, Tom Devyr, had been working for this 
cause and it was he who was responsible for the 
good organization of the “Indians.” He started a 
newspaper called the “Anti-Renter.” Other sheets 
were published to explain the farmers’ plight, one 
being “The Guardian of the Soil” published at the 
Schoharie Courthouse, another was called the “Hel- 
derberg Advocate.” Somewhere the name of a pa- 
per published in or about Delhi was given to me 
although no trace of it seems to be left in the 
County seat — it was the “Voice of the People.” 
Ballads and verses used by the “Indians” appeared 
in these sheets. The following ballad is said to 
have been sung whenever the “Indians” gathered 
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together. 

THE END OF BIG BILL SNYDER 
The moon was shining silver bright 
When the sheriff came at dead of night; 
High on the hill stood an Indian true, 
And on his horn a blast he blew— 


Out of the way of big Bill Snyder,— 
Out of the way of big Bill Snyder,— 
Out of the way of big Bill Snyder,— 
Tar his coat and feather his hide, Sir! 


Bill thought he heard the sound of a gun; 
And he cried in his fright, “My race is run! 
Far better for me had I never been born, 
Than to come to the sound of that tin horn!” 


Bill ran and ran till he reached the wood, 
And there in horror still he stood; 

For he saw a savage, tall and grim, 

And he heard a tin horn not a rod from him—. 


Next day the body of Bill was found; 

His wits all scattered on the ground; 

And by his side a jug of rum, 

Which showed how Bill to his end had come. 


Out of the way of big Bill Snyder,— 
Out of the way of big Bill Snyder,— 
Out of the way of big Bill Snyder,— 
Tar his coat and feather his hide, Sir! 


The “Kingston Democratic Journal” on Feb- 
ruary 12th tells of the arrest of one Daniel Squires 
of Roxbury in connection with the tar and feather- 
ing of a deputy sheriff. Two companies. of volun- 
teers were called out to police the jail due to the 
animosity the arrest created. But serious trouble 
was averted by allowing Squires out on bail. 

When the disturbances started in Delaware the 
neighboring county of Ulster was already in ferment 
regarding the titles to many of their holdings, par- 
ticularly in the upper part of the Town in Livings- 
ton’s Great Lot No. 8. Most of the farmers dread- 
ed the possibility of bloodshed yet within their 
thoughts lay the knowledge of an injustice which 
concerned them all. Of course there were a few 
characters who enjoyed flouting the law and they 
were responsible for the excesses which have never 
been forgotten. Gould in his “History of Delaware 
County” tells of a meeting in June, 1844, near Pine 
Hill, Ulster County, where five thousand dissatis- 
fied tenants met to form an anti-rent Society. 

The rebellion in Woodstock Township as re- 
lated to me by the sons of those who participated, 
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began with stories which occurred the following win- 
ter. Ashley Cooper of Lake Hill told me many 
stories and showed me the cow horn used to call 
the “Indians.” His father, William Cooper, son of 
Jacob Cooper, who ran the inn and tollgate at the 
top of the hill, was in a strategic position to give 
warning of the approach of the Livingston agents 
or of the sheriff’s arrival from Kingston. Elmira 
Cooper made gowns for the “Indians” of red 
and green calico with strings at the waist and little 
hoods over the head with holes for the eyes. But 
to complicate matters William’s cousin, who also 
lived on the farm, was a constable. Other old 
neighbors remembered odd bits regardng the farm- 
ers’ rebellion to tell me, but my chief source of 
information was Merritt Staples to whom I am 
most indebted for part of the following account. He 
was the carpenter who built my studio at Lake Hill 
and it was a most rewarding association. He was 
the kind of person who, when the contract was 
completed to everyone’s satisfaction, threw in an 
extra closet and widened the cellar door to accom- 
modate a rolling cask, which he called a “kag.” His 
uncle as a boy carried provisions to the “Indians” 
when they were in hiding and, being too young 
to be a full-fledged brave, they nicknamed him 
“Papoose.” It was his other uncle, Elias, who shot 
the hat off the sheriffs head during one of the 
“battles,” which was the main casualty of that skir- 
mish. 

The Woodstock down renters chose as their 
leader Asa Bishop, to be known as Black Hawk. The 
members pledged themselves to secrecy, to loyally 
uphold each other and to obey their leader. At 
their meetings speakers exhorted them to refuse 
payment of the quitrent and to balk the sheriff’s 
men if they attempted evictions, but they were 
not to molest anyone else. It was agreed that all 
the “Indians” would assemble upon the blowing 
of the cattle horns. 

The first action took place on the road above 
Little Shandaken (Lake Hill) after the blasts of 
horns had been relayed down the valley from the 
Corners (now Mount Tremper). Soon a horseman 
brought news of a sheriff’s attempt to serve evic- 
tion papers upon Benjamin Winne, but had not 
found him at home. (They were seldom at home 
for a sheriff.) Winne’s wife had detained the 
sheriff in the house while she managed to sneak 
out the back door to blow the signal. From every 
farm within hearing the alarm was relayed through 
the mountains until the news was spread for many 


miles and brought the “Indians” on the run. 

The sheriff, hearing all the cow horns blowing, 
became suspicious and started back to Kingson 
through the Little Shandaken valley. In the dusk 
along his route hooded figures jumped from the 
hedgerows trying to frighten and detain him. Now 
fully aware of the menace, he had put his horse 
into a gallop until he was suddenly confronted by 
a road block. The Woodstock “Indians” had placed 
a farm wagon across the road and stood around it 
in forbidding array. The process server whipped 
his horse, trying to make a breakthrough, but a 
strong arm grabbed the bridle to slow the fright- 
ened horse. The rider raised his whip again but 
before he could bring it down a dozen “Indians” 
unseated him and he landed ignominiously in the 
mud of the ditch. While a couple of men held 
him his coat was torn open and the legal papers 
removed. After this the sheriff was allowed to pro- 
ceed with a warning that if he tried to serve evic- 
tion again in Woodstock the “Indians” would re- 
sort to tar and feathers. The victorious gang turned 
their wagon around and rode to Shandaken Lake 
where they burned the papers in a tradtional bon- 
fire. No doubt they danced, as was their wont, 
around the blaze, singing one of their popular 
songs such as: 

“The horns will toot from door to door, 

While old tin pans will clatter; 

There’s Indians scalping all around, 

For Lord’s sake what’s the matter!” 

That night’s work freed a savage violence 
among the farmers which was well expressed in 
another of their ballads: 

“We are up to our necks by now, 
We might as well finish the row, 
O whow, O whow!” 

The incident connected with the sheriff was 
told and retold from house to house throughout 
Ulster County. There were some who sympa- 
thized with the official and deplored the actions of 
the lawless down renters. Around-Shandaken Lake 
there prevailed an atmosphere charged with ex- 
citement. Outside of the few men who had parti- 
cipated, nobody knew with certainty who the “In- 
dians” were. If the authorities did not take im- 
mediate action it may have been because they had, 
up to this time, considerable sympathy for the 
difficulties of the tenant farmers. A charge of rob- 
bery was written on the books but there were no 
persons named. It would require another violation 
of the law to oblige the authorities in Kingston to 


take repressive measures. 

On a disputed farm across Shandaken Lake a 
farmer had been cutting trees in violation of the 
old contract with the proprietors who held the tim- 
ber belonged to them. One day in early March a 
yoke of oxen was visible plodding up through the 
woods to the place where the farmer had piled his 
recently cut logs ready to draw them across the 
frozen lake to the Coopers’ sawmill. There were 
several men in the group headed by John Lasher 
who was working for Henry P. Shultis, the Agent 
for the Livingstons. Soon they were spotted be- 
ginning to load the logs on their sled, and immedi- 
ately three blasts of the cattle horn sounded from 
Cooper’s hill to summon the down renters. 

The “Indians”, hurriedly donning their dis- 
guises, assembled by the lake. They were a wild- 
looking group in their tattered calicoes and sheepskin 
hoods which were bedecked with turkey feathers, 
coon tails or strips of bearskin as would befit these 
mountain men. A selected number sneaked through 
the woods to surprise the workers and found them 
rolling the logs off a ledge onto the sled drawn 
up below. With their usual whoops and _ blood- 
curling yells the “Indians” fell upon Lasher and 
his men. Lasher, armed with a hand spike, was 
prepared to defend himself. “Keep off!” he 
shouted, “Henry Shultis ordered me to remove this 
lumber which belongs to his employer.” The attack- 
ers’ reply was to rush in to try to disarm him. His 
helpers, Bonesteel and Plass, lost their nerve and 
flew into the woods as fast as they could run, and 
the oxen took fright and bolted. Meanwhile the 
fight with Lasher continued until he was pushed off 
the ledge, but as he fell he grasped two of the “In- 
dians” who thereby lost their disguises and were 
recognized. Lasher picked himself out of the leaves 
which had cushioned his fall and ran with the 
“Indians” in close pursuit. 

They captured him on the shore of the lake 
and in Peter Sagendorf’s nearby barn found a 
cask of tar which had been recently warmed. (It 
was prepared quite by accident they later testi- 
fied!) Here Lasher with his hands tied behind his 
back had to submit to having his hair painted with 
tar and sprinkled with chicken feathers (which 
were also handy by); his leather boots were re- 
moved, filled with tar and he was forced to step 
back into them. Then the unfortunate man was 
allowed to depart amid the jeers of the others. 
However, it is said Lasher was subsequently re- 
warded by the proprietors with the gift of a farm 
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on the lake. During later years, whenever he 
caught sight of Lasher across the lake, out of de- 
viltry William Cooper would blow his cattle horn 
to the chagrin of the other man. 

When this day’s work was finished the “Indi- 
ans” came to the realization of the gravity of their 
position for they knew full well the authorities 
would come trying to arrest those men who had 
lost their disguises, as well as Big Bill Diamond 
who had been identified by Lasher because he had 
worn store boots. Diamond was a glass blower and 
could afford the luxury of machine-made shoes. For 
months he hid in a cave above the lane leading 
off Cooper’s hill, and when the cattle horns were 
blown he usually received visits from the other 
“Indians” who had reason to think the authorities 
wanted them. The young Staples lad, “Papoose,” 
carried food to the cave inmates. Friends of Peter 
Sagendorf on whose farm the tar and feathering 
had taken place, tried to persuade him to join the 
others. But he refused to budge from his own 
land although he spent several days at a time hid- 
den in the marsh which originally bounded the 
west shore of the lake. He was invisible from the 
house or road in one of his charcoal pits. If his 
friends approached they would call out, “Hey, 
Pete, hey, Pete.” When my friend Merritt Staples 
related this to me he laughed and laughed, making 
me feel very dull because I couldn’t see the joke! 

Joab Eighmey of Willow, trying to deliver his 
lumber to the mill, would take along a young. boy 
to guide the oxen in the event a constable was 
spotted and he would be obliged to run into the 
woods to hide. There was a story of the widow 
Carl who, while preparing breakfast heard voices by 
her door shouting, “Down rent,” to which she gave a 
spirited reply, “Up rent,” whereupon the unwel- 
come visitors entered the kitchen and spilled her 
crock of batter in fanciful patterns all over the 
floor. 

A few uneventful days passed and then the 
neighborhood once again heard the blast of the 
cattle horn. News was relayed to the “Indians” 
that the black sheriff’s cart, known as the “tally-ho 
wagon” had passed on up the valley, presumably 
to pick up some of their associates. On its return 
the “Indians” were waiting for it, blocking the road 
under the brow of Cooper’s hill. From a distance 
Elias Staples with his squirrel gun shot the hat 
neatly off the sheriff's head. Then the whole gang 
rushed the “tally-ho” and in the fight that ensued 
the mountaineers trounced the posse and freed a 
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couple of prisoners they found inside the cart. The 
battered enemy were now permitted to reenter the 
wagon and were sent ignominiously down the road 
as fast as their horses would go. The battle of 
Cooper’s hill had been won! 

The Delaware County “Indians” had _ helped 
to organize and fan the flame of courage in the 
down renters of Woodstock. Among them were 
intellectuals who gave our farmers ideas such as 
that individually they might be weak but banded 
together they could become strong enough to have 
a determining voice in the State legislature. They 
maintained the quitrent to be a relic of feudalism, 
that ejection from their homes was unwarranted and 
the leases so cunningly contrived to benefit only 
the patroons would some day be proved illegal— 
they challenged the right of a few proprietors to 
those vast territories which once belonged to the 
Province, and which the Governor had no right to 
give away. They claimed the privileges of the 
Tories must end and human rights must come 
before property rights. Their speakers would end 
by promising that, when necessary, the Delaware 
County neighbors would come to the aid of the 
Ulster tribe. That time had arrived because the 
Woodstock “Indians” were now in serious trouble. 

It was a clear evening in March when the 
clump of many hoofs upon packed snow aroused 
the farmers of Little Shandaken. Down the length 
of the valley twisted a line of horsemen in a mon- 
strous snake dance. The lights of flaming torches 
leaped crimson into the gem-blue sky with sparks 
flying upward to lose themselves against the bril- 
liance of the stars. Only the mountains that con- 
tained the valley showed in their regal profiles re- 
moteness from the tumult, for they had been lifted 
from the bed of a Devonian sea and for millions 
of years had stood immutable. In the farmhouses 
the candles were hurriedly extinguished, as if their 
occupants feared to attract attention, though from 
their front stoops the people continued to watch 
intently the spectacle they feared. They shivered 
as they heard the unrestrained yells, the clashing of 
dish pans, and the wailing of the cattle horns that 
profaned the night. The torches revealed the fan- 
tastic disguises of the would-be “Indians,” their 
nightmarish hoods with rams’ horns, fur tails or 
turkey feathers trailing behind their heads. Their 
cloaks, fashioned in every color calico, were belted 
with straps in which were thrust guns, leaving 
their hands free to make the metals clang, to hold 
the horns to their lips, or to shoot their pistols. 


The noise made the horses leap and buck in frantic 
effort to break away, but the men curbed them to 
march along the circuitous route. Their pounding 
hoofs resounded through the cloves and up the 
rocky ledges. The smell of horses, leather and 
sweat mingled with the odor of smoke to stimulate 
the senses of men already crazed with the elec- 
tricity emanating from a gang of men surging for- 
ward with one purpose. The formation seemed 
endless as it passed through the valley knocking 
down fences and tramping through fields, coiling 
like a whip lash or slithering like a giant rattle- 
snake. Several hundred of the horsemen had come 
from Delaware County and, with the contingent 
from Ulster, they formed a brave army determined 
to frighten the landlords and to prove the strength 
of the down renters in York State. And although 
this strength was soon dissipated, the goal for 
which they armed was later won because they had 
demanded it. 

The parade ended at the store of Christian 
Baehr at the place now known as Bearsville. Not 
far from here a few of the young bucks tarred and 
feathered the stone marker on the boundary of the 
farm of Henry P. Shultis, knowing him to be the 
agent of the Livingstons. In one of the nearby build- 
ings the wives of the down renters had prepared a 
late supper for the paraders. They removed their 
masks and no doubt ate with gusto after their ex- 
hilarating ride. It was said that suddenly Black 
Hawk, their leader, gave a sharp order, “Look to- 
wards the fire and don your masks, there is a spy 
looking in the window.” Although they obeyed 
quickly they were not fast enough and a number 
of the “Indians” were recognized by the spy and 
reported to the authorities. When the excitement 
of the snake-around had subsided the Woodstock 
men were more worried than before. 

Meanwhile there appeared in the Kingston 
newspapers items telling of the disturbances and 
saying Deputy Sheriff Schoonmaker had asked for 
a posse of soldiers to help the authorities. In con- 
sequence of this the local commander General 
Smith, appealed to Adjutant Farrington at Albany 
for muskets, bayonets and cartridges to be used 
in putting down the rebellion in Woodstock Town- 


ship. It was understood a large scale expedition 
would be undertaken. Warrants were issued for 
those “Indians” who had been recognized and 


on March 11th Sheriff Schoonmaker with a hund- 
red men marched to the Henry P. Shultis farm in 
Bearsville which they made their headquarters. 


The “Ulster Republican” ranted against the 
down renters, saying: 

“We regret to state that the spirit of insubor- 
dination to the laws, that has manifested itself in 
Schoharie, Rensselaer and Columbia Counties has 
been evinced in Ulster, in the towns of Woodstock 
and Shandaken, where the lease system prevails 
to a great extent. Whatever may be the complaint 
of the tenants, whether well or ill founded, the 
course they have adopted to redress their grievances 
must array against them every good citizen. They 
must and will be put down. The laws cannot be 
trampled upon, and its officers resisted in the legal 
exercise of their official duties, with impunity. If 
these misguided men will not listen to the appeals 
of reason, but willfully and deliberately place them- 
selves without the pale of the law they must abide 
by the consequences.” 

The editorial goes on to recount the story of 
what befell Lasher. 

The “Democratic Journal’ of Kingston on 
March 12th, after summarizing the troubles spread- 
ing through Ulster County wrote: 

“We have had our tawdry ‘Indians’ and vag- 
abond orators on ‘feudalism’ and a great incon- 
venience has accrued to the owners without pro- 
ducing a cent’s benefit to the insurgents. It was 
hoped that the demonstrations of the power of the 
state in other quarters would show the folly of 
their resistance to the law. But as our civil officers 
have been prevented from the execution of lawful 
process, the last resort to an adequate force, has 
been considered necessary.” 

They then go on to tell of the arrest and 
rescue of two of those who had been responsible for 
the assault on Mr. Lasher. And said how once 
more Sheriff Schoonmaker, accompanied by Con- 
stable Vredenberg, had been thwarted in the at- 
tempt to make arrests, by a gang of armed men. 
It was under these circumstances the sheriff “very 
properly ordered out a posse to sustain the execu- 
tive power of the county.” Further along in the 
article they state: 

“A formidable force was promptly drafted from 
this town, Saugerties and Rosendale and other 
points, and not withstanding the storm a body of 
sixty men proceeded to Woodstock yesterday 
morning where they were to meet a like number 
from Saugerties fully armed and equipped. A large 
force is still at the disposal of the Sheriff and will 
march for the disturbed quarter if needed to main- 
tain the supremacy of the laws.” 
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There were no newspapers in Ulster County 
sympathetic to the down renters—anyway, none 
I could find. However, all the stories related to 
me which had been passed from the fathers to 
their children, now dead, were of a different cate- 
gory. For them the rebellion had been a wonder- 
ful bid for freedom from injustice. Through it 
they had regained their self-respect and were in- 
toxicated with just a little show of strength. Theirs 
was no revolt behind street barricades by a city 
rabble. Their methods were rustic, using awesome 
masks to frighten in a sudden ambush, or an occa- 
sional charge from a shotgun usually aimed at the 
treetops, and only once did they resort to tar and 
feathering. Their only resistance to the law was 
when the law became the exclusive instrument of 
the proprietors. Although they were soon subdued 
it was never a lost cause. How human were the 
accounts related to me compared to the newspaper 
editorials! 

Among the armed forces brought into Wood- 
stock to quell the rebellion were the Hurley Grays, 
a swagger organization of young men who were 
proud to be seen parading in lightweight frock 
coats with large brass buttons, yellow epaulets 
and black fringes at the bottom of the coats. Below 
this they wore duck trousers. It can be inferred 
this was not a warm uniform, nor were their hats 
practical with ostrich plumes running along the 
tops. They provided their own guns which were of 
all makes and sizes. Thus equipped they had no 
enthusiasm at being called out on a stormy day 
in March to go to the war front in Woodstock. As 
a matter of record the sheriff had to go in person 
to order them out before they reluctantly departed 
for the seat of trouble. 

That night, encamped on Cooper’s hill, their 
military ardor is said to have oozed away as, shiv- 
ering, they faced the onslaught of snow, sleet and 
high winds, in anticipation of a horrible battle in 
the morning. There were blood-curdling yells of 
wildcats in the mountains, which were probably 
augmented by the “Indians” nearby who were en- 
joying tormenting these heroes. A story is told of 
one of the Grays on sentry duty. The password for 
the night was “Moon.” While walking his danger- 
ous beat he spied a human figure crawling through 
the brush. Scared almost out of his wits he shout- 
ed, “Damn you, if you don’t say ‘Moon’ I'll shoot 
you.” Thereafter the renegades had the upper 
hand. The Hurley Grays remained but a few days 
at the troubled area but it was enough to cure 
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them of any desire for military glory. These gal- 
lant cavaliers were completely disillusioned when 
they found their pay was to be only seventy-five 
cents a day instead of the dollar a day the other 
guard units received. The company never forgot 
its terrible experience on the field of glory, and from 
that time interest in the organization waned and 
within a few years it went out of existence. 

The next issue of the “Democratic Journal” 
told of the arrest of Willam Cooper and of the 
posse which went in pursuit of Asa Bishop, known 
as Black Hawk, the leader of the Ulster “Indians,” 
who managed to elude them by taking flight as 
far as Whispel’s tavern at Mount Tremper. Before 
he got away he and several others made a stand 
high on a hillside where several shots were ex- 
changed. When the “Indians” retreated the troops 
found their footsteps in the snow and some of their 
disguises abandoned behind a stone wall. A few 
nights later a detail under Deputy Catlin arrested 
Elias Staples. Staples was found sitting up in his 
bed with a pair of loaded pistols by his side but 
made no resistance. The same posse arrested 
Joab Eighmey who, however, gave them a good 
chase before he was finally captured in a black 
ash swamp in Silver Hollow. The whole cam- 
paign resulted in the capture of about ten down 
renters who were confined in the Kingston jail to 
await action by the Grand Jury. Jessie Lock- 
wood and Samuel Culver and Henry P. Shultis 
were members of the Grand Jury for March, but 
as things turned out perhaps that was just as well 
for the Woodstock prisoners. 

During the disturbance a law and order meet- 
ing was held in Little Shandaken by citizens of 
Woodstock who were in favor of supporting the 
law, among them many who were known to be 
friendly toward the anti-renters. The following 
resolutions had been taken: 

“Whereas we consider the laws of our country 
to be just and equitable, and that all violation of 
them would be productive of deep injury to our- 
selves and the community in general, and should 
be frowned upon by all good citizens; 

“Resolved, that as such we entirely disapprove 
of all acts of violence committed by certain indi- 
viduals disguised as Indians, against the authority 
of the laws; and that we will individually use our 
influence to suppress such acts of riot to the utmost 
of our power. 

“Resolved, that a committee of seven be ap- 
pointed by us to visit the neighboring towns of 


Shandaken and Olive to effect the like object in 
those places, so that our Country may be freed 
without external aid, from any further difficulty in 
regard to the supremacy of the law. 

“Signed by: Barent Eighmey, as _ President, 
Hiram Lamont, vice President, 
and William H. DeForrest and 
William Theo. VanDoren as _ sec- 
retaries of the meeting.” 

In addition eighty names of respectable citi- 
zens of the vicinity were appended, among them: 
Benjamin L. Smith, Thomas Elzra, John Bishop, 
Henry P. Eighmey, Herman Reynolds, Alexander 
Row, Benson Eighmey, VanLuveren Van Gasbeeck, 
Peter D. VanDeBogart, Elijah Freeman, Samuel 
Culver, Elias Van Gasbeeck, John Hasbrouck, Jr., 
Peter VanDeBogart, Peter Hoyt, William R. Row, 
John Reynolds, S. L. Heath. 

At a subsequent meeting of the inhabitants of 
Shandaken and Olive convened at the house of 
Jesse Lockwood, on Saturday, March 15th, 1845, 
Christian Winne was elected Chairman and Henry 
W. Longyear, Secretary. 

This resolution, signed by the most respected 
citizens. of Woodstock, had an immediate effect 
upon the down renters, many of whom came forth 
voluntarily to surrender to the authorities. Their 
organization was disbanded and there were no 
more disturbances of the peace in the upper end of 
the town which had been in such an uproar. The 
farmers were glad to return to their work. 

The neglect of farms all through the middle 
counties was having a bad effect on agriculture. 
The farms suffered not only by reason of the 
workers’ absence, but even more from the discou- 
ragement evinced by the tenants’ uncertainty re- 
garding the future ownership of their lands. There 
was no incentive to keep buildings in repair or to 
nourish the ground; fields were becoming over- 
grown, buildings needed paint and the forests were 
denuded without thought for new growth. Unless 
this was stopped there would be little of value left 
for either the farmer or the proprietor to claim. 
Many of the younger generation were already mi- 
grating to the west. 

On March 17th the Grand Jury met to ques- 
tion the down renters detained in the Kingston 
jail. They were addressed by Judge Charles Rug- 
gles of the Circuit Court as follows, in part: 

“Gentlemen: It is the duty of the Court, and 
of the Grand Jury, to abstain from taking any part 
with the landlords, or with the occupants, in the 
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excitement which has grown out of the recent oc- 
currences in this County, to which I have alluded. 
Our business is only to administer the law as we 
find it established. This is not to be done in an 
angry or vindictive spirit. The landowners and the 
occupants are equally entitled to favor and protec- 
tion as long as they have been guilty of no of- 
fense; but when the law has been violated, the 
public peace broken, and crime committed, it is 
your duty to cause the offenders to be presented 
for trial and punishment, to which party soever 
they may belong. The evil must be corrected by 
the impartial and dispassionate action of the Grand 
Jury in the first instance... 

“Tt is a notorious fact that extensive associa- 
tions have been formed in other Counties, having 
for their object the forcible resistance of legal pro- 
cess and the obstruction of the due course of the 
law. In more than one instance human life has 
been taken by persons acting under, or influenced 
by, these associations .. . 

“In this County, bands of men have been as- 
sembled at various times and places, and evidently 
by concert, for the purpose of committing misde- 
meanors or higher crimes; and in order to elude 
detection and escape punishment, they have con- 
cealed themselves is disguises and armed them- 
selves with deadly weapons. The Sheriff and his 
officers, have been threatened with violence and 
insult, in case they should proceed to the discharge 
of their official duties; those who were aiding him 
in the arrest of the offenders are said to have been 
fired upon; and individuals, one or more, have 
been attacked and wantonly beaten and insulted 
when in the peaceable pursuit of their lawful bus- 
iness . . 

“Combinations and agreements between two or 
more persons to commit any criminal offense are 
termed conspiracies, and are punishable by fine and 
imprisonment. So combinations or agreements for 
the perversion or obstruction of justice or the due 
administration of the laws, are declared by the 
Statute to be conspiracies, indictable and punish- 
able in the same manner. All resistance, without 
arms or disguises, to the service by public officers 
of legal process, is an offence of the same class and 
character. Assaulting and beating the Sheriff, or 
any of his officers, or any person acting in their 
aid, is a felony or State prison offense, if it be 
done with deadly weapons. . 

“The facility with which felons and other of- 
fenders may escape detection, and elude the pun- 
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ishment due to their offenses, by disguising their 
persons, has induced the Legislature recently to 
pass a Statute on the subject, which is now before 
me, and which will be laid before the Grand 
Jury: % 

“By this Statute every individual, so disguised, 
may be apprehended, not only by any public offi- 
cer, but by any citizen of the County, and taken 
before a magistrate to be committed to the common 
jail as a disorderly person .. . 

“Every assemblage of three or more persons 
armed and disguised, is an unlawful assembly, and 
is of itself a riot. Every riot committed under 
such circumstances is a felony; and every individual 
of the assembly so armed and disguised, is by the 
Statute now before me, a felon punishable by im- 
prisonment in the State Prison. It is apparent that 
these disguises are assumed only for unlawful and 
criminal purposes. Every individual of such as- 
sembly is implicated in any crime which may be 
committed by any other individual of the same 
company or assembly. If any assault or homicide, 
or a murder, be committed by any one of the num- 
ber, all the rest are equally guilty. Being assem- 
bled for a common purpose, every one is answer- 
abe for the act of his fellows. On the part of the 
occupants of the land, we hear it alleged, in justi- 
fication or excuse of the resistance to the payment 
of rent or purchase money that large landed es- 
tates are an evil, because they impede the general 
prosperity of the country. If this is so, the remedy 
lies only in the operation of our laws of descent, by 
which these large estates are broken up and divided 
among the descendents of the owners. This remedy 
is gradual and slow. A change in this respect can- 
not take place during the present generation of 
occupants. The distribution of these lands into 
smaller parcels cannot be made against the will of 
the owners, without overturning the principles on 
which the very foundations of government rest .. . 

“An opinion appears to have prevailed exten- 
sively among the occupants, that the title of the 
land is defective because it is derived from the 
Crown of Great Britain through Colonial Govern- 
ment before the American Revolution. This opin- 
ion however, could have been entertained only by 
those who have neglected to inquire, or who were 
unwilling to be informed. One of the great objects 
of government is to establish on sure and perman- 
ent foundations the title to land and the obli- 
gations of contracts. At this time of the Ameri- 
can Revolution nearly all the titles to real estate 
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were derived from the King of Great Britain and 
his Colonial Governors. The whole country had 
a deep interest in establishing and confirming these 
grants. Nearly every farm in the State was held 
under them. The spot on which we now stand is 
embraced within a Colonial Patent, and I do not 
know of a foot of land in the County of Ulster, the 
title to which is not to be traced to a Colonial 
grant, unless it may be very small parcels of land 
under navigable waters. Under these circum- 
stances, the first Constitution of the State of New 
York, bearing date Kingston, 20th April, 1777, for 
the purpose of securing to every citizen the lands 
of which he was the rightful owner, contains con- 
firmation of all grants of land made by the Crown 
of England, previous to the 14th of October, 1775. 
After annulling the grants made after that day, 
the 36th section of that instrument ordains: ‘That 
nothing in this Constitution contained, shall be con- 
strued to affect any grants of land within this State, 
made by authority of the King or his predecessors, 
or to annul any charters to bodies political by him 
or them, or any of them, made prior to that day.’ 
This provision may be found in the first volume of 
the Revised Statutes, 2nd. Edition, p. 32, section 
SGA 

“The Constitution of this State, adopted in 
1822, contains a provision to the same effect and 
in the same language. It may be found in the 
same volume of Revised Statutes, page 46, section 
14. Thus at an early day, were the Colonial Pa- 
tents and grants of land confirmed to the proprie- 
tors, by the fundamental law of the State. But it 
is understood that the leaseholders expect the Leg- 
islature to annul these leases, and to give them 
the right of soil, without the consent of the land- 
lords 15.3% 

“A law to abolish leases, or to change them 
into fee simple estates, or to alter them against the 
will of either party would be absolutely void. It 
would afford the occupants no relief. The power 
of the United States Government would prevent 
such a law from taking effect ... 

“The consequence of forcible resistance to the 
execution of the laws, which has been made in this, 
and other Counties, is not limited to one class of 
men. The value of the property of the landhold- 
ers is, beyond doubt, greatly impaired and dimin- 
ished. But this is comparatively a small evil. It 
does not reduce the landowner to poverty. It does 
not take the bread from his mouth—but it will be 
otherwise with many of the occupants. The sure and 


inevitable result of this opposition to the due course 
of the law, will be their utter and absolute ruin. 
This is a far more deplorable calamity, not only to 
them, but to their families, and to the country... 

“The Constitution and the laws of this State 
are based on the consent of the whole people. They 
cannot be overturned. Nor can they be resisted 
with impunity. Some of those who attempt it, may 
for a time elude the law and escape punishment, 
but most of the actors in the outrages, lately per- 
petrated, will become fugitives from their homes, 
or be brought to that punishment which will ren- 
der them infamous . 

“The course of your duty, Gentlemen, is plain. 
It is indisputably necessary that these disturbances 
should be speedily checked and terminated. They 
are inflicting a heavy expense on the County. They 
will soon lead here, as they have led elsewhere, to 
bloodshed and murder. They are bringing poverty, 
misery and disgrace on those who are engaged in 
them. The prompt and efficient action of all con- 
cerned in the administration of the law, is suffi- 
cient to correct the evil—to restore order—to es- 
tablish the supremacy of the law, and to demon- 
strate to the world that in this county, the people 
are able to govern theiuselves.” 

The next day, March 22nd, 1845, the Grand 
Jury came into the court and presented nineteen 
indictments of which seventeen were against per- 
sons connected with the anti-rent difficulties. They 
then retired and on Monday completed their busi- 
ness by presenting to the court nine more indict- 
ments. The persons in jail who were indicted were 
arraigned and pleaded “Not guilty.” Only two of 
the prisoners were held in jail; the cases of the 
others were either dismissed or released on_ bail 
for their appearance at the next term of the Cir- 
cuit Court to be held the following October. 

Although the Kingston press said that Judge 
Ruggles’ charge had “produced an almost electrical 
effect upon all around,” by the actions of the Grand 
Jury it would seem that they had not been swayed 
in the direction of persecuting the prisoners unduly. 
In fact we suspect that no matter how much they 
deplored the actions of the down renters, they still 
did not respond to the upstate Judge’s attempts 
to make them believe their Ulster County neigh- 
bors were conspirators against the State of New 
York. Several of the jurymen were Catskill Moun- 
tain men who did not favor condemning their neigh- 
boring farmers as felons who would be liable to 
serve terms in State’s prison. Notwithstanding the 


Judge’s oratory the jury was inclined to be lenient. 

There was no proof evident of William Coop- 
er’s participation in the anti-rent outrages and 
therefore he was immediately released, and the 
other Woodstock men were set free after payment 
of small fines. 

The public interest now turned from Ulster 
to Delaware County where a Sheriff’s sale was 
to take place on August 7th, 1845, on Dingle Hill 
at the end of a remote lane a few miles from 
Delhi. The stock to be sold belonged to a farmer 
named Earl who had refused to pay quitrent to 
the agent of Charlotte Verplanck. The sale was 
being made under a clause in the lease concerning 
“Distress For Rent” (frequently not understood by 
the farmers when they signed because the leases 
were couched in obscure legal verbiage.) To pre- 
vent the sale the “Indians” ran the cattle into the 
hills and stood around the farm in large numbers 
to intimidate anyone who might be rash enough to 
bid on the remainder of Earl’s stock. They inter- 
fered to such an extent that Under-sheriff Steel 
who was in charge was unable to proceed, and to 
restore order he shot off his pistol a couple of 
times. The “Indians” reciprocated and Steel fell 
mortally wounded. The authorities arrested dozens 
of onlookers, as well as the suspected slayers which 
created rioting around Delhi where they were im- 
prisoned. Consequently, Governor Wright declared 
martial law in all of Delaware County, and he or- 
dered the civil authorities to be energetic in sus- 
taining the law and demanded the death sentence 
for the accused, some of whom it was impossible 
to connect with the murder. The trial before 
Judge Parker became notorious for its prejudice. 
The Grand Jury had indicted the men for conspi- 
racy, riot and highway robbery as well as for mur- 
der. The Judge stated that all those gathered at 
Earl’s committed a felony and they were guilty of 
murder whether they fired a shot or not. He based 
his conclusions upon Governor Wright’s proclama- 
tion of the previous year. Two of the prisoners, 
Van Steenberg and O’Conner, were sentenced to 
die and the others were sent for long terms to 
Clinton State Prison. 

This trial caused an uproar all over the state 
and created sympathy for the down rent cause 
which before had not been understood. Now news- 
papers like the New York “Herald Tribune” under 
Horace Greeley came forth definitely on the side 
of the farmers. Efforts were made to pass bills 
in the Legislature to protect the leaseholders, but 
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in Albany the proprietors had too much influence 
to allow these, so-called radical, measures to be- 
come law. However, the flood had been loosed and 
all over the state there were appearing candidates 
for the Legislature claiming votes by advocating 
land reforms. Such men as the fiery writer Dyver, 
Samuel Tilden, John Young, a shrewd Whig As- 
semblyman, from upstate and many others were 
fighting for the embattled farmers. 

Most of the Ulster down rent men were now 
quietly tilling the lands under dispute. Big Bill 
Diamond stayed hiding for six months in the cave, 
leaving it only to replenish his food supplies and 
a few others had fled the county, including Black 
Hawk. It was September before news came of 
this leader in the form of a paragraph in the 
Kingston “Ulster Republican” stating: 

“On Monday of this week Under-Sheriff 
Schoonmaker assisted by Constables Plough and 
Vredenberg succeeded in arresting Asa Bishop, alias 
Black Hawk, who figured conspicuously as head 
chief in the Indian disturbances last spring. A bill 
of indictment was found against him at the March 
Circuit Court, but he managed to absent himself 
from the County to avoid the officers until the pre- 
sent time.” 

Meanwhile the tide was slowly turning and 
the proprietors were beginning to sense that the day 
of absolute power over their vast holdings was 
gradually seeping away from them. An indication 
of the change was evident in a notice printed in an 
Albany newspaper: 

“Mr. Wm. P. Van Rensselaer of Rensselaer 
County announces that he will dispose of his rents 
and obligations in Stephentown to owners and occu- 
pants on the following terms ... Five years’ cre- 
dit will be given for the purchase money of a 5% 
mortgage.” 

This was a clever way of salvaging an income 
from properties over which they might lose title. 
It was not long before other big landowners fol- 
lowed his example. The following notice appeared 
in the “Ulster Republican” of September 3rd, 1845, 
reprinted from the “Albany Argus”: 

“The following statement, signed by the res- 
pective non-resident proprietors of the landed es- 
tates in the several middle counties, in which the 
anti-rent feeling manifested itself, has been ad- 
dressed to us for publication: 

“ “The undersigned, proprietors of tracts of 
land in the Counties of Greene, Ulster, Sullivan, 
Otsego, Schoharie, Rensselaer, Columbia, Dutchess 
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and Delaware, having learned that an impression 
continues to exist among the occupants and others 
that they are unwilling to change the tenures of 
their leased lands, and to make sales in fee, take 
this mode of announcing their readiness to dispose 
of all their lands in these Counties on fair and 
equitable terms. Some of the subscribers, indeed, 
have been for several years selling their leased and 
other lands as fast as favorable opportunities pre- 
sented themselves, and they have taken some 
pains to make their tenants acquainted with their 
intentions. 

“ Tf the leasing out of tracts of land has some- 
times happened by reason of the preference of the 
owner for this system, it has likewise in many in- 
stances been done in compliance with the wishes of 
the settlers themselves, and to promote their in- 
terest and it is not easy to see how any wrong to 
them can arise from their exercising the liberty of 
making such contracts as shall best promote their 
own convenience. And notwithstanding the com- 
plaints made by them against the so-called “feudal 
tenures” very little alacrity has been manifested to 
take advantage of the offers thus made to them, 
and numbers of the tenants seem to prefer to hold 
their lands under the, so-termed, obnoxious system. 

““The subscribers take this opportunity to re- 
new their offers to sell their rents, and make grants 
in fee on fair terms—for which they refer either to 
themselves or to their respective agents, who have 
been made fully acquainted with their views and 
intentions, and who possess their entire confidence. 
Application on this subject will of course be made 
to them. 

Jno. Hunter 
Henry Overing 


Campbell S. White 
G. Le Roy Banyer 


J. D. Overing Louise Livingston 
G. C. Verplanck Maturium Livingston 
S. Verplanck H. B. Armstrong 


Frederick De Peyster Robert H. Ludlow 
John A. Livingston 
New York, August 12th, 1845’.” 

Thus the way was cleared for the farmers on 
disputed land in Woodstock to pay the quarter 
value on their land and to acquire undisputed title 
from the Livingstons. 

However, it would be years before the anti- 
rent dispute would be completely resolved. Gov- 
ernor Silas Wright did what he could to stem the 
tide of liberalism. He respected private rights 
above human rights and upheld the enactments 
that forbade the State to interfere in contracts. 


Perhaps he honestly believed that it was not pos- 
sible to give relief to the tenant-farmers under the 
present Constitution. He must have become aware 
that the people of New York State were aroused 
to fight for a voice in their government. At last, 
he allowed himself to be persuaded to commute the 
death sentences of the Delaware County insurrec- 
tionists to life imprisonment. It was late in 1846, 
while seeking re-election, that he belatedly admitted 
that feudal tenures might properly be investigated, 
but it was too late then to placate the masses. 

At every meeting of the Legislature, to which 
some down renters had been elected, the question 
of amendments to the Constitution favoring the 
farmers, were offered, but were invariably tabled. 
The spokesmen for the leaseholders shouted, “Why 
should they pay other peoples’ levies? Why did 
the so-called owners not pay any taxes? Why 
should the lessors be helped by the authorities to 
collect rent while the tenant has no right to contest 
that right?” The farmers claimed to having actual 
possession of the land, while the proprietors’ own- 
ership was by proxy. They questioned the legality 
of the State having given away these public lands 
and asked that the so-called landlords be obliged 
to establish their titles. 

Meanwhile the Whig Assemblyman, Col. John 


Young, described at that time as an independent 
and fearless politician, although somewhat crude, 
ran for Governor with the backing of the down 
renters. He was elected by a large majority and 
on New Year’s Day of 1847 replaced Governor 
Wright. A petition with eleven thousand signatures 
was tendered him demanding that the Delaware 
County men in Clinton Prison be freed. He im- 
mediately issued a pardon for all the down renters. 
As far as we know the only person from Ulster 
County to sign this petition was H. M. Romeyn, 
Esq., of Kingston. 

At Samuel Tilden’s instigation the tenants 
brought suit in the Supreme Court to test the le- 
gality of the quarter sales, but lost. When they 
appealed the case it came under Judge Ruggles, 
long a foe of their cause. However, he now found 
that the leases drawn up before the Revolution 
were legal, but that those drawn up after 1787 were 
illegal! In May, 1846, the Legislature outlawed 
seizure and forced sale of tenant property as dis- 
tress for rent. A Constitutional Convention was 
called that same year to which William Boyce and 
William DeForrest were delegates from Woodstock 
Township. This convention eventually abolished 
feudal tenures and perpetual leases. 


V 


BYRDCLIFFE 


alph Radcliffe Whitehead was born in 1854 in 

Yorkshire, England, son of Francis Frederick 
and Isabella Dalglish Whitehead. He attended Har- 
row and in 1880 received his Master of Arts degree 
at Balliol College, Oxford, where he studied under 
Ruskin. While a student he was a friend and admirer 
of Algernon Swinburne, but most of all he was 
influenced by Ruskin and by William Morris, 
which was evident through his entire life. Morris 
was soon to give up his socialistic ideas which had 
caused such a stir among the undergraduates at 
Oxford, and to devote the remainder of his life 
to art and literature. Although Whitehead’s later 
plans for an idealistic community of craftsmen may 
have been a social experiment it was primarily to 
consist of a selective group of people of fine prin- 
ciple, dedicated to creating beautiful objects with 
their hands. They were to live under conditions 
that would be healthy for minds and bodies, with- 
out any political overtones. However, twenty-five 
years were to pass before these plans matured. 

Hervey White, who helped to found the Art 
Colony in Woodstock, said in a paper on White- 
head that when he left college he had a plan 
formulated to enter his father’s business and to 
turn over their factories to the production of 
beautiful cloth rather than to making the ugly 
felt which had created the family’s fortune. His 
father would not agree to this, wishing his son to 
be a gentleman, not a business man. The result 
was a break between the two, ending by the 
younger man going off to Paris to apprentice him- 
self to a carpenter to earn his living with his hands. 
At that era of his development he considered this 
the only honorable way of supporting himself. Years 
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later Hervey White accompanied Whitehead on a 
visit to this carpenter now living in the suburbs of 
Paris in a house probably provided by Mr. White- 
head, although the latter was far too modest ever 
to acknowledge the gift. He was greeted by the 
carpenter’s family like a beloved son who had done 
them great honor by coming. They inquired most 
solicitously about his family and were shown photo- 
graphs cf Mrs. Whitehead and the two sons, and 
in turn they informed him of all that had befallen 
them since they had last met. On the return trip 
Hervey quotes Whitehead as saying wistfully, “it 
was the happiest year of my life when I worked 
with that man.” 

Whitehead must have come into his inheritance 
because we next hear of him in the eighteen 
eighties living on a beautiful estate in Styria. Of 
this little is known except it is said it was there 
he made the first of his lovely gardens. He was 
married at this period but the marriage did not 
last long. By 1890 he had gone to Italy for several 
years that were probably the most rewarding of his 
career. He spoke Italian fluently and compiled a 
volume on Dante in which the poet’s ancient 
phraseology was annotated into modern Italian to 
enable the average reader to a better understanding 
of the masterpiece. He wrote numerous essays, a 
group of which were gathered into a volume 
called “Grass of the Desert,” printed by the Ches- 
wick Press in England. It was apparent his 
aesthetic development was becoming as important 
as his mterest in political reform. He was. still 
concerned with the individual’s place in society but 
we detect a bit of irony when he wrote at this 
time: “a society is not healthy which is composed 


of a few rich idlers, a few rich workers many of 
whom do useless work, and a great many poor 
whose sole aim is... to get into a richer class.” 

He was constantly planning the ideal com- 
munity, in fact there are references to a group mak- 
ing some attempt of banding together for that 
purpose, which failed. He speaks of “‘the surrender 
of the Convent which had once more shattered 
on the rocks of social convention” but adds, “let 
us not be disheartened. It was to have been a 
preparation and a practice for a more comprehen- 
sive scheme. Let us now make it our object . . 
to bring to the aid of our scheme what we can, by 
inquiry and work and contemplation, acquire . . . 
let us, as soon as may be, begin to live, each one of 
us separately, as if we were in the ‘convent’, and 
according to its rules following only what we know 
to be good and healthy, regardless of the opinions 
of ‘society’, working each of us at whatever art or 
craft we think we may be able to gain the master- 
ship in.” Later he writes of the community where 
there shall be room for all kinds of work. “You,” 
he said, “have your painting, that is work enough 
for you, another may have his music; but to others 
like myself, who have no particular artistic or 
literary faculty, simpler crafts are still open. We 
shall want clothes. Why should not the women 
spin the yarn and the men weave the cloth? Such 
work, done on hand machines, and not for too many 
hours in the day, has nothing degrading in it, and 
would be a delightful occupation to those whose 
nerves are overstrung by the irrational life they 
have hitherto been leading.” This was written in 
1891 and is basically the plan that was brought 
into existence in Byrdcliffe a decade later. 

Hervey White refers to Whitehead’s years in 
Italy as though they had left only ugly memories. 
He further defines this ugliness as a palace on the 
Via Turnabuoni, liveried servants and the extrav- 
agances and inanities of a society life, and implies 
that during this period all ideals had been dis- 
carded. Whitehead’s own contemporary account of 
these years refutes this statement. Perhaps White’s 
own viewpoint colored his recollections of these 
conversations with the other man. Hervey White 
was the only genuine Socialist I have ever known. 
He shared all he had with others and his credo 
was “live and let live’; but he had such lack of 
sympathy for all formal ways of life that it became 
a block in his thinking. He would not admit there 
might be grace and freedom in a more luxurious 
mode of living than he practiced himself. 


Whitehead’s writings in Italy prove his scholar- 
ly study of Dante whom he always revered. Boc- 
caccio and Petrarch and the artists Cimabue, Giot- 
to and Michelangelo are but a few of the literary 
and artistic masters whose works he admired and 
analyzed. He compared them with Plato, Homer, 
Sophocles and Virgil, and his active mind linked 
them to the present and to their power of influen- 
cing modern man’s conduct. What he absorbed dur- 
ing those Italian years remained with him always. 
Significantly at that time he quotes a line from 
Shakespeare, “The soul of the wide world dreaming 
on things to come.” 

Even the casual wanderer through Byrdcliffe 
in its early days was reminded of Italy. There were 
the hills and the villas suggestive of the Apennines, 
the lovely gardens full of old-fashioned flowers such 
as lillies, larkspur and the Persian roses. The Della 
Robbia shrine amidst the soft murmur and odor 
of pines was reminiscent of Italy although it was 
also in complete harmony with our mountains. 
He made a collection of the flowers native to the 
Catskills and found here a greater variety than in 
any other section of the country. 

Whitehead came to the United States before 
the end of the last century. He married Miss Jane 
Byrd McCall of Philadelphia and they had two 
sons. He built a large home in Santa Barbara, 
California, with a fine garden overlooking the 
Pacific Ocean. Those who have seen that garden 
describe it as extraordinarily beautiful, planned 
skillfully to enhance, not displace, the natural fea- 
tures of a rocky coast. When ostentatious houses 
were built nearby the Whiteheads sold their home 
and moved to Carmel and later to Montecito. The 
Montecito house has been described as built on a 
hill with terraced gardens filled with roses and 
olive trees set against the Pacific Ocean. While 
at Montecito he gave a talk which was printed in 
a small monograph which he dedicated “To my 
wife to whose knowledge of Art I am indebted for 
whatever is most useful in this lecture.” 

A quotation from the monograph may throw 
a little light on Whitehead’s beliefs: “Those who 
love to live among the saints and angels of 
Perugina and Botticelli will hardly be very coarse 
in their daily life; those to whom Michelangelo is a 
constant presence, will when they walk in dark 
and slippery places, feel more really the support of 
the eternal arms.” If these ideas do not sound 
especially exciting now, remember they were said 
fifty years ago when antimacassars were popular 
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and the Turkish Cosy-Corner at the Waldorf was 
the last word in good taste. Whitehead was soon 
to launch his experiment at Byrdcliffe with its com- 
munal living, its cooperative workshops and an 
insistence on simple designs and functional lines 
for furniture and textiles that would be both pleas- 
ing and practical. There would also be forges for 
metal work, pottery, sculpture and painting. 

Bolton Brown tells the story of searching for 
a place to found the arts and crafts at the behest 
of Mr. Whitehead. He describes walking through 
the Catskills, coming to Meads from behind the 
mountain and suddenly finding the valley of Wood- 
stock spread out beneath him. From there he walked 
down to where the meadows began near the Snyder 
farm (now Camelot) and turned westward going 
through what was later to become Byrdcliffe. He 
liked the aspect enough to wire Whitehead he had 
found the right place. They agreed to meet in Wash- 
ington to consider the proposal. However, Brown 
recalls that when they met they discussed the fourth 
dimension over a steak dinner. But enough was 
said regarding Woodstock for Whitehead to agree 
that he and Hervey White should accompany 
Brown back to the village to look over the pros- 
pect. They traveled by train to Kingston and there 
hired a team to drive to Meads boardinghouse. 
They traversed the same territory covered pre- 
viously by Brown and sat on the ground chewing 
the sweet ends of grass while they considered the 
terrain. Whitehead was not won over immediately 
because he had a lingering desire to settle further 
south. Finally he agreed with the others and even 
picked out the site for his future home among the 
white pines which became its name. He authorized 
Brown to buy seven farms on the side of the 
mountain that were to comprise Byrdcliffe, that 
name being made from part of his wife’s name and 
part of his. 

It took months but eveniually Brown acquired 
the land. There was the Chauncy Snyder farm 
below Meads which is now owned by Dr. and 
Mrs. Frank Boudreau of the Millbank Foundation; 
the Rivenberg (or Rifenberg) property next to Levi 
Harder’s; west of this the Fred Kelly farm was 
bought and the group of buildings later to become 
the Lark’s Nest was purchased from March Riseley. 
Besides these he bought property belonging to 
Catherine Lapo, Elizabeth Ricks and a further piece 
described in the County Clerk’s Office as having 
belonged to “Fred Kelly and Others.” 

When the buying was completed Whitehead 


came back from California and, to quote Bolton 
Brown, “Hervey reappeared from somewhere, bring- 
ing along as a chum one Fritz Van der Loo, ex- 
calvary captain under DeWet in the Boer War. 
He showed a scar on his breast and another on his 
back where an English lancer stuck a spear through 
him. He was jovial, fond of cooking and used to 
get up wonderful dinners. Carl Eric Lindin, painter, 
dropped from somewhere—I think it was Chicago. 
Lindin originated as a boy on his father’s farm in 
Sweden. Aside from painting his specialty seemed 
to be making a hit with the ladies. In those days 
the house in which he now lives on a rocky ledge 
was a disused church. Hervey and Lindin camped 
in it for a while.” Later Lindin bought it for four 
hundred dollars and made it into a home. 

Brown boarded at Mrs. Ella Riseley’s at Rock 
City and hired one of Cal Short’s barns on the 
lower corner, boxed off a section of it, put in a 
window and a stovepipe for a stove. That fall he 
commenced drawing plans for the first house. The 
construction began immediately. Larry Ploss was 
head carpenter for the group of buildings centering 
around the library, Charley Waters for Carniola 
and Fordyce Herrick for White Pines. The last two 
were ready for the Whiteheads and the Browns 
with their children to move into by the autumn of 
1902. The library, the dance hall and the inn for 
the students which later was called the Villetta, 
were completed that summer as well as a few 
of the studios. And the colony was ready for the 
great experiment. Lindin moved into the Lark’s 
Nest, while Hervey White and Fritz Van der Loo 
took possession of the Riseley farmhouse. 

According to Mrs. Brown the following summer 
Lindin and White took over all the cottages around 
the Lark’s Nest with the idea of developing there 
a club of super-interesting people. These included 
Professor Martin Schutze of Chicago University 
and his wife Eve, a painter and photographer, who 
occupied the lower part of the Meadows while 
Lindin had the studio above them; George Eggers, 
later to become an art museum director, and Ned 
Thatcher who taught metal work. Before long John 
Dewey, Clarence Darrow and other intellectuals 
joined the group. Dewey did not settle in Byrd- 
cliffe but he was responsible for bringing some 
important people to Woodstock, including the Shot- 
wells and the Weyls. Walter Weyl came to Wood- 
stock and liked it well enough to rent the Lark’s 
Nest from Whitehead. Here he brought his wife, 
the former Bertha Poole, from Chicago. (It was a 


long way around fox, her, descended from the 
Vanderpoels who settled along the Hudson River 
in the seventeenth century.) Two years later when 
the Weyls were ready to build their own home they 
were not satisfied to buy any of the Byrdcliffe land 
with its numerous restrictions, but decided upon a 
large tract across the valley on Ohayo Mountain. 
Here they built a large comfortable house where 
Wey! did most of his best writing. A further account 
of him is given in another chapter. 

I have a photograph taken against the mantel 
of the Lark’s Nest which shows excellent likenesses 
of Isabel Moore, Lucy Brown, Lindin, Erlenson 
the cabinet maker, Ned Thatcher and Ethel Canby 
who later married Orville Peets. Lindin with his 
dark complexion and square-cut features was al- 
ways an attractive man. One can imagine with what 
pleasure his companions had been listening when 
he read aloud from the book shown in his hands, his 
deep accented voice resonant with the appreciation 
for the beauty or humor of the writing. The beauti- 
ful Vivian Bevens made a stir when she arrived and 
subsequently became the wife of Hervey White. 
Fritz Van der Loo went back to South Africa and 
from there, or from Dutch Guiana (according to 
Brown), escorted his bride-to-be to Byrdcliffe. He 
also describes the Lark’s Nest as having become 
so full the people got on each others’ nerves to 
such an extent the place was nicknamed the Wasp’s 
Nest! 

Besides Brown, early teachers of art at Byrd- 
cliffe were Herman Dudley Murphy and Dawson 
Watson. The woodworking shop was headed by a 
Swede named Erlensen: a Miss Star came from 
Hull House to do book-binding and Edith Pennman 
and. Elizabeth Hardenburgh started the pottery, 
while Murphy and Edwin Slater made _ picture 
frames. The students came from different art schools 
on scholarships given by the Whiteheads. Thus 
came George Macrumb, John Carlson from Buffalo 
and Edna Walker and Zulma Steele from Pratt. 
The latter two were set to work designing furniture 
under Whitehead’s direction. He admired the large 
flowers on our native tulip tree and decorations of 
these blossoms were carved on the furniture built 
by Erlensen the master carpenter. It proved ex- 
pensive to send these heavy chests and cabinets to 
exhibitions and, although a large order was received 
from McCreary’s, it was found impossible to make 
a profit on the furniture, and after a couple of 
years the woodworking shops were closed. However, 
Erlensen had made a career for himself and when 


he left he assumed an important job elsewhere. 
Several of these pieces of furniture may be seen at 
White Pines. Whitehead engaged Walker and Steele 
to stay on making designs, and built a studio for 
them where they continued making designs and 
lock prints and stencils. Bolton Brown describes 
Zulma Steele as “an outstanding lady both visually 
and in quality we may call style.” Later she made a 
name for herself making luster glazes and at paint- 
ing. She is now Mrs. Neilson Parker. 

Within a short time Bertha Thompson built 
her Hillside studio to the west of White Pines where 
she made jewelry and silver tea services. She is the 
only craftsman who has remained all through the 
years in Byrdcliffe. An early comer to the Villetta 
was Mathilde de Cordoba, an etcher. She came with 
a commission to do a portrait of the naturalist 
John Burroughs who visited there for several days 
while he sat for his portrait. Burroughs was a friend 
of Whitehead and visited him on several occasions, 
and it was one of Whitehead’s favorite trips to drive 
his yellow car to Roxbury for a talk with one who, 
above any man, knew and loved the Catskills. Bur- 
rough’s wrote in a letter, “While we can’t all be 
nature students we can all be nature lovers,” which 
was certainly true of Ralph Radcliffe Whitehead. 
Zulma Steele invited John Burroughs for breakfast, 
asking him to choose the hour and the kind of 
eggs he would like served. He was very emphatic 
regarding the hour, assuring her he would be very 
prompt, and choosing soft-boiled eggs to eat. At 
the appointed time Miss Steele had the eggs ready 
for his breakfast but there was no sight of Mr. 
Burroughs. In fact she had prepared four sets of 
soit-boiled eggs before the naturalist appeared. Un- 
doubtedly the unnatural tempo of Byrdcliffe had 
thrown him off his farmer’s schedule. 

Bolton Brown, who was born in 1864, was him- 
self a painter, but is better known for his litho- 
graphy. One of his finest accomplishments was in 
making the lithographs for George Bellow’s draw- 
ings of prize fights, of Edith Cavell and others. 
Brown was instructor in art at Cornell University, 
at Toronto, Leland Stanford and in Chicago. He 
published several books on lithography; he was an 
experienced mountain climber, and he became a 
potter, building his own whee} and kiln, orginating 
glazes and keeping the pedigrees and records of 
seven hundred and fifty pieces with ninety different 
glazes. I did not know him until late in his life. 
During his last ilmess his former wife Lucy went 
to nurse him at his home in Zena. I remember 
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hearing he was near death and therefore was 
amazed to see him arriving at the artists’ cemetery 
in a truck, from where he directed two workmen in 
placing a boulder he had brought for-a gravestone. 
A day or two later he was buried as he had re- 
quested, his body being carried to the grave on a 
litter covered with pine boughs. No interment could 
have been more dignified. 

No one who knew Lucy Brown could ever 
forget her beautiful face which revealed a keen 
mind as well as compassion, which are not always 
mates. She had traveled far and experienced much 
and could talk about it in picture-making sentences 
with the well-chosen word. She gave an amusing 
description of Edith Wherrey who came to lodge 
with the Browns for a fortnight and stayed all 
summer. She was nicknamed “the flamboyant bat” 
for “when the dew fell and the stars began to 
twinkle over the hilltops she would wrap herself in 
a somber cape and flitter up and down the hill 
roads, joining the parties of night riders or walk- 
ers, doing Overlook, or haunting moonlit meadows 
and streams on the lookout for a pixie or so... 
Edith left in the fall with the poetess, Florence 
Wilkinson, with the avowed intention of opening 
a salon in Paris.” Three years Jater when the Browns 
were living on the Overlook road she reappeared 
from France to ask if she might borrow the oak 
tree in their hinterland, which she considered the 
loveliest spot in the world, for a meeting with a 
Canadian to whom she was engaged. She stopped 
only long enough to don a white gown and a 
virginial wreath and floated into the woods. Within 
an hour her fair young man arrived from Canada 
who was, Lucy thought, “embarrassed by the stage 
setting. However, he washed his hands and smoothed 
his hair, omitting the wreath which had been pro- 
vided for him and disappeared in the direction of 
the oak tree.” She adds, “That was Edith! Who 
wrote a successful book on the Boxer Rebellion 
called “The Red Lantern.’” She had been brought 
up in China, and according to Bolton Brown she 
would, upon request, recite the Lord’s Prayer in 
Chinese for them. 

In 1903 Whitehead wrote an article, “A Plea 
for Manual Work”, in which he said, “the beauty 
and the joy of life seems too often to be lost through 
the haste to get somewhere too quickly .. . nature 
works slowly ... and the ties which bind us to her 
larger soul are torn and weakened by our impotent 
restlessness and love of novelty ... the joy of a man 
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in the work of his hands is not a mere passing 
satisfaction but is an element of sane life.’ He 
says further it is too early to speak of the work at 
Byrdcliffe but that they have proved it is possible 
to combine with a simple country life . . . manual 
and intellectual activity. He ends by saying they 
will give a welcome to any craftsman who is in 
sympathy with these ideas and will help to realize 
them. 

It might well have been this article which 
brought a sentimental lady to Byrdcliffe to partici- 
pate in these sylvan delights without any knowledge 
of country life. She was abashed to be assigned a 
cabin in the woods and to be left to her own re- 
sources. It was bad enough in the daytime, but 
at night when the crickets chirped from the fire- 
place and the katydids sent forth their clamor, 
she picked up a carving knife with the threat of 
making Mr. Whitehead pay for her disillusionment. 
Forewarned, the occupants of the other studios 
planned their strategy. They chose the most attrac- 
tive man among the group. Eric Lindin was _per- 
suaded to make the call, in the dashing garb of a 
beret and cape, plus his most ingratiating manner. 
The lady was disarmed, figuratively as well as 
physically, and soon sent away. Needless to add, 
she ended up in an institution. Woodstock has 
always been pestered by eccentrics of one kind or 
another. 

Ned Thatcher was another Pratt Institute 
graduate who came to Byrdcliffe. At first he was 
set to work making decorative hinges and locks 
for the furniture. Whitehead set up a forge for his 
use, and besides working on the furniture, he held 
classes in metal work. Subsequently, Thatcher 
taught at Columbia’s Teachers College. He was 
there when the First World War began and immedi- 
ately slanted his classes toward training teachers 
for occupational therapy. They were being prepared 
to work in hospitals with disabled soldiers. Ned 
Thatcher was most ingenious in this field. For ex- 
ample, he simplified instruction in woodcarving to 
make it easy for all the doughboys. He was prob- 
ably the first person to use tin cans in craft work. 
His tin toys brought him fame and later he was 
asked to make models for tuy manufacturers. The 
teachers had such success with the disabled vet- 
erans that the Surgeon General wrote him a 
laudatory letter regarding the excellence of the 
system. 

Thatcher continued to come to Byrdcliffe for 
the summer. In 1910 he married and he and his 


wife, Isabel, built a home on VanDeBogart Hill. 
For about three years he held summer classes at 
Short’s Corner near Rock City. Ned Thatcher 
was a likeable fellow with a real sense of humor. 
His stories made a large contribution to the gaiety 
of Woodstock parties. He enjoyed poking fun at 
the farmers and was clever at imitating their talk. 
He wrote funny stories for the local newspapers, 
signing with the name “Iddie Flitcher.” If one met 
him on the road or at the Post Office he always 
conversed in the idiom of the farmers. Eventually 
he never spoke in any other way and he seemed 
to take pleasure in sinking his personality into that 
of a mountaineer. Here is a poem he contributed 
to the now defunct “Overlook.” In its ungram- 
matical style I think it has a homely beauty. 
WINTER 
It’s a-snowin’ pretty out an’ litein’ on the pines 
n’ things 

Even the old junk pile is kivered up ’till it 

looks like the icin’ un a cake 

It’s one of them still days when you kin hear 

enjin whistles far off n’ the trains a-roarin’ 
down the track 

This snow reminds me of the crullers ma used 

to make all thick with powdered sugar on 
the top 

Pease an’ quiet fer them that kin see an’ hear 

it but these is few. 
Iddie Flitcher 

There were several German-Americans in Bryd- 
cliffe besides Professor Schutze. Peter Whitehead 
recalls his father telling of meeting Mrs. Lotte 
Stoehr for the first time while she was walking on 
the mountains. She was looking for land to buy. 
They started a casual conversation which ended by 
Mr. Whitehead inviting her to White Pines for 
lunch. She liked Byrdcliffe enough to return with 
her husband and they built a home there. This 
led to the arrival of the Alfred DeLiagres, the 
Jellinghauses and the Beisners, all- of whom were 
associated with Woodstock for years. There was 
considerable friction between this group and the 
English during the war, but now all have become 
friends again. 

A weaving studio was built for Marie Little, 
which she called the Cricket. Although she never 
fully mastered the process she turned out attractive 
mats, bags and curtains made of cotton strips. 
Most of her dyes she made herself from barks and 
berries which gave her materials the tones of the 
woods and fields. Her studios, for later she too 


forsook Byrdcliffe for the valley, were always nut 
brown with accents of black and orange. The sparse 
furnishings and the floors were always freshly 
cleaned and oiled. In her youth she had studied 
music in Italy (ah, those nostalgic memories!) 
where her poplar-like figure and quivering voice 
had been admired. However, no one had tried to 
plumb her soul and now she had been waiting fifty 
years for understanding. There was nobody left to 
remember her music and as the seasons passed she 
withdrew more and more into herself. In this 
solitary life she vibrated to refinements that com- 
mon folks ignored. One felt her thoughts were too 
subtle for expression, her taste too delicate to be 
exposed. 

Occasionally she asked someone to come into 
her retreat, but often cancelled the invitation as if 
thereby to savor control over their actions. If the 
guest did enter her house they would be uncomfort- 
ably conscious of their dusty footsteps on the floor. 
They dared not move from the seat allotted them 
because they knew they had undoubtedly been 
placed there to see the graceful branch of an apple 
tree against the mountain or perhaps for the vista 
up the path to a sumac. Because Marie Little was 
poor she scorned what only wealth could buy. In 
contrast she made a rite of offering beauty which 
had no price, such as the perfume of a wild flower. 
The guests might be required to go on their hands 
and knees to sniff the odor of her evening stock. If 
she had a trifle to eat she might serve it on a leaf 
or in a wooden bowl, yet with ceremony, as though 
it were ambrosia from a chalice. 

The houses, thirty or forty of them, are still 
standing in Byrdcliffe; the only one to be destroyed 
was Marie Little’s weaving studio which burned to 
the ground. The roads loop along the hillside as 
they used to do, separating and unexpectedly re- 
joining each other and occasionally coming to a 
dead end on a, cottage lawn, to the confusion of the 
outsider. In the old days these studios were occu- 
pied by painters, woodcarvers, metalworkers, pot- 
ters, weavers and musicians who walked back and 
forth to visit one another. One of the early resi- 
dents recalls with particular pleasure the evenings 
when a group would gather at White Pines to read 
aloud. Mr. Whitehead did not usually read himself 
but is remembered for his comments. This person 
recalls that “he had so much to give us although 
part of what he had to say was over our heads.” 
Whitehead once said he would be satisfied if he 
could make a good pair of shoes but added he 
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thought his greatest ability might have been in 
architecture. Brown quotes him as saying that 
“Artists are the only people in the world worth 
living with, and the most difficult.” Another recalls 
a particular night when they were reading and 
Herman Dudley Murphy interrupted to give them 
the news of Whistler’s death, which cast a gloom 
upon them. There were also frequent musical even- 
ings playing madrigals on the red clavichord at 
White Pines. Mr. Whitehead collected a group of 
folk songs for which he wrote many of the verses, 
translating from the original. The title was “Folk 
Songs of Eastern Europe.” 

Mrs. Whitehead was poetic and sensative, be- 
longing to a romantic era which was not appre- 
ciated in the twentieth century. The rough art 
students who were growing up in the midst of an 
industrial revolution, to fight for the right to ex- 
press ugly facts and even to play politics with 
their art, had no patience to spend valuable hours 
with their patroness listening to the cooing of her 
doves or strolling beside the lilacs. However, the 
lady was known to protect herself from visitors who 
came at awkward hours by showing her head at 
a window to call out, “Mrs. Whitehead is not at 
home.” 

She expected all the work to stop at four o’clock 
and the students to assemble on the terrace to 
participate in the Morris dances in which she was 
especially interested. She had someone brought 
in to teach the dances, and had no idea the stu- 
dents might prefer to go on working all the daylight 
hours without any inclination to bob about on 
the terrace. Mrs. Whitehead had a vision of the 
picturesque life remote from reality. One can 
imagine the effect upon some sweaty teamsters 
goading their oxen to the plow on a hot day when 
Mrs. Whitehead and Miss Little, in flowing gowns 
and veils, resembling a Burne-Jones painting, 
swooped down upon them carrying bowls of mead 
for their refreshment—especially as the mead was 
non-fermented honey! 

In 1909 Poultney Bigelow wrote an article about 
Byrdcliffe in which he said of the growing colony: 
“, . . Here is a city of the forest where every tree 
is a soul in sympathy with the workers under its 
branches.” (At last one hears what the trees 
thought about the goings-on) “The idly curious are 
not invited, and thank God, automobiles are barred 
as well, also all merely mechanical forms of prog- 
ress.” Continuing in his ornate style he describes 
the Saturday night dances where “. . . no dress suit 
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is permitted on the floor; young men and maidens 
disport themselves in such studio or working dress 
as suits the complexion or purse, and such dancing 
as at Byrdcliffe is not to be found anywhere else 
this side of the Danube ... The last Saturday 
of the season brings with it a magnificent fancy 
dress ball with marvels of costumes fished up from 
chests incident to all studios for their models. It 
is all a beautiful dream to me, that final dance of 
late autumn, the exquisite taste, the simplicity, the 
absence of money display, and then the refresh- 
ments were not at a long bar or table, but each 
bungalow spread a carpet under trees, hung Chinese 
lanterns in the branches and there they entertained 
the guests who reclined like the gods of Homer and 
forgot the hours in the festive joy of relaxation. 

“Byrdcliffe proper is the summer and the winter 
home of the Whitehead family, a home in the best 
sense of that word, the house of massive timber, 
the interior made by artists in woodwork, the whole 
a thing which appears to have grown out of its 
happy environment. The view from the front takes 
in an immense range of mountain and _ valley, 
blocked to the south by the range of Lake 
Mohonk.” (The Shawangunks.) “In the foreground 
is the great barn, for Ralph Whitehead is a mighty 
farmer in addition to his other many accomplish- 
ments. All the buildings are in harmony as to color 
and design with the main house, none painted, 
merely stained to preserve the wood in its natural 
beauty of color.” 

Poultney Bigelow came from a Malden family 
which around the eighteen-eighties headed the larg- 
est bluestone company in the country, doing busi- 
ness of over a half a million dollars a year. His 
father, Mr. John Bigelow, had been our Ambassador 
to France and the son Poultney attended school 
with Kaiser William II. No doubt this accounted 
for his prejudice in favor of Germany and for the 
visit the Crown Prince and one of his younger 
brothers paid him after the Kaiser was deposed. 
Bigelow brought the princes to a reception in 
Woodstock where many of their former enemies 
were given an opportunity to shake their hands. 
Woodstock the Bohemian community, has had 
its share of visiting royalty. It is well known that 
ex-King Peter of Yugoslavia hes visited Meads, but 
few are aware that Archduke Rudolph, son of the 
late Emperor Ferdinand of Austria, spent part of 
his honeymoon in Hickory Hollow. 

To return to Poultney Bigelow who was edu- 
cated as a lawyer but preferred a more adventurous 


life and went around the world in a sailing ship. He 
was shipwrecked off the coast of Japan; and journ- 
ied in China, Java, Australia, Africa. He published a 
number of books and belonged to learned societies 
and clubs all over the hemisphere. In fact, he was 
a global adventurer and did not give a whoop for 
the conventions. Naturally he fitted into Wood- 
stock. Bigelow had a puckish humor which deligh- 
ted in the unexpected sally and the contrary opin- 
ion. Thus I was invited with many others to his 
home while the bitterness of war was still prevalent, 
to find the occasion was planned to unveil a statue 
of the Kaiser with accompanying eulogies. Another 
time, walking in the garden after a dinner party, 
one of my friends remarked, “Mr. Bigelow, what 
an interesting group of people you gathered here.” 
“They don’t eat any more than others,” her host 
instantly replied. 

The Bigelow home at Malden was an unpre- 
tentious and comfortable frame house with a wide 
porch and narrow terrace on a bluff which over- 
looked the Hudson. Standing there it seemed like 
being on the top deck of a large ferry that might 
at any minute head across the river to Tivoli. For 
many years Poultney Bigelow invited all the old 
county families and half of Woodstock to help him 
celebrate his birthdays. We all responded enthusi- 
astically to his card of invitation because he was 
a good host and was likely to produce an amusing 
surprise. For example, just as the clouds were piling 
ominously for the outburst of World War II we 
found his grounds were all bedecked with Japanese 
flags! 

The Albert Websters came to Byrdcliffe in 
1904, buying twenty acres and building a home 
still occupied by their son. Mr. Webster was an 
engineer and architect with much experience in 
public and private works in Germany and the 
United States. He belonged to many international 
societies and among his jobs were Consulting Civil 
and Sanitary Engineer in New York City, member 
of the Committee of the Council of National De- 
fense during World War I and a member of the 
Building Code Committee for the United States 
appointed by President Hoover. He was also on 
the Executive Board of the Yale Engineering Asso- 
ciation, to mention but a few. 

What Woodstock liked best about him was his 
lovable personality and in particular his sense of 
fun and whimsey. He entertained his children, Ben 
and Eileen, with stories of animals whose fanci- 
ful portraits and activities he drew with chalk on 


a blackboard and then erased. A neighbor photo- 
graphed one of these drawings and persuaded Mrs. 
Webster to preserve some more of them in photo- 
graphs, which became the foundation of the little 
book “Caleb” which was published and has de- 
lighted many young children over the years. 

The story I like best of Albert Webster is 
about a Christmas tree he made for the birds which 
he set up only to discover the birds ignored it. 
His children being disappointed, he decided to 
entertain them by pretending himself to be a bird. 
He attached a feather duster to his rear end, lean- 
ing over to look more like a bird; he hopped about 
the lawn taking pecks at the bird seed on the tree. 
This brought whoops of joy from the youngsters. 
It happened at this particular time an important 
visitor arrived to see Mr. Webster and was non- 
plused by the scene he beheld, but his host with 
perfect aplomb finished the pantomine and then 
greeted his guest without embarrassment. 

Among the teachers Birge Harrison was cer- 
tainly the closest to his students, yet few are left 
in Woodstock who knew him. He was a thin man 
wearing old-fashioned spectacles, never conspicuous 
other than he usually wore a watermelon pink neck- 
tie with his tweeds. When talking with him one 
saw his kindly smile and the fun in his eyes and 
soon became aware of a man of varied experiences 
and tolerance. Of late he has been associated with 
a moribund form of painting, yet he always told 
his pupils that if their art remained in a rut it 
would die, that the true artist must be an inno- 
vator, and he encouraged them to be themselves 
and never to copy him. He had studied with 
Sargent in the atelier of Carolus Duran in Paris 
and had made a name for himself as a landscape 
and seascape painter before coming to Byrdcliffe 
at the request of Mr. Whitehead. Three years 
later he organized the Art Students League Sum- 
mer School in Woodstock village, which under his 
direction became nationally prominent. 

He and his wife Jennie built a home off the 
Glasco Turnpike near Bearsville and here they 
held open house every Sunday. To many students 
their hospitality meant the difference between in- 
tolerable homesickness and the happy feling of 
being included in family life. Little Mrs. Harrison, 
known affectionately as Jennie Wren, had a mis- 
chievous streak in her but most of all she had a 
warm heart and listened to all the troubles and 
love affairs of the uprooted young students. The 
Harrisons took into their home John Follinsbee 
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who was restricted to a wheel chair, and his con- 
stant companion Harry (Tony) Leith-Ross, both 
of whom became well-known painters. After a few 
years the Harrisons sold their house to Richard 
Le Gallienne and in the years thereafter one might 
come across the poet, pre-occupied with his own 
thoughts, as he walked the trails in the deep woods. 

The Harrisons moved to the eastern end of 
the village along the turn of the Sawkill where 
they did over one of the oldest houses in the town, 
which they made attractive with family antiques 
and an old-fashioned garden. Although they lived 
well, Mr. Harrison was for years content to drive 
his model T Ford. One of his eccentricities was 
disliking to spend money for tires and for a while 
he drove the old car with discarded rubber tires 
wired over the new treads of his wheels, which 
made the driving a bit uneven. Various honors 
were given him but none pleased him more than 
when he was living in Arizona and was made a 
member of an Indian tribe. Although he was less 
famous in Europe than his brother Alexander, in 
the United States his paintings became very popu- 
lar. It was in Charleston, South Carolina, that I 
saw more of the Harrisons than in Woodstock. 
There, in the twenties, Mr. Harrison taught at the 
art school. They lived at the Villa Margherita 
where Miss Lisa Dawsen fed her guests the finest 
southern food which was as delicious as it was rich. 
When I stayed in Charleston the Harrisons with 
their usual kindness invited me to join them for 
dinners at the Villa. By this time Mrs. Harrison 
had grown rather plump and the doctor had pre- 
scribed a diet for her. She readily ate all the items 
on the diet and then, asking for the regular menu, 
to our astonishment would start to eat all of the 
dinner she had missed. Notwithstanding this, she 
lived thereafter in good physical health for many 
years. 

Birge Harrison’s birthday was celebrated each 
October with a surprise party over which his wife 
made such a fuss that probably it would have 
been more of a surprise to him if it had not taken 
place. All of his old students and friends would 
gather in costume outside his house to serenade 
him and of course Mrs. Harrison would invite 
them in for refreshments. Rhoda Chase recalls one 
of the first of these parties when the guests were 
driven by moonlight in a hay cart to the Harrisons’ 
Bearsville house. Poultney Bigelow came attired in 
Turkish costume, wearing a red fez, and delighted 
in making shocking remarks to the girls with whom 
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he danced. 

Mr. Harrison contracted lead poisoning from 
careless handling of his paints and was not well 
for years before his death in 1929. As Leith-Ross 
wrote of him, “No biography of Birge Harrison 
would be complete without mentioning his unfail- 
ing generosity in giving a helping hand to number- 
less struggling young painters.” Since his time no 
teacher has had the same fatherly concern in the 
lives of the students, or has been so well loved. 
Yet now I am asked, “Who was Birge Harrison?” 

In 1928 the Whiteheads’ elder son, Ralph, Jr., 
was lost in the “Vestris.” Mr. Whitehead never 
recovered from the shock of this loss and died him- 
self in 1929. The Della Robbia shrine which holds 
his ashes was later moved from its ideal setting at 
White Pines to the Woodstock Memorial Ceme- 
tery. 

It is difficult to answer the question as to why 
the Byrdcliffe plan deteriorated after so short a 
time as an arts and crafts community. One former 
resident of the colony attributed its decline to the 
first World War and the radical changes which 
followed. After 1918 there was a revolution in 
culture as well as in labor and the old patterns 
no longer appealed to the young. Most of the 
survivors of the Byrdcliffe era, however, say that it 
began to decline before the war because funda- 
mentally artists are egoists and do not, or can not, 
fit into a cooperative scheme. The Whiteheads gave 
generously but they held the reins tight and there 
were too many restrictions to suit creative indi- 
viduals. One by one the artists and craftsmen re- 
linquished the opportunities offered in Byrdcliffe 
and drifted down to the barns and boarding-houses 
close to the village. Hervey White had already gone 
to found the Maverick; Bolton Brown, Lindin, 
Weyl and Shotwell had all bought property else- 
where in Woodstock. John Carlson gave up his 
studio in Byrdcliffe to live precariously for months 
on beer and cheese in a Rock City barn until his 
landscapes began to sell. 

Occasionally some form of art is revived in 
Byrdcliffe. For a couple of summers the old library 
building was used as a theater. In 1925 Ben Web- 
ster launched a theatrical group with the coopera- 
tion of Robert Edmund Jones, Robert Lytell and 
Jacob Ben-Ami. Richard Aldrich, who married 
Gertrude Lawrence, was director. They called them- 
selves the Phoenix Players and the first season they 
presented Oscar Wilde’s “The Importance of Being 
Earnest”, “The Mistress of the Inn” by Goldoni and 


“Foul is Fair” by Marya Mannes. Rose Hobart, 
Edward Cooper, Edward Hale and other actors 
were starred. 

More recently opera has had a season in 
Byrdcliffe. The Turnau Company has converted 
the library into a modern, though tiny, opera house 
where talented young singers have been presenting 
good music. 

Probably the most interesting cultural venture 
took place in the thirties with the Byrdcliffe After- 
noons initiated by Professor Schutze. Martin 
Schutze was born in Mechlenburg in 1866 and, 
after studying law in Rostock and Freiburg, came 
to this country as a Fellow in German at the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania. While there he met Walter 
Weyl and we assume he also met in Philadelphia 
Eve Watson, an artist who was to become his wife. 
For many years Schutze occupied the Chair of 
German Literature at the University of Chicago 
and spent his summers in Byrdcliffe. Elsa Kimball 
describes Schutze as a figure long familiar in Wood- 
stock with his “gracious presence, his agile step 
along the highways, the cavalier tilt of his beret 
and his manifold interests and activities in our local 
scene.” It was he who envisaged our local historical 
society not as an organization concerned entirely 
with the past but also with history in the making. 
He became the first President of the Woodstock 
Historical Society and by his initiative and en- 
couragement was responsible for many of its early 
programs. Ten years later, in 1938, he inaugurated 
the series of talks called the Byrdcliffe Afternoons. 

As Schutze explains in the preface to the 
published papers he, Mrs. Whitehead and Peter 
Whitehead were sitting in his garden talking of 
the early days in Byrdcliffe, and the conversation 
awakened a desire to breathe new life into the 
beautiful place where they had spent so many 
years together. Mrs. Whitehead and her son asked 
him to work out a definite project; and a few weeks 
later he presented the plans for the Afternoons, 
to which they agreed. Schutze next took the idea 
to Shotwell and to Alfred de Liagre, the latter a 
cultured business man who had built a very modern 
home in Byrdcliffe, and they both promised their 
cooperation. Thus the Afternoons were projected. 

The first year there were fourteen papers read 
during a three week session, seven of them by per- 
sons closely associated with Woodstock. These were 
Shotwell, Henry Billings, Lindin, J. Donald Adams, 
Pierre Henrotte, Joseph Pollet and Schutze. Their 
themes ran from history and education, the 


contemporary novel, to music and painting, and 
were a real contribution to the cultural experience 
of Woodstock. To me the papers on art were the 
weakest. George Biddle’s ideology, unlike his paint- 
ing, was confused, perhaps due to poor transcription 
of the spoken words. Pollet extolled the detachment 
of the artist who contemplates a tree or sky und’s- 
turbed by wars and alarums (this in 1938!) He 
went on to say, “ .. . the clue to the traditional 
recipe for a good artist (is) the study of nature 
to educate the senses; the study of great art of the 
past to form a mind trained to translate nature 
in the finest terms of this medium.” Henry Billings 
talked not of how we paint but what we paint. 
Lindin quoted various philosophers (not artists), 
mostly from Hans Wahlin. Lindin ends by saying, 
“ |... In spite of herd-tactics and a return to so- 
called paganism . . . the road to culture and art 
still runs through Plato and Christ (on to the 
present.)” Perhaps what these painters had to say 
sounded better by voice than it now reads; anyway 
their papers are disappointing. 

The next year the session was devoted to Latin 
American culture and besides Shotwell, who gave 
the introduction, the only Woodstocker to speak 
was Nathaniel Weyl (son of Walter Weyl) whose 
subject was Mexico. These last lectures were pub- 
lished by the Columbia University Press for the 
Committee of the United States of America on 
International Intellectual cooperation, of which 
Shotwell was Chairman. This session was held 
in 1939 when World War II was breaking and it 
marks the last attempt to revive liberal thinking in 
Byrdcliffe. 

The war in Europe brought a number of dis- 
tinguished refugees to Woodstock. Among them I 
remember meeting Thomas Mann and his daughter 
who were visiting the scholarly Dr. Erich Kahler, 
who for several summers lived in Carniola above 
White Pines. To become a friend of Dr. Kahler 
one had to be a friend of his remarkable mother, 
Frau Antoinette Kahler, who, like a queen, domin- 
ated any gathering. When she was over eighty she 
took up painting and thought nothing of trans- 
lating Homer before breakfast as an eye opener. 
Another of Kahler’s friends who came to join him 
was Austria’s foremost poet, Richard Beer-Hofmann, 
who rented Chanticleer next door. Beer-Hofmann’s 
best-known poem was called “The Cradle of 
Miriam.” Miriam, his daughter, accompanied him 
to America and lived with him at Chanticleer. 
He was a large man with a massive head and fea- 
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tures, who was very gentle and charming in conver- 
sation. He was the most sensitive guest who ever 
visited my herb garden, seeming to delight in learn- 
ing the virtues of the plants. This whole group 
moved to Princeton where they were closely asso- 
ciated with Einstein. They wrote for the magazine 
“Commentary”, a most erudite publication. 
James T. Shotwell, who was born in Canada 
in 1874, was another who came to Woodstock on 
the recommendation of John Dewey, but unlike 
Dewey, he and Mrs. Shotwell, the former Margaret 
Harvey, bought a farm to the east of Byrdcliffe 
on the Overlook Mountain road where they have 
maintained a hospitable home for many years. Shot- 
well has been identified with the cultural life of 
the town from the early Byrdcliffe days. I want to 
speak of him as the neighbor who drew us from 
our houses and studios to see the world through the 
telescope of his great mind because he was never 
too busy to speak to his neighbors on world events. 
I recall many gatherings which might have been 
Memorial Day on the Village Green, or at the Town 
Hall, or on his own terrace overlooking most of 
the valley, where he would tell us of the Versailles 
Treaty, of President Wilson or of the League of 
Nations; and it was always more than past history, 
it was to show new horizons open to mankind for 
a lasting peace. He was eloquent and in a rich voice 
he would sum up the large issues and make us 
understand the import of these great trends and 
our responsibilities to them as citizens of a new 
world. At an. age when most people would sit back 
on their laurels, he continues to respond to those 
who ask for his ripe advice. He belongs to the wide 
world, but he is also a revered citizen of Woodstock. 
Just before dark one recent spring evening I 
drove through Byrdcliffe, entering below White 
Pines, the Whitehead home. Peter Whitehead had 
been trying to regain the views by removing the 
underbrush; but it is an endless task keeping the 
meadows cleared and the woods open without 
cultivation or cattle to munch away the weeds. 
Anyway, there were spots where Ohayo Mountain 


and the valley could be glimpsed and perhaps it is 
well the ugly real estate developments near Bears- 
ville are partially hidden. 

As I drove slowly along, I could see many of 
the graceful branches of dogwood in flower glowing 
moth-white between the trees, and I made a mental 
note to return when the white wisteria, planted with 
unerring taste by Mr. Whitehead, would come into 
bloom. The roads were deserted and nobody to be 
seen as I stopped below the Viletta. Nearby was 
the old library, stripped of all the books collected 
by Mr. Whitehead. Many of those volumes were 
moved to the loom room at White Pines. Here one 
may see whole sections devoted to books in Greek, 
in German and Italian, besides English, all languages 
which he spoke, and of whose philosophy, science 
and art he was familiar. Above the mantle is an 
inscription in Greek which, roughly translated, 
means “Love gives love back to itself.” 

On my last visit to the loom room Fritz 
Kroll’s advanced students were playing for his 
criticism. I sat at one end in the shadows, for the 
only illumination was from a cluster of shaded 
lamps near the musicians. The light shone but a 
few yards along the backs of the books and a 
short distance along the poles which held the slanted 
roof. It was good to relax and listen to music, but 
when Kroll lifted his own violin to show his pupils 
how the music should be interpreted I became alert 
and sensitive to the playing of a real artist. 

Now it was quiet as I waited on that May 
evening by the Villetta and a sweet odor permiated 
the moist air, which I identified as the pinxter 
flower before I caught sight of the pale blur of 
pinkish blossoms. Then from far away came that 
most perfect sound, the song of an evening thrush. 

The dream for Byrdcliffe may have evaporated, 
but it started and nourished the creative art that 
drifted into the valley and over the mountains 
where good pictures have been painted, fine music 
played and important thoughts written. All these 
are the outgrowth of a plan brought into existence 
by Ralph Radcliffe Whitehead. 


VI 


ON THE MAVERICK 


Hervey White 


M2 of us remember the gentle-eyed Hervey 
White with his gray ruffed-up hair, pointed 
beard and short smocks belted with scarves of con- 
trasting colors. His clothes were home-dyed, faded 
purple, blue or magenta, which he wore with an ease 
to fit his lazy motions. The history of the Maver- 
ick is really the biography of Hervey White. 

The story begins a couple of years after White- 
head, Brown and White started the colony of Byrd- 
cliffe. The concept of a community such as Byrd- 
cliffe was defined in Whitehead’s essays, written 
during the years he lived in Florence. Hervey 
White was in Florence three years later but in 
very different circumstances, because he was 
tramping through Italy on a budget of twenty-five 
to fifty cents a day, and sometimes his only food 
consisted of a handful of chestnuts. While he was 
just north of Florence he wrote in his Journal: 
“As I live and learn I am getting the idea of the 
true dignity of labor so thoroughly ingrained that 
I think I shall never feel it in me to write a tract 
about it; but instead I shall during the rest of my 
life employ a good third of each day at some pro- 
ductive manual labor, seeing therein the only pos- 
sible method of keepng a vigorous body, a healthy 
mind, and a conscience free towards my neighbor 
and myself.” It is interesting to compare this 
statement with Whitehead’s writing as quoted in 
the chapter on Byrdcliffe. It was inevitable that, 
having met, the paths of these two men would 
merge; and it was also according to their natures 
that they could not travel for any length of time 
along the same route. 

When Bolton Brown found the valley of Wood- 
stock and Whitehead and Hervey White came to 


live there, it did not take long for the differences 
in the characters of the three men to cause fric- 
tion. Whitehead spent a fortune in building and 
starting the Byrdcliffe colony. He was generous 
to lavish in providing aid to students and teachers 
in the arts and crafts. On the other side it has 
been said that Hervey would turn his pockets 
inside out to help a neighbor; but his pockets were 
usually empty! It was natural that after all the 
years of planning and the careful building White- 
head should wish to steer the course of Byrdcliffe 
along his preconceived pattern. 

Originally everyone came to Byrdcliffe to’ do 
creative work and like all artists they were individ- 
ualistic and inclined to rebel against restrictions. 
This does not mean they were licentious, because 
creative work requires self-discipline beyond the 
understanding of most laymen; but they were non- 
conformist, setting up their own rules. Bolton 
Brown tells of one student so full of importance he 
would only paint behind a screen in fear of some- 
one stealing his technique. It is unnecessary to 
add this would not have been of value to anyone 
else, and probably only led in the end to the stu- 
dent digging ditches. Many of the scandalous sto- 
ries about the artists may be attributed to camp 
followers who flock around any Bohemian settle- 
ment. 

In Byrdcliffe, Whitehead tried to provide con- 
ditions conducive to creative work and to gain this 
end he believed there would have to be order and 
direction. It is a tricky problem to set down laws 
of conduct, particularly among artists. Mrs. White- 
head also had plans for the group, which may have 
been picturesque but they were even less accep- 
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table. The incidents over which the three founders 
quarreled are not important but there was a rift 
and Hervey White and Bolton Brown moved out— 
each to settle in different sections of Woodstock. 
Years later White was heard to say that a rich 
man and a poor man could never really be friends. 

Hervey White was born in a sod hut on an 
Iowa farm in 1866. His ancestors had all come 
to America before 1635 and he is supposed to have 
been a direct descendent from Peregrine White, 
born on the Mayflower. When he was twelve years 
old he moved with his family to Kansas. His 
mother was dead and his sister married, and the 
young man was left to cook for his father, his 
older brother and the farm hands. For this work 
he was paid six dollars a month which he saved to 
provide means for a better education. For a cou- 
ple of years he taught school until with $150.00 
savings in his pocket he was enabled to enter Kan- 
sas State University. There were several financial 
setbacks to his college career, but by working dur- 
ing the holidays and doing odd jobs around the 
campus—such as cleaning stables, lighting the street 
lamps, and even mortgaging the horse his father 
had given him—he managed to complete three 
years. 

At the end of his sophomore year he had so 
distinguished himself in the study of geology that 
he was recommended by the President of the Uni- 
versity to join a geological expedition in which Her- 
vey gathered more material for future stories than 
he did of geological specimens. Returning to Kan- 
sas he finished his junior year, devoting himself to 
the study of speculative philosophy. This course 
was better suited to his nature but he soon ex- 
hausted the field available at the Kansas State 
University. Thereupon he went east and entered 
Harvard College, from which he graduated in 1894. 

Soon after leaving Harvard, White began his 
trip to Italy with a steerage ticket for which he 
had paid eighteen dollars, thirty dollars in his 
pocket and a notebook from which most of. this 
material is taken. 

The young man from Kansas with curly hair 
and wide-open eyes plunged into the foul hole as- 
signed to the steerage passengers on the “Victoria.” 
He wrote: “I confess I was somewhat staggered at 
my first introduction to the steerage, a low black 
hole lined on either side with two tiers of narrow 
tray-like boxes into which the men were hastily 
clambering. However much I might have felt like 
turning back the thing was impossible then. I hur- 
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ried deeper into the hole and saw that the lower 
berths were already claimed; a few upper ones re- 
mained, and, in desperation I flung my knapsack 
into the one at the end of the passage—at least 
IT would not have one of the howling beasts on 
more than one side of me. 

“My first impresson when settled was that we 
should all smother in the night together. My 
second was that if the boat should sink, I being 
at the end of the passage, would be the last on 
deck, and probably left to drown like a rat in a 
hole.” Later he forced himself to eat some stale 
biscuits and tinned beef and waited grimly for the 
carbon dioxide to asphyxiate him. These men were 
Italian emigrants returning to their homes. “The 
argument that such men prefer to live as they do 
is not strong enough to excuse these foul condi- 
tions,” he wrote, adding, “The sailors had about as 
dirty habits as the people in the steerage.” When 
the ship got under way the air became fresher and 
he slept well the first night. However, it was not 
long before heavy seas were encountered, the 
hatches were closed and he became seasick. The 
stench in the steerage quarters was more than he 
could endure. Thereafter he slept on the deck un- 
less it rained. 

Finally the “Victoria” desposited them in 
Naples and after a long hunt and bargaining he 
succeeded in renting a room with a balcony for 
three dollars. Hervey joined one of the petty of- 
ficers from the “Victoria” to do some sightseeing, 
and soon was exultantly describing the countryside. 
They went to Pompeii, climbed Vesusvius, looked 
down into its smoking depths, and saw the view 
from there across the Bay of Naples to Capri, and 
Ischia. All of this he describes with appreciation. 

He went on many excursions, buying a soldi’s 
worth of bread or the equivalent of two cents worth 
of hot chestnuts for lunch. In a wine shop where 
a woman overcharged him she also paid his looks 
a compliment which remained in his memory and 
left him satisfied with a bad bargain. Fifty years 
later people seeing Hervey White with his ruffled 
gray hair, his open collars, and his colorful dyed 
blouses, would ask whether he was not conscious of 
his picturesque appearance. Some of the entries 
in this diary suggest the answer. The day after 
the woman paid him the compliment, he spent 
improving his appearance. “My hair is growing 
now and the collar of a sweater makes ever a good 
setting for the head . . . Today I met a whole 
convent of young ladies out with the sisters for a 


walk. The girls were very pretty in their black 
dresses and white straw hats banded with black 
velvet, I wondered how I looked. It occurred to 
me that my hands were red, but I folded them care- 
lessly behind me, so that was all right. I believe I 
once had some foolish idea of neglecting my _ per- 
sonal appearance and looking like a regular tramp. 
I see the folly of all that nonsense now.” 

Soon he started on his journey to Rome, tramp- 
ing with a knapsack over his shoulder and stop- 
ping at inns where he paid six cents for a bed in 
rooms shared with others. There were fleas and 
dirt and vulgar companions; but he was beginning 
to like Italian peasants, and in particular the own- 
ers of the farms who took him in and frequently 
gave him far more than was wararnted by the few 
soldi he could pay for board. At Casserta he was 
impressed by the palace and gardens built by 
Charles of Naples. “For the first time I begin 
to see what Europe is or has been, to realize that 
there may be another point of view than that of 
Democracy. I do not mean I am attracted by this 
magnificence, but I must admit I am tremendously 
impressed.” He described the view from the cas- 
caded garden to the fruitful plain seen in all its 
opulence, but as he looked he becomes surfeited 
with “its sweating secureness,” and longed to get 
to sterile soil. “There is a fulsomeness here that 
is almost greasy—but the mountains loom on my 
horizon. 

“As soon as I left the level land and came into 
the monutains the poetry of Italy began for me 
again. Now and again I would see a gray castle 
with its surrounding village, crowning an isolated 
hilltop. I have yet to see a more beautiful thing 
than a city like this rising from a hill—the castles 
are becoming part of the landscapes.” After walk- 
ing twenty miles he found lodging for ten cents for 
the night and here with his bread, figs and sausage 
spread out on a table, with his aching feet and 
legs under the bed covers, and a candle strapped 
to a chair back in camp fashion, he managed to 
feel deliciously at home. “It takes camp life,” he 
said, “to teach one to make a candlelight with a 
string and a library out of a book. All this is so 
different from my loneliness of yesterady. I think 
it was on account of that flat land. Now I know 
there is a gray castle-crowned hill just back of me.” 
A few days more of walking and he says, “The 
world here is full of pastorals, knitting and spinning 
women watch the goats, cattle, sheep and swine; 
men walk with wooden plows driving the wide- 


horned oxen. Young girls on the road wear the 
full white sleeves and purple skirts in the old 
fashion. Gardens, gardens everywhere; stern fort- 
resses grown soft with centuries of sunshine and 
weather-kissing, arched bridges, tunneled hillsides, 
peace, contentment, industry. A place to dream but 
not a place to work in—a poem of the past... 
There may be places in the world more beautiful 
than this valley at the foot of Monte Casino; I 
do not know.” The account of his Italian journey 
afoot is, to me, the best writing Hervey White did. 

When he reached Fresenone he commenced to 
notice what he called “the look towards Rome.” That 
day he spent one cent for breakfast, four cents for 
dinner, his bed that night was five cents and a 
candle one cent; a total of fourteen cents. Five men 
shared his room and they joked and _ talked 
throughout most of it; the fleas were also active, 
and sleep impossible. At the next stop he hired 
a room for himself alone which had the added lux- 
ury of a lamp. At last Rome came into view, but 
it was still a long day’s walk into the city and 
not easy to find lodging he could afford. But he 
succeeded in locating a room for five dollars a 
month. He had taken twelve days to walk from 
Naples to Rome at a cost of four dollars and 
twenty-five cents. 

Up to this time White had been acting like a 
man of the people; of necessity subsisting on the 
most meager rations and through choice associating 
with peasants and the lower classes in the towns. 
In Rome, accompanied by a Baedeker, he became 
the tourist, visiting all the ruins and monuments. 
He visited the Colosseum, making a mental note to 
return to it by moolight even as the most sentimen- 
tal tripper would have done. He went to the mu- 
seums and St. Peter’s and the Pantheon and for a 
while reacted as any other visitor might. After sev- 
eral days he broke away to tramp through the 
Campagna among the herds of feeding sheep and 
the shaggy-legged boys watching them. As a Kan- 
san he wondered why this good soil was not being 
used to grow food. He munched a sprig of penny- 
royal and plucked some daisies, which weren’t real 
daisies, to put in his cap—and he felt better. 

The next day he returned to the museums and 
fell in with an English party who were having 
everything explained by a Latin professor. “I fol- 
lowed through two rooms and by that time was 
so filled with mythology and art that I longed to 
stop and sce if there was any of my original self 
left.” 


There came a period when he felt impelled 
to search for a friend but did not find one among 
the crowds through which he moved. He remem- 
bered the face of a friend in a museum where he 
had gone. It is the portrait of Velasquez painted 
by himself. He took a chair to sit beside the paint- 
ing and found, “the man and I can be very happy 
in each others’ company.” He mentioned among 
his other friends Van Dyck and Guido Reni “of the 
delicate almost querulous face. All the time there 
has been another man with us though we have 
given him less attention because he is an old man 
and must be more or less out of sympathy with 
us younger dreamers. His face is somewhat drawn, 
he has lived his life, but gradually it dawns upon 
me that it is not all lived yet and if he has not 
dreams, he has vigorous intentions which are much 
better. He is not satisfied with what he has done 
any more than the rest of us. My interest in him 
is growing so that I leave my seat and step over to 
see if I can find his name, or at least his artist. J 
find ‘Michael Angelo, painted by himself” Strange, 
I had always thought of him as a heavy-muscled 
man like his own creations. This man is almost 
wiry. If I could only see his hands as well as his 
face! There must be something remarkable about 
those unseen hands. So we sit in our friendly com- 
pany and we talk to each other of the secrets of 
life and we take good hope and courage.” 

After two months in Rome he started out 
again in the direction of Florence; not taking the 
direct route, but allowing himself to follow any 
lane or view which attracted him. On this trip he 
writes lyrical prose of the mountains and lakes 
and people with whom he talked, but it does not 
show new sides of his character. Near Florence 
he came upon many wild flowers. “The first were 
clumps of daffodils hiding away under a hedge 
holding up their yellow lily-like flowers safe in a 
fence of thorns. They were very welcome for all 
that and it seemed right they should be the first 
Florence should offer me. Then there were daisies 
too, and one large star-like variety, bright yellow all 
of them and varnished like the buttercups. I 
plucked one of these and carried it along with me. 
Still it is usually a mistake to pluck a flower. After 
one has enjoyed it what can one do with it? To 
keep it in the hand is only to see it wither. It is 
cruelty to throw it down to die in the dust. I 
know a way to solve the difficulty if there is a 
stream nearby. Today I found one only a little 
out of my way. I walked out on a bridge and 
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dropped the daisy over. Then it danced away on 
the dimpling water, a yellow sun to shine for the 
fishes and frogs.” I quote this paragraph because 
it shows the delicacy of his thoughts at that period 
of his youth. 

“That shining city of the Arno has remained 
in my memory, a place of beauty always in spite 
of its commonplaces; a place in which I grew to- 
wards the beautiful more than in any other city 
I have known. Why did I not write of it, you 
wonder. I can only answer that perhaps the very 
act of growing was sufficient expression of my feel- 
ing and I had nothing left to put down on paper 
except the ordinary contrasts of sordid life.” 

Upon his arrival from Europe White went to 
live in Chicago where he worked for a technological 
library, spending the evenings at Hull House. He 
is said to have organized a group to design and 
make furniture, which came to the attention of 
Charlotte Perkins Stetson who recommended him 
to Whitehead. Also he directed theatricals. Henry 
Morton Robinson, who lived on the Maverick for 
years and was a friend of White’s said of this pe- 
riod that “Jane Addams seeing Hervey was a man 
of unusual talent gave him a high place in her 
counsel.” At night when he had left Hull House 
he would return to his room and write by an oil lamp 
until dawn. In quick succession Small, Maynard 
published his first novels, “Differences” and “Quick 
sand” which were instant successes. Theodore 
Dreiser said, “Our own American ‘Quicksand’ by 
Hervey White I consider among the six great 
novels of the world.” The friends he made at Hull 
House included Clarence Darrow, Sidney Webb, 
Ramsey MacDonald and the Crown Prince of the 
Belgians, then a reporter on a Minneapolis news- 
paper. 

It was while he was connected with Hull House 
that he met Ralph Radcliffe Whitehead. Ina talk 
before the Woodstock Historical Society, I remem- 
ber Hervey telling of his first sight of the English- 
man who approached him with a hesitant, almost 
apologetic, walk. The forthright Westerner con- 
cluded that what the other man needed was a 
good meal and he invited him to a thirty-five cent 
basement cafeteria, and was disappointed to have 
his guest eat so little of this extravagant outlay. 
In return, Whitehead invited him to dinner at one 
of Chicago’s most expensive hotels. Thinking the 
poor fellow would never be able te pay for the meal, 
Hervey stopped at a bank and withdrew thirty 
dollars, thus being preparad for any emergency. 


That evening he was shown into a private din- 
ing room where the waiters made a feeble attempt 
to show respect for Hervey’s hatless and Bohemian 
attire. When his host commenced to order wines, 
and fancy Italian dishes White could feel the thirty 
dollars dwindling in his pocket. Little did he 
know that Whitehead was considered one of the 
richest commoners in England. The latter had 
come to Chicago to investigate certain spiritual 
mediums for the Society of Psychological Research. 

Later Hervey went to California and there 
saw Whitehead in his Montecito home. This gave 
him an opportunity to become more intimate and 
he learned to understand the Englishman who was 
already planning a craft colony envisaged in the 
Oregon forest where he wished to start a furni- 
ture industry with the native woods. He would 
have a large house built for himself and smaller 
ones for the workers. He had even engaged a string 
trio, the members of which were to precede them 
to this almost inaccessble place and be prepared to 
produce music as soon as their patron should arrive. 
White was to accompany the Whitehead family, 
who took the thousand mile journey slowly with 
many side excursions. A log house in the forest 
was ready for them when they arrived. But the 
musicians had become entangled in romantic ad- 
ventures, had quarreled among themselves, and 
there was no music. The entire Oregon project 
failed before it was well under way. 

Soon after their return from Oregon, White- 
head and Hervey White met with Bolton Brown 
in the latter’s Palo Alto home. They discussed 
plans for an arts and crafts colony to be located in 
the proximity of a large city. Brown recommended 
the Catskill Mountains, and after long discussion 
he was sent east by Whitehead to search for a 
suitable location. The founding of the Byrdcliffe 
colony has been already told. 

When Hervey White chose the site for his 
colony, he picked a farm on low land, saying, “One 
gets so tired of climbing a hill to get one’s supper, 
it is better to live in the valley and climb the hills 
for a view.” He chose to name it “The Maverick” 
after a wild or untamned creature. With the help 
of Fritz Van der Loo, who paid half, White pro- 
viding the remainder, they purchased Peter Os- 
trander’s farm of one hundred and two acres just 
over the Hurley boundary from Woodstock for one 
hundred dollars cash, and a mortgage of five hund- 
red. Van der Loo soon returned to his native land 
after agreeing with Hervey that if an offer to buy 


any of the land should be made to either of them, 
it would be referred to the other partner who 
would refuse to sell. 

About this year, 1904, Hervey married Vivian 
Bevans, a girl who had previously come to Byrd- 
cliffe and has been described as very beautiful. He 
built a cottage for them called Bear Camp, where 
in due time they had two sons, Dan and Caleb. 
The primitaive life and uncertain future proved 
difficult for the wife and two babies, although Her- 
vey, trying to be a wage earner, taught school for 
a while in West Hurley. There was talk of his 
going to a city to get a regular job to support his 
family, but when the final decision had to be made 
he chose to remain on the Maverick and the beau- 
tiful wife left with the children. Shortly before 
Hervey’s death Dan, then grown, came to see his 
father; which was believed to be the only contact 
between the boys and their parent. Vivian Bevans 
must have known the type of man she was marry- 
ing and it should have been obvious he would never 
be domesticated, but from her point of view the sit- 
uation became intolerable. 

In 1908 White set up a hand press on which 
he printed his books, plays and magazines: setting 
the type, stitching, cutting and binding by hand. 
“The Wild Hawk” begun in 1911 lasted about five 
years. It was a _ periodical and every number 
contained his stories or poetry or installments of 
his Journal of the trip through Italy. There were 
also contributions by a few others including Ed- 
ward Yoemans, the educator, poetry by Allan 
Updegraff and stories by Edwin Bjorkman and Eric 
Lindin. Unfortunately the stories by the last two 
were not original but translations from European 
folklore, and although they were charming they do 
not add to our collection of Woodstockiana. The 
successor in 1916 to “The Wild Hawk” was “The 
Plowshare,” “conducted” by Hervey White, Allen 
Updegraff and C. E. Lindin, and later Gustave 
Hellstrom. This was a more versatile magazine 
containing editorials, reviews and woodcuts by local 
artists, besides poems, fiction and even advertise- 
ments. These magazines were widely distributed 
and acclaimd among those interested in indepen- 
dent literary ventures. 

In the first copy of “The Plowshare,” Hervey 
White writes of Woodstock, “Our special stock in 
trade is our humanness. We even include the 
institutions and conventions as essential to human- 
ness. We are not revolutionaries; we are but harm- 
lessly tinged with radicalism; we are not the wild 
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anarchists that onlookers might judge us from the 
freedom exhibited in our clothes. We are just or- 
dinary nice people in the main . . . a little nicer 
than others it is true, but not so nice as to be 
devoid of interest and inspiration. 

“Woodstock is a group of idealists .. . We are 
not all idealists however. That is the charming 
thing about Woodstock, that it isn’t all of any- 
thing, nor yet quite all of everything .. . On the 
whole we do not vastly differ from the denizens of 
the city. We are selected from the city, that is all. 
Self selected and of course well selected.” 

In an early issue there was a play by Hervey 
White called “The Woodcutter” which had no dra- 
matic possibilities, but it did show an understand- 
ing of the core of nature when the woodcutter says, 
“I’ve often thought what it must be like when a 
tree feels the ax in its body. Why shouldn’t a tree 
have its feelings—tree feelings of course. I almost 
wish sometimes I was a tree (he lays his cheek 
against the bark). It’s as if I could feel the sap 
flowing, coming up from the millions of roots in 
the ground. There’s a peace about it that human’s 
don’t have.” 

Over the years, “The Plowshare” contained 
many interesting articles. Among the contribut- 
ors was Bolton Brown who stirred up a hornet’s 
nest by his remarks on democratic and majority 
rule. It brought heated replies from Hellstrom, 
Norman Boggs and others. Brown maintained that 
democracy did not favor art, science or education, 
and that the only freedom in a real democracy was 
the freedom to be like every other democrat. He 
recommended training the powers of the child and 
so to set its face, that it should try all things, that 
it should therefore doubt all things, that it should 
get outside of mass hypnotism and see new truth 
and perhaps God in something else than its own 
class-image. He adds, but that would be for de- 
mocracy to cut its own throat and cease to be a 
democracy! 

In these early numbers of “The Plowshare,” 
there. were woodcuts by Fernand Leger, Henry 
Mattson, Konrad Cramer, William E. Schumacher 
(who would only allow that there were two artists in 
the entire history of art whose work excelled his), 
Pamela Brown, Carl Eric Lindin, Ethel Canby 
Peets and John Bates. There were designs by Hunt 
Diedrich who was probably the finest craftsman 
and designer who ever lived in Woodstock, and 
numerous others. 

“The Plowshare” ran until January, 1920, or 
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anyway that is the last copy obtainable. But it 
was revived or taken over later with Hervey White 
by Henry Morton Robinson and Ernest Brace. This 
time it was subtitled “A Literary Periodical of 
One-Man Exhibits,” each copy devoted to only one 
author. 

In the “Woodstock Bulletin” of September 1, 
1928, William Harlan Hale wrote, “Every summer 
we find thrust upon us a new weekly or biweekly 
paper which we read until autumn and forget com- 
pletely by next spring, when another paper appears 
to take its place.’ (And the procession of local 
publications still passes; it has been a long one.) 

Long after White had begun, “The Hue and 
Cry” was conceived by several young bloods, prin- 
cipally Alex Brook and Josh Billings. 

“Besides the Maverick sheets” (Hale meant 
Hervey’s own publications) “and “The Hue and 
Cry,’ there have been others. Poet Seaver edited 
a magazine ‘1924 and that year the ‘Woodstock 
Almanac’ made its first and only appearance. This 
April was born the ‘Woodstock Bulletin’, this Au- 
gust the ‘Saturday Morning.’ What a journalistic 
bustle! Three papers this summer in a little town 
like this! Of course the field is overcrowded .. . 
But they are essentially different from each other, 
these rivals. ‘Saturday Morning,’ Mr. Newgold’s 
house-organ, shows an especial flair for important 
great names; another, the ‘Woodstock Bulletin,’ 
limits itself to strict news which ranges from notes 
on the Maverick Festival to the reflection that Mr. 
G. W. Elwyn has bought a new car, and as for 
‘The Hue and Cry,’ it is printed on paper of two 
colors which change weekly, as does the pen-name 
of one of its columnists.” 


Music 


The first musician who established himself on 
the Maverick was Paul Kefer, the cellist, who had 
been engaged to play in Byrdcliffe by the White- 
heads, and moved across the valley with Hervey 
White. Kefer brought Horace Britt, an even more 
distinguished cellist, to the Maverick and it was 
Britt who persuaded Pierre Henrotte, the much 
loved violinist, to jom them. Among the early 
musicians to arrive whom Britt invited, was George 
Plochman. He in turn brought Charles Cooper, 
another pianist, and Edward Kreiner. Thus the 
musicians gathered on the Maverick. At ‘first 
they played together informally, but in 1913 Pierre 
Henrotte, accompanied by George Howard, gave a 
violin recital in the Firemen’s Hall in Woodstock 


Village; and there was another recital there with 
Britt and Marion Eames, a soprano. The next 
year a string quartet played in the village with Hen- 
rotte, violin, Henri Micheau, viola, Roger Britt (a 
brother of Horace) and Paul Kefer, cellists. World 
War I had begun and the proceeds of this concert 
were given to the Red Cross. Henrotte remembers 
they played Beethoven’s Quintet No. 2, op. 59, and 
numbers by Raff and Glazounow. ‘These concerts 
were so enthusiastically received that plans were 
started for a permanent ensemble and a_ concert 
hall on the Maverick. 

The concert hall opened in 1916 with a trio 
played by Englebert Roentgen, Charles Cooper and 
Edward Kreiner; and the audience loved not only 
the good music, but the informality of the musicians 
playing in their shirt sleeves, the feel of being in the 
forest, and even the odor of the new pine benches. 
The hall had been built from trees cut on the 
grounds, long poles making the frame with rough 
boards forming the roof and sides. One end of this 
rustic building was open; the other had an addition 
added for a small musician’s waiting room. At this 
end of the interior was a platform and the audience 
paid twenty-five cents for the privilege of sitting on 
planks. Here they sat enthralled by the excellence 
of the chamber music, while the sunshine entered 
between the lines of white-washed boards colored 
greenish-yellow as it filtered through the trees, and 
hearing an occasional bird song vying with the 
instruments. A summer rain might patter on the 
roof and claps of thunder force the players to a 
sudden pause, but the music would soon be re- 
sumed. In the old days everyone was welcome 
to bring their pets and babies, but eventually these 
created such a disturbance they had to be banned. 
A dilapidated bus brought part of the audience, a 
few came in their own cars, but most of the sudents 
gladly walked the few miles from the village to the 
concert hall, where they sat enraptured listening to 
Bach, Beethoven, Tschaikowski and other great 
composers, an experience to fire their creative spirit. 
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Soon the resident musicians included fine per- 
formers such as Englebert Roentgen of a well- 
known musical family in Holland, who played his 
Gagliano cello here for many years, and headed the 
first Woodstock String Quartet. He was desolated 
when it was smashed into hundreds of pieces by his 
own car which had been parked on a slope. An 
expert undertook to repair it and, although expen- 
sive, it was mended so skillfully the tone was bet- 
ter than ever! Another musician was Henri 
Micheau who arrived from the station, which was 
three miles away, trundling his luggage in a wheel- 
barrow; there came Leon Barzin, Sr., who was first 
viola with the Metropolitan Opera Orchestra, Ga- 
briel Peyre from the same source, and Georges 
Barrere of the golden flute. They all played for 
the love of producing fine music, because the few 
dollars divided among them after a concert would 
scarcely pay for new strings for their instruments, 
which sometimes suffered from the damp air. By 
1918 the cost of admission was raised to fifty cents. 

For years Pierre Henrotte played in many of 
the concerts and directed others. During the sec- 
ond season while Henrotte was on tour, Edward 
Deru took over the direction. He had been violin- 
ist for the King of the Belgians and more recently 
had been heard in recitals with Ysaye. It is from 
Pierre’s little notebook that I have taken most of 
my information of the early Maverick concerts. Last 
autumn in his little house, which looks as though 
it might have been built to house a character from 
one of Hans Andersen’s fairy tales, its appearance 
like a miniature manor house of stone walls and 
tiled roof, I sat with him and asked many questions 
which he answered with his quick smiling eagerness 
to help. His wife, Elvira, hobbled in to greet me 
before I left, she having been invalided with a 
broken leg. That was why Pierre would frequently 
excuse himself to dart out to the kitchen to baste 
a roast which was emitting savory odors from the 
oven. . 

For forty years the Maverick concerts have 
continued and Henrotte remembers most of the 
musicians and artists. He spoke of baritone Mario 
Lourenti, and how it was through him that Elsa 
Schiaparelli had come. At the time she was not 
known in the world of fashion and was glad to make 
a little money knitting sweaters. He recalled Cap- 
lmger of “Tompkins Corner” fame on radio and 
how he ended by running a successful restaurant 
in Lafitte’s Tavern in New Orleans. It was he who 
brought the Negro John on the Maverick, where he 
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settled down for the rest of his life. John grew a 
few vegetables in front of his shack and somehow 
managed to eat over the years until he received an 
old age pension. He refused all offers of work say- 
ing, “Mr. White don’t work, why should I?” He 
did not consider the writing and printing of books 
work. 

Hervey persuaded Elvira Henrotte to start the 
only restaurant on the Maverick, called the “In- 
telligencia,” which she undertook with the help of 
several of the artists including Arnold and Lucile 
Blanch. Hervey was successful getting people to 
work but rarely credited them with their efforts 
on his behalf. Later the “Intelligencia” was run by 
a character called Hippolite, who was supposed to 
have been an anarchist; anyway he was sufficiently 
bizarre to attract a clientele. It was a pleasant 
place to dine out-of-doors after a Sunday concert, 
and one could always count on the soup being good. 

The career of John Flannagan ended _ before 
he achieved his peak. He showed remarkable tal- 
ent in his sculpture but it was said he was alcoholic. 
Gne day in 1924, he took an ax with which he carved 
the Maverick horse out of a living tree, with only 
the ax as a tool. It still stands at the entrance to 
the Maverick, a vigorous sculpture and a symbol for 
the untamed. 

During the next few years of the concerts, 
besides the musicians already mentioned, there 
also appeared Sandor Harmati, conductor of the 
Omaha Orchestra, Gaston and Edward Dethier of 
the Juilliard School, Samuel Lefshey, now of the 
Philadelphia Orchestra, the Letz Quartet — Alfred 
Megerline, Michel Piastro and our own Inez Rich- 
ards, whose piano playing gave pleasure for years. 
There was a recital by Georgette Leblanc, and by 
the Chamber Music Society of San Francisco which 
Henrotte marked with three X’s, indicating they 
were unusually good. Paul Lemay, of the Minne- 
apolis Symphony, and the Kalbourn Quartet came, 
which included Gustave Tinlot and Gerald Kunz 
who is still a resident. There was a recital by Paul 
Robeson in 1925, and later Henry Deering played 
the piano at a concert; and on another Sunday 
Clara and David Mannes were heard. Under the 
caption by Henrotte, “Foremost player of chamber 
music,” he lists William Kroll who has frequently 
played his violin for us and has spent the past 
twenty-five summers in Woodstock, travelling back 
and forth between the Catskills and the Berkshires, 
when his services were required at Tanglewood. 
A few of us remember Leon Barzin, Jr. as a boy 
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when he would turn the pages for the piano players. 
He had eyes and ears that seemed to absorb all 
the beauty, soc intently were they concentrated on 
the music. Indeed he learned it well and it was 
not long before he gave a recital with Gaetana 
Britt, another musician’s child. Young Barzin has 
now become leader of the National Orchestral As- 
sociation and is famous. It was music which first 
attracted the community to the Maverick and now 
after more than forty years the Sunday concerts 
are as popular as ever. 

Pierre Henrotte was born in Liege, Belgium, 
and his wife Elvira was Premier Ballerina with 
the Metropolitan Opera Ballet when he became 
concert-master and sometimes leader of that or- 
chestra. Henrotte as a young man showed such 
extraordinary ability with his violin that he was 
accepted below the age limit as a pupil in the 
Royal Conservatory. To pay for his tuition he 
took a position as second violinist in a local thea- 
ter. At sixteen he received his first prize as a vio- 
linist, which led to an offer to play in the Sables 
d’Olonne summer theater. When he appeared for 
the job the manager almost wept because he looked 
so small. After he had played the manager not 
only was satisfied but offered him a winter engage- 
ment at the Grandes Theater at Nantes. Later 
he became concert-master of the symphony orches- 
tras at Nice and at Aix-les-Bains, and frequently 
appeared as a soloist with celebrated artists. In 
1904 he came to America to play with the Bagby 
group, and toured with Madame Nordica, Alice 
Neilsen, Maggie Teyte and other prima donnas. 
After many years with the Metropolitan Orchestra 
he resigned to give more of his time to the Wil- 
liams School of Music at West Saugerties. For a 
number of years before his retirement he directed 
the New Orleans Symphony, but always returned 
in the summer to his home on the Maverick. He 
will be especially remembered for his “Woodstock 
Ensemble.” 

There has been mention of George Barrere, 
but as yet nothing said of the quality of his play- 
ing. He was regarded as the finest flutist in the 
world, and Woodstock audiences were quick to 
appreciate his virtuosity. As “The New Freeman” 
once said, “A flute cannot be played as Mr. Barrere 
plays it; there are no such exquisite gradations 
in a flute as he gets out of it.” He had been born 
in Bordeaux, France, and as a child began his musi- 
cal career playing on a tin whistle which had been 
given him as a toy. This was the beginning al- 
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though it was years before he achieved the pinnacle 
of his profession and became the “monarch of the 
golden flute.” At twenty he took the first prize 
at the National Conservatory. In turn he played 
at the Folies-Bergere, the Concerts de L’Opera, and 
founded a wind instrument ensemble before coming 
to America to play under Walter Damrosch. This 
led to one triumph after another. In 1929 he con- 
ducted the Maverick concerts for the Festival, 
played in many of the concerts, built his home here 
and was thereafter identified with Woodstock. 
Barrere could be amusing, and the audiences en- 
joyed his comments whenever he made announce- 
ments regarding the concerts. Written for a local 
newspaper is an example of his sense of fun. “Are 
you an artist or not? As long as you have elected 
Woodstock as your rusticating abode, you must 
do something artistic in life; dress raggedly and 
look odd. If not what would be the use of the 
Tourists to come to see the Artists? Opposite the 
Art Gallery, some of these Pilgrims in a Pierce- 
Arrow asked me the way to the Colony, pointing 
inquiringly towards the Bearsville Boulevard. As 
if | were a stranger or a joker I asked them, ‘What 
Colony?’ The Pierce-Arrow’s owner looking dis- 
gustedly at my open shirt and unshined shoes re- 
torted, ‘The Artist Colony of course! .. .I told 
them, ‘You are right in the midst of it. Showing 
them Paul Rohland emerging from Happy’s store 
with an armful of groceries while Pierre Henrotte 
was having a fight with Jesse Wolven over the 
high price of frankfurters .. . The Pierce-Arrowers 
stepped on the gas and disappeared towards the 
Nook, convinced that I was most ungracious to 
deny them the information so politely required. 

“Never mind! When in the midwinter some 
charming Girl comes to you after a concert in St. 
Louis or Seattle and insists on shaking hands with 
you because she is from Woodstock too, you feel 
proud to have obtained your second papers from 
the Colony of Artists.” : 

One of his stories was about a concert tour 
several of the Maverick musicans made to Mexico. 
In Mexico City they dined together at a French 
restaurant, where the maitre d’hotel was delighted 
hearing their French conversation and learning who 
they were. The musicians, who were accompanied 
by their wives, asked if there were snails to be had 
at the restaurants. The proprietor was “desole” 
there were none available that evening, but prom- 
ised he would have them the following night. On 
that occasion the only person who ordered them 


was Madame Britt. She did not enjoy the dish 
because the snails seemed soft and had an unfa- 
miliar taste. Upon inquiry, the maitre d’hotel ex- 
plained, “Well, you must know snails are difficult 
to find in Mexico, but here we have a fat cater- 
pillar which we consider a good substitute.” I 
wonder if Madame Britt wrinkled her nose at that 
announcement, because she is the only person I 
ever heard of whom it was said that she refused to 
smile in fear of creating wrinkles—which to me is 
as amusing as the snail story! 

There were many more musicians who played 
from time to time at the Sunday concerts. I have 
mentioned the Letz quartet, which in staying 
through one winter of practice before going on tour, 
gave us an opportunity to hear fine musc. When 
the audience could no longer keep warm in great- 
coats and blankets sitting in the breezy Maverick 
hall, they moved their concerts to the Art Gallery. 
The musicians were Hans Letz, Horace Britt, 
Edwin Bachman and Edward Kreiner. 

In Henrotte’s little notebook is a list of the 
artists who exhibited during the first concerts. In 
order they were: Carl Eric Lindin, William Schu- 
macher, Catherine Watkins, Alfred Hutty, Marion 
Bullard, Anita Smith, Grace Johnson (sculpture), 
Henry Mattson and Eugene Speicher. 


Festivals 


By the time twenty or so cottages had been 
built on the Maverick, the need for water became 
acute. Of course there was no plumbing, but even 
water dipped by the pailful from the dug wells was 
scarce. Hervey White came to the reluctant con- 
clusion that it would be necessary to have an ar- 
tesian well drilled. No water was found until the 
drill had bitten fifteen hundred feet into the Cats- 
kill rock and Hervey found himself fifteen hundred 
dollars in debt at a period when a dollar was worth 
a dollar. Several of the musicians living nearby 
suggested that a fete be held to help pay for the 
well, and in the summer of 1916 the first Maverick 
Festival took place. 

On the date chosen when all preparations were 
completed, it poured rain as if the witch was 
laughing at the fuss which had been made to obtain 
and pay for a water supply. Hervey was in des- 
pair seeing all the expense of the preparations being 
added to the cost of the well. It continued to rain 
for several days, and to try to cheer Hervey the 
musicians conspired together to give him a tin pan 
serenade. They organized a band with buckets and 
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dishpans, and created such terrifying sounds that 
it did exorcise the old squaw spirit who lives above 
the mountains, and the following day was clear. 
The sun, followed by the moon, shone on the fresh- 
ly washed Catskills with invigorating purity; the 
air more luminous than any city dweller would ever 
see. 

Few of us will forget the beauty, although we 
may not remember the details of that first Festi- 
val. There was a dramatic performance of some 
kind and suppers were eaten on the meadow now 
used for parking. Many bonfires were lighted, 
around which gathered gypsy-looking groups of 
people cooking stews or toasting hot dogs and 
boiling coffee in blackened pots—because there was 
little liquor in evidence at that first Festival. 
Everyone attempted to wear some costume, as the 
entrance fee was doubled if one did not appear 
in fancy dress, although it could be only a peasant 
smock and a bright handkerchief tied around the 
head; or a wreath of grape leaves which Hervey 
wore to resemble Pan, which suited him well. Later 
the crowd, in their vivid array, took their seats 
in the stone quarry—scrambling to points of van- 
tage among the shelving rocks and “tailings” left 
by the stone workers—while above them a white 
goat played along the rim, adding a decorative 
note to the sylvan scenery. A small orchestra, di- 
rected by Leon Barzin, Sr., with Gabriel Peyre and 
a few other good musicians, played and never did 
Tchaikovsky seem finer to our ears than when his 
music resounded off that rocky amphitheater. As 
we listened, it gradually became dark until a full 
moon appeared above the treetops, providing a 
gentle light into which the Russian dancer Lada, 
gracefully moved to present her recital. How good 
she was we could not judge because we were en- 
chanted by the setting, the music and the grace 
of her movements, all of which enhanced her art 
beyond evaluation. It was one of those rare occa- 
sions when everything seemed perfect. 

The Festivals soon outgrew the quarry as 
accounts of the revelry spread. until unfortunately 
it became famous far beyond the borders of the 
village. The first Festival paid for the well and 
subsequent ones would provide the means of pay- 
ing Hervey’s debts for the preceding year, although 
after about a week he would be left as poor as when 
he started. Each year a new theme would provide 
the subject for the show and suggest the costumes 
the public were supposed to wear. One of the 
early Festivals was a gypsy carnival, and one of 
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the most attractive groups to arrive consisted of 
Ethel and Orville Peets, with blankets and uten- 
sils heaped into a little cart pulled by that balky 
western pinto, Teddy (who should have his biog- 
raphy written.) The Peets set up a genuine-look- 
ing gypsy camp around their bonfire, and while 
Ethel cooked their food in a black iron pot ona 
tripod, Orville—in a Portugese nomad’s outfit— 
collected wood which he chopped with gusto to 
keep the fire blazing. 

At one of the early Festivals, a pair of world 
champion wrestlers, brought by the Chase brothers, 
performed. When it came time for the act they 
did not appear and Frank and Ned Chase went to 
search for them. They were found under a tree 
completely absorbed by poetry being read to them 
by Hervey White. As a matter of fact, they were 
of a higher cultural level than most of the artists 
who deplored this advent of sports to the May- 
erick. 

One year Bob Chanler, who was more famous 
for his escapades than his art, put on the show 
“Nebucchadnezzar.” On another occasion, Stein- 
hilber presented the “Pirate Ship;” for another, 
Farrell Pelly had a “Circus,” and there was a fan- 
tasy from the Arabian Nights, “Sheherazade.” On 
yet another year, they gave a scene from the Can- 
terbury Tales. On this occasion there was a page- 
ant which started on the Woodstock Village Green 
with knights on horseback and ladies in wimples 
riding sidesaddle upon very surprised and resplend- 
ently caparisoned farm horses, driving them to a 
friskiness they hadn’t shown in years. However, 
after various unexpected side shows they finally ar- 
rived at the Maverick. In 1929, there was a Gay 
Nineties performance in which Barrere did a cha- 
ricature of John Philip Sousa. Another time he 
was a black-faced comedian in a Minstrel Show. 
In a few of the earlier performances there were 
plays in which a trio of Frances Rogers, Alice 
Beard and Phoebe Ropes delighted the audiences 
with the clever skits they wrote and played them- 
selves. Sometimes after the Festivals, Hervey in- 
vited the workers to a pig roast which in some ways 
recaptured the spirit of the original entertainments. 

In 1929, R. F. Duffus, in the “New York 
Times Magazine,” wrote an account about Wood- 
stock which was interesting and fairly accurate, 
although he begins by calling Whitehead “White- 
side,” which unfortunately has been copied in 
later articles. He describes the Saturday Market 
Fair, which was then at its best; he tells of the 


Riseley swimming hole, the exhibitions and the 
theater. Of the Maverick Festivals he said it was 
a means for enabling people to get rid of their inhi- 
bitions, three or four thousand people wishing to 
do this. He said it began at four in the afternoon 
and continued until four A.M. To quote from his 
writing: “But when people are allowed to take off 
some inhibitions, they are likely to take off too 
many. Last year it was felt too many were doffed. 
The two lone State Policemen who tried to keep 
order did not entirely succeed. The fault was not 
White’s, perhaps not even Woodstock’s. The most 
boisterous of the revelers, it was thought, came 
from adjoining towns and perhaps from New York. 
Nevertheless, the aftermath was that many sober- 
minded people in the vicinity began to wonder if 
the Maverick had not got out of hand, and if it 
ought not to be abandoned.” 

By this time most of the old crowd ceased to 
participate beyond possibly paying the entrance 
fee and showing up for an hour in deference to their 
friend Hervey. Seeing the nude figure is nothing 
exceptional to artists, and they do not see anything 
lewd in a model posing naked in a stream, but to 
exploit the body can disgust them. For example, 
at the Festival one outsider, abiding the stricture 
to wear some clothes, covered his body with tights 
and then painted on the outside his entire anatomy, 
which was a form of vulgarity. The carousing 
through the night became increasingly repulsive 
until even the limit of Hervey’s tolerance was 
reached, and the Festivals were discontinued in 
1931. 


Theatre 


The Maverick theater as an enterprise started 
in 1924. The preceding fall the Irish born actor, 
Dudley Digges, who was well known in New York, 
motored through Woodstock and met Hervey White 
and, to use his own expression, was enchanted by 
the man and the place. Hervey outlined for him 
a plan for a rustic theater in which plays of dis- 
tinction could be produced; and Digges, becoming 
intrigued, agreed to come the following summer as 
director. The theater was built on a natural slope 
without flooring, where the patrons took their seats 
on rough boards amidst a cloud of clay dust. It 
also lacked any of the so-called facilities. In July 
the theater opened with “The Dragon” by Lady 
Gregory, in which Helen Hayes, Dudley Digges, 
Norman Mitchell, E. J. Ballantine and Edward 
G. Robinson played in the cast. Helen Hayes “was 


stopping in Byrdcliffe and came over to the 
Maverick” for the performances. The audience en- 
joyed the play even though the production was 
hampered by poor lighting and staging. 

The following is a copy of a letter received 
from Helen Hayes. 

“June 19, 1957 
“My dear Miss Smith: 

“Am without a secretary due to prolonged 
illness of a member of her family. I am trying to 
take care of mail on my own. A deadly task! 

“Woodstock! The Maverick theater. Hervey 
White. All of us indigent actors so grateful to be 
there for four weeks’ room and board. Eddie Rob- 
inson, also broke, looking longingly at the paintings 
of Bellows, Carroll, Speicher, etc. First perform- 
ance of the lovely Lady Gregory play a huge suc- 
cess—tried a second performance, ‘popular demand’ 
—got rained out! I remember one dilemma I had 
during our only performance. Had to lie still in 
apparent death through nearly all of last act. Mos- 
quitoes settled in large groups for banqueting. They 
got so they didn’t even fly away after a bite—just 
walked across to a fresh spot! But I kept still! 

“Don’t remember Whitehead—only his younger 
brother who beaued me around. 

“All in all, it was a unique spot in the world, 
wasn’t it? Throbbing with creation, flashing with 
genius—and so placid and countrified withal. Sorry 
for this incoherent note. I dictate better. 

Sincerely, 
Helen Hayes” 

(Whitehead had no brother and the person 
Miss Hayes referred to was probably Ralph White- 
head, Jr.) 

This success led to other performances. The 
next play was Lord Dunsany’s “The Lost Silk Hat,” 
with Edward G. Robinson and Brandon Peters. 
This was followed by Eugene O’Neill’s tragedy 
‘Where the Cross is Made,” in which Rose Hobart, 
Ballantine and Digges appeared. A comedy by 
Franz Molnar called “Sacred and Profane Art” 
with David Bell Bridge in the leading part was 
given next, and at the same time Mollie Pearson of 
“Bunty Pulls the Strings” fame, began rehearsals 
of Cotton’s “Andrew Takes a Wife.” The final 
performance given over Labor Day was “Antony 
and Cleopatra” in which a Finnish actress, Madame 
Tempiere, was starred. She was probably on the 
heavy side because given with this was a comedy 
called “Fixin’s.” No crashing success or financial 
rewards came from that first year of the theater 
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at the Maverick, but it did prove there was a place 
for good drama in Woodstock. 

It is curious how slight has been the “artists’ ” 
cultural influence upon those who were born in 
the village. Important books have been written 
here, exhibitions shown by painters who made his- 
tory in American art; some of the finest music and 
greatest actors and actresses were here for all to 
hear and see, and yet only a half dozen or so of 
the villagers ever attended the concerts, the art 
shows or the theaters until cheap Broadway hits 
were presented. These drew a large Ulster County 
audience and also had the reverse effect of dimin- 
ishing the attendance of the  creative-minded 
people. 

For several years there were no resident groups 
giving plays regularly on the Maverick. There 
were special preformances; for instance, a French 
Divertissement presented by Edith King and 
Dorothy Coit, who lived at The Lark’s Nest in 
Byrdcliffe. They spent an entire season training 
children of all ages—down to Teddy Goddard who 
was three—painting scenery and making costumes 
with infinite patience for detail. The result was 
a jewel-like performance into which the children 
fitted like small gems. Later in New York these 
two women became famous with their productions 
at the Heckscher Children’s Theater. 

In 1925 a beautiful dance recital was pre- 
sented by Ruth St. Denis, Ted Shawn and Charles 
Weidman. There was a dancer already on the 
Maverick, Alexis Kosloff. He was born in Russia 
and at seventeen had been the youngest pupil to 
graduate from the ‘Moscow Ballet School. He was 
a member of the Imperial Russian Ballet and was 
for seventeen years ballet master of the Metropoli- 
tan Opera in New York, and was well known as 
a teacher. He and his wife, who was a painter 
and musician, bought the Barnes’ farm next to 
Hervey White’s property. Among Kosloff’s pupils 
were Marilyn Miller, John Barrymore, Marion 
Davies, Maude Adams and Alice Brady. 

Hervey White is described as philosophical 
about anything which might happen, which is par- 
tially true. An example of this attitude occurred 
when he was listening to a concert and one of the 
cottages caught fire. Someone slipped onto the 
bench beside him and excitedy whispered the news. 
“Oh let it burn,” he replied. “What’s the use of 
doing anything about it?” Afterwards when he 
was questioned on the topic of insuring the cot- 
tages, he said, “It’s too expensive. Anyway, if only 
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one cottage burns every five years I would end up 
better off than if I had paid for the insurance.” 
Certainly the houses were not individually very 
valuable and almost nothing was done to keep 
them in repair or clean. Hervey’s philosophy was 
turning to inertia. 

The whole place was run down by 1929 when 
a fresh group took over the theater and a dozen 
cottages. It was headed by Allen DeLano, Gladys 
Hurlbut and Teddy Balantine, the last named hav- 
ing been living in Woodstock for several years. 
They were professionals and wanted their agree- 
ments in writing with regular leases which Hervey 
said he couldn’t give without Van der Loo’s consent 
—which, if obtainable, would have taken most of 
the season to secure. They were starting a school 
as well as trying to build a reputation which would 
repay them in future seasons, if not immediately. 
The “Intelligencia,” run by a Russian, was to be 
their eating place; but a week before the theater 
opened the Russian changed his mind, and Gladys 
Hurlbut was obliged to run the restaurant with the 
help of an old colored cook. She ran back and 
forth to Kingston for the supplies of food, and also 
planned the meals which were so good the clientele 
ate overabundantly—and at the same time com- 
menced charge accounts which she knew could 
never be collected. They were furious when she 
insisted upon cash payments from everyone, includ- 
ing Hervey’s friends. She was willing to allow him 
free meals but could not permit him to bring along 
groups of guests to run their accounts into the red. 
The philosopher was so angry, according to by- 
standers, that he shook all over; and from that 
time frequently showed a vindictive attitude to- 
wards the theater company. Nor was it confined 
to that group, but extended to others who tried 
to make a financial success of the theater. Hervey 
maintained he was not interested in having known 
plays produced, but only in experimental work. He 
could never understand that the capital outlay nec- 
essary for a summer theater required proportion- 
ate box office returns. Hervey wrote plays himself 
which everyone else knew were not producible. 

Allen DeLano tried to get the theater in shape. 
It was merely a shell of a building in which the 
bats and flying squirrels were domiciled and occa- 
sionally thereafter would steal a scene. The stage 
was tiny and there were practically no wings. They 
would therefore have to build on storage space and 
a workroom. There was a homemade electric light 
plant which could not be depended upon to funce- 


tion. The Electric Company said they would put 
electric current into the theater if DeLano would 
sell twenty contracts to the cottagers, which he 
did. He was dismayed to learn that Hervey didn’t 
like this; saying he did not want tenants improving 
his houses. He wanted them left in their primitive 
state and added that Allen had no business giving 
the artists delusions of grandeur. His protest was 
too late to prevent the improvement from being 
accomplished. 

The cottages were in terrible condition. Hervey 
was persuaded to use some of the rent money for 
new mattresses but would not do anything else. 
Gladys Hurlbut and a school friend, who had come 
to run the box office, had to shovel out the dirt and 
scrub and clean twelve houses. Hervey flitted un- 
happily from cottage to cottage, convinced the 
charm of the Maverick was being destroyed by 
fresh curtains and flowers in every toothbrush glass 
with which the apprentices were welcomed. The 
pupils arrived friendly and stage-struck and brought 
all their troubles to Gladys, who said she felt like 
the mother of all the mountain. One of the teachers 
was a spinster with madness in her eyes who was 
frightened by one of the young students the night 
she arrived. His name was Harvey Fite, and he 
was working out his tuition by sleeping at night in 
the theater as watchman and by keeping every- 
body’s woodbox filled. It was raining this partic- 
ular evening and he had on bathing trunks and 
nothing else as he carried an armful of wood to 
her cottage. In answer to his knock, she opened 
the door and seeing his white torso, she shrieked 
and ran through the woods to Gladys, to whom 
she cried that there had come a naked man to her 
door and what would her family say to that? She 
was past forty and Allen DeLano remarked in his 
dry way that her family might say to be sure to let 
him in. 

Opening night was approaching on which they 
were playing “Wedding Bells,” starring Gladys 
Hurlbut as Rosalie for which she had to rehearse 
besides doing a hundred other jobs. They had a 
new switchboard, new curtains and freshly painted 
scenery, but they were most concerned over the 
holes in the rutted lane which led to the theater, 
particularly as a new playhouse had been opened 
in a barn close to the village. Allen decided to 
take fifty of their precious dollars with which he 
persuaded the town scraper to level the road, 
which they were doing on the day of the opening 
when Hervey came by and started another scene 


yelling that Allen was ruining the Maverick. He 
added that they were merely commercial and not 
real artists, and they were to do nothing but pro- 
duce plays. 

The town machinery and Hervey White 
blocked the road when Gladys was heading toward 
home and a lysol bath after the garbage crisis. No 
provision had been made for disposing of the gar- 
bage, and behind the restaurant was an accumu- 
lation topped by the combination of fish waste and 
a heat wave, which had saturated the whole Mav- 
erick with a terrible stench. Nobody could be 
found to handle the situation, so Gladys with Har- 
vey Fite drove the truck to the scene and ladled 
out the filthy mess by the pailful and took it to a 
distant ledge where they dumped it. That night 
when she appeared on stage, looking gorgeous in 
an evening gown, there was a loud shout from the 
back of the house, “My God, it’s the garbage 
woman!” 

The second week they gave “Rain.” Allen 
DeLano worked all week with Ned Thatcher, who 
was very ingenious, to build the rain effect upon 
which the mood of the play depended. At the 
dress rehearsal their rain poured down beautifully 
and was caught in a trough to be carried back and 
used again. However, on opening night God pro- 
vided a real storm and it rained so hard and long 
that when the curtain went up nobody could hear 
a line of the play, and when Allen turned on his 
rain it merely looked as if the theater roof was 
leaking. These stories were told by Gladys Hurl- 
but, but I remember that wonderful performance 
of “Rain” and how enthusiastically it was received. 
One reviewer said Hurlbut displayed masterful con- 
trol over every act and gesture, with a perfect in- 
terpretation of its deep religious and sexual mean- 
ing. 

Word had passed among the Woodstockers 
who counted that the Maverick players were really 
good that year, and they flocked over to applaud 
the serious acting and to cheer the old-fashioned 
melodramas. William Harlan Hale spoke of Gladys 
Hurlbut’s superb ease in playing in “The Wedding 
Bells,” which we add was a triumph after her ex- 
perience of the afternoon. Another reviewer, Grant 
Allen, likened the Maverick Players to the Abbey 
Theater. 

The last play of the season was a new play by 
James McCabe, “The Higher Court,” in which 
Gladys Hurlbut and Ian Wolf were starred. They 
had been successful throughout the year and were 
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not in debt even if there was no profit, but they 
had every reason to believe the second season 
would be profitable. Then Hervey White an- 
nounced he would not allow them to have the 
theater another year — and they had no signed 
contract. 

The following season Hervey let the theater to 
a fresh group which only lasted a short time. An- 
other year it was the same story with the theater 
closing in midseason. I do not have the date, but 
among my myriad scraps of information is the no- 
tation that Cissie Loftus and Lawrence Eyer ap- 
peared at the Maverick in “While Doctors Dis- 
agree.” 

Hervey had reached a place where, to quote 
him, he could “sit and enjoy the solitude and lone- 
liness;” and perhaps that was where he was aiming 
all along. The Maveirck impulse was beginning to 
unwind. Even those extraordinary rainbow-hued 
sheets called “The Hue and Cry,” which were 
printed at the Maverck Press, had an editorial 
captioned “Criticism of Criticism,” which should 
have been the last word on that art. 

Hervey made the mistake, from his point of 
view, of renting the theater a few years later to 
Robert Elwyn who made a success of his enter- 
prise. The more popular his productions, the more 
turbulent Hervey became. He tried to persuade 
Elwyn to go in for artistic failures rather than 
successes, saying he did not want a large business 
to be run on the Maverick and that Bob attracted 
too big a crowd; yet all the while he was demand- 
ing more rent money. No improvements or repairs 
had been made on the theater and when Elwyn 
begged to have plain privies put up for the audi- 
ences, the answer would be, “Oh just tell them to 
go into the woods.” Elwyn had two good seasons 
as director of the theater, but in the third year 
Hervey became insistent that Bob present one of 
his plays and his plays were very poor. The one 
in question seemed to be the last one in the world 
to produce because all the characters were to per- 
form on roller skates! This refusal infuriated 
White and the next winter, after Elwyn had signed 
contracts with his cast and bought the rights for 
his new plays, he received a letter from Hervey 
White saying he would have to leave the Maverick. 
Thereupon Elwyn built his own theater close to 
the village. It had the support of the whole com- 
munity and ran profitably for several years, and 
was only closed by the gas rationing at the begin- 
ning of World War II. 
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There was one more flicker of drama on the 
Maverick when a group of young players took over 
with spotty success. However, when they moved 
to New York City they made a name for them- 
selves with their Circle in the Square Theater. 

Hervey, whose appearance was arresting, could 
be very attractive to most people. To me his flat 
voice was not appealing and I could never decide 
whether it was because he was tone deaf or if it 
was just a Kansas accent. Most of his disputes 
were in protest against those who tried to make 
money. In regard to the theater, he was certainly 
to blame for charging sums that necessitated re- 
turns not only to cover the rent but for the big 
outlay required to finance a summer theater. He 
was not prepared to absorb any losses any more 
than the directors of the companies. He also had 
quarrels with successful writers and artists. Per- 
haps he was right in believing that money should 
not be the standard measure for creative achieve- 
ment. Unable to oppose the flow of opposite 
thinking, he became bitter and gradually withdrew 
from all participation in the arts. 


Hervey Again 


In 1931 the Greenwich Village celebrity, 
Romany Marie, was running a restaurant on the 
Rock City road, formerly known as Ken’s Sand- 
wich Shop, and at the same time advertising as 
hostess of soirees at the former Bob Chanler house 
on the Saugerties road. This house had been owned 
by one of the few Negro families of Woodstock 
Township, and is said to have been haunted by a 
youth who had been murdered there. Later it was 
one of the houses occupied by Hunt Diedrich whose 
bull and toreador weathervane is still on the roof. 
Bob Chanler lived there for several years and there 
he gave some of his famous parties. From Chanler 
it came into the possesson of Clemence Randolph, 
who became famous, with John Colton, for writing 
the play “Rain” from the Maugham story, and she 
still lives there. 

I do not know how Romany Marie came to be 
there although she had been in and out of the 
Maverick for several years. Evidently she was 
hostess to groups who gathered there in the eve- 
ning. A visitor to Woodstock tells of sitting out- 
side the kitchen door at a wooden table talking 
to Hervey White. Hervey was sixty-four at the 
time, with a head looking as if it were made from 
bronze, and he gave an impression of serenity and 
happiness surrounded by admiring friends. A few 
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days later the visitor attended a Maverick con- 
cert where he described Hervey as appearing like 
an officiating priest at a religious ceremony; al- 
though he added, “I know of course he is really a 
pagan.” 

People have said Hervey was influenced by and 
copied Walt Whitman, including the bard’s interest 
in nursing. Old Dr. Downer sometimes called him 
on a case. Mrs. Walter Weyl remembers with 
gratitude when she was unable to secure help in 
taking care of an ill man who was working for her, 
and late at night there was a knock on the door 
which she opened to-reveal a strange-looking figure 
who was Hervey White come to nurse the sick man. 
He reappeared every evening to spend the night 
until the patient recovered. 

Rhoda Chase tells a similar story which took 
place during the Spanish infuenza epidemic at the 
end of World War. I. Harry Brink had not been 
drafted because he was the sole support of two 
women in his family. It worried him and he was 
heard to say, “They'll be pointin’ their fingers at 
me because I haven’t done my share in the war!” 
His dependents did not profit for very long by his 
exemption, because he succumbed to the dreaded 
epidemic. It was a virulent type of influenza, 
sometimes afflicting whole families, turning their 
skin black and deluding their minds. Harry Brink 
became violently delirious and the women could not 
hold him in bed. Fellow members of his church 
and other organizations were asked to help, but no 
one responded to this appeal because people were 
frightened out of their wits by reports of the 
disease. Wearing a bag woven by Marie Little 
on his head for a hat, and walking four miles 
through the freezing winter night, Hervey arrived 
to help his fellow villager; and he continued to come 
every night until Brink died. 

Another of Rhoda Chase’s stories is amusing 
and reveals how Hervey lived. She remembers hav- 
ing a visit from a conventional cousin in a black 
satin dress, a string of pearls and high heels. Her 
husky cousins, Ned and Frank Chase, thought it 
would be fun to show the visitor the Maverick— 
thinking she would be so shocked she would never 
return to Woodstock. At that time Hervey had 
his printing press set up in his living quarters in a 
cottage which was scarcely more than a shack. On 
one side of the fireplace was his cot, on the other 
the press and counters of type. It was during the 
era when he was busiest printing books as well as 
“The Plowshare,” and he composed his sentences 


directly in the type, running the pages immediately 
on the press as he did not believe in reworking his 
writing, and there wasn’t enough type to set up a 
whole chapter at a time anyway. The Chases with 
their cousin paid a visit to Hervey, going past the 
spot under a tree which obviously was his washing 
bench holding a basin and a pail of water. The 
patron saint of the Maverick gave them a cordial 
greeting and they were invited to stay for lunch. 
This consisted principally of tortillas cooked in a 
flat pan over the open fire. He handed each per- 
son a blob of ground corn mixed with water which 
they were to pat into very flat, round cakes; the 
thinner they were made the more crisp the cakes 
would be. But it required skill, or at least some 
experience, to get them right, and Rhoda still 
laughs when she recalls the cousin trying to pat 
the tortillas which flapped and tore in her be- 
jeweled fingers. They were Hervey’s standard food 
along with a pot of beans he kept in the ashes of 
the fireplace, and anybody was welcome to share 
them. To finish the story of the cousin, she was 
not scared but, like many conventional persons, 
liked to dip into Bohemian life for an hour; any- 
way, she enjoyed the encounter and wished to 
return. 

Although music was featured on the Maverick, 
there were a few painters living there and they 
were good ones. Lucille and Arnold Blanch did 
over a house where Lucille still paints every sum- 
mer. Arnold Blanch’s story will be told later. 
Harry Gottlieb had a studio there and Eugene 
Ludins, before he moved to Zena; there was Austin 
Mecklem and Wendell Jones The writers were 
less permanent except for Henry Morton Robinson 
who built a home near the Maverick Horse and 
produced, besides many poems and _ fiction, his 
book about Joyce’s controversial “Finnegan’s Wake” 
and “The Cardinal,” which was a best seller. 

Arnold Blanch, who had known them as fellow 
students in Minneapolis, introduced Flanagan and 
Carl Walters to the Maverick. Carl Walters ar- 
rived around 1922. He had originally made litho- 
graphs and also water colors of circus animals with 
some success, before he turned to pottery; setting 
up his kiln in Greenwich Village where, like Palissy, 
he had to burn his furniture before succeeding in his 
attempts to duplicate the Egyptian alkaline glazes. 
Hervey White built a studio for him where he pro- 
duced bowls and decorative animals which brought 
him fame. His pieces were not only beautiful but 
the animals in particular were full of humor. Prob- 
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ably his best-known work was the hippopotamus. 
His work was acquired by the Metropolitan Mu- 
seum, Philadelphia and Minneapolis permanent col- 
lections. Later he tried glass and made a pair of 
doors for the Whitney Museum in New York City, 
duplicates of which were brought by Eleanor Rixson 
for her house in Woodstock. Later Walters moved 
to Ohayo Mountain where he set up his kiln and 
he was living there at the time of his death. 

Hervey White became discouraged with the 
Maverick which he feared was dying, and around 
1933 he decided to start another colony for creative 
workers in a milder climate. Thereupon he bought 
a three hundred acre rice plantation on Point Peter 
at St. Mary’s, Georgia. For a while a musician and 
perhaps a writer or two joined him, but he was 
never able to attract there an interesting group like 
that which had built up the Maverick. In the spring 
he would return to his old haunts, but they had 
changed; that is, all except the Sunday concerts. 

A few years later Hervey handed over the 
Maverick Press to James Cooney, and the first 
copy of “The Phoenix,” a quarterly magazine, was 
brought out in the spring of ’38 with J. P. Cooney 
as editor. It is hard to evaluate this periodical 
which sometimes published fine stories and poetry. 
Cooney and his associates were under the influence 
of D. H. Lawrence and the first story in the first 
copy of “The Phoenix” contained Lawrence’s “Pan 
in America,” by permission of Freda Lawrence. 
They seemed to be fighting against machines, 
chemical fertilizers, the Fascists, the Communists 
and the Christians; and through the evidence of my 
own nose I could add that they were also opposed 
to baths. Nonetheless they made a fetish of the 
human body. 

Strange tales came from the Maverick during 
this era: for example, of one man who quite openly 
had two wives on an equal status; of another man 
who believed he could acquire a mate by bellowing 
like a bull in the night, and it was said he was suc- 
cessful! One of the last jobs to come off the 
Maverick Press was a booklet of mine called “As 
True as the Barnacle Tree.” It was through this 
work that I came to know some of the unwashed 
and unshorn young poets of that community. They 
liked to visit my herb garden and hear the stories 
of herbal lore. One of these visits proved embar- 
assing when, on a hot summer’s day, one of them 
arrived in very short shorts and asked if he could 
do a bit of writing overlooking the garden by the 
house. It was sweltering hot and when it came 


time to have lunch, we took him a sandwich and 
a bottle of cold beer. Thereupon we forgot about 
him. Toward the middle of the afternoon very 
conventional friends of my mother arrived and, 
while showing them the house, I went to the north 
window saying, “Here we have a view of Overlook.” 
Then we all gasped, for behind the stone table upon 
which was a dirty glass and bottle, appeared to be 
a naked and very hairy man who was declaiming 
at the sun. I said rather lamely, “Oh, that’s just 
a poet from the Maverick.” The visitors went 
away convinced that all the wild rumors about 
Woodstock were true! The sequel to the story is 
that a few days later the young man returned to 
show me what he had been writing on the terrace. 
It was called a sermon, and had been read at a 
meeting held on Sunday evening at the Maverick. 
It was quite moral although showing the preva- 
lent Lawrencian influence. What interested me was 
that this young man and his friends thought they 
were being ultra-modern and radical in holding 
pep-up meetings on Sundays with sermons present- 
ed. It showed the complete turn of the cycle from 
old-fashioned morality to innovations in their think- 
ing, through abandonment of all standards which 
led to a surfeit of debauchery, and on back to pre- 
cepts of common decency. These young men were 
not made lily-white by their sermons and the fol- 
lowing winter when their provisions dwindled, a 
couple of them broke into several of the closed 
houses on the Maverick, stealing and selling every- 
thing of value. They were arrested; but in one 
case a member of the family made restitution, and 
soon they were gathered up by the Army where 


no doubt they were washed and shaven and taught 
to respect other people’s property. 

Adolph Heckeroth tells of warning Hervey in 
regard to a man he called just a bum. Hervey had 
given the man a cottage and allowed him to charge 
up to fifty dollars for food on his account at the 
grocery store. As soon as the man acquired a dollar 
he proceeded to get drunk. Hervey said to Hecke- 
roth, “How do you know this man is no good? If 
I think a man has something of value in him and 
give him a house and food, I do so because I believe 
he may make good. If I do this a hundred times 
and only the ninety-ninth man works out well, I 
consider it has been worth while.” 

Hervey was growing old and tired and with- 
drew from participation in the activities around 
him. He made himself a primitive shelter in a lo- 
cust thicket close to the Maverick horse; and here 
he existed free of the care of a home, and whatever 
riches he valued were kept in his mind. On October 
19, 1944, Raoul Hague found him on his couch 
where he had died peacefully during the night. 
Friends provided for his funeral which was simple in 
one way, but more beautiful than any funeral seen in 
Woodstock. It was autumn and the music hall 
was decorated with boughs of flaming maples and 
evergreens. The musicians came from far and near 
and played all his favorite chamber music. Pro- 
fessor Schutze read a few of Hervey’s poems to a 
packed hall, because his friends had come from 
New York, Chicago and all over to pay their tri- 
bute to the man who had brought much of art to 
Woodstock. 
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ROSIE MAGEE OF ROCK CITY 


ock City is part of Great Lot 26 in the Har- 
R denburgh patent. Unlike many other sections of 
Woodstock it never belonged to Robert Livingston 
except in that he was among a number of men who 
purchased Great Lot 26 from Thomas Wenham; 
but Livingston’s share was along the East boun- 
dary. Rock City was in Cornelius Tiebaut’s tract 
of 600 acres which was on both sides of the road 
from the center of the village and ran up the moun- 
tain to the Wide Clove (now known as Meads.) 
Tiebaut sold to John Reed of Rhinebeck who in 
1788 sold his holdings to William Eltinge, a turner 
from Kingston, and then the settlement of this 
tract really began. William Eltinge sold part of 
his land to Petrus Newkirk; and Matthew Dymond 
must have acquired a considerable section of Great 
Lot 26 although we cannot find a recorded deed, 
because as early as 1802 he had sold a lot to John 
Newkirk which was subsequently sold to John 
Wigram. Dymond had a farm outside of Lot 26 
but he also owned the land on the east of the 
Rock City crossroads and in a road survey of 
1808 his barn there is mentioned. 

Eltinge gave to his son Isaac the property to 
the west of the crossroads but he soon exchanged 
it with Michael Smith for land in Beaverkill (now 
Wittenberg) which was then much more settled 
than the lower end of town. The Michael Smith 
farm later came into the possession of Cornelius 
Riseley and then into the Harder family. Across the 
road Matthew Dymond, Senior, sold the land on 
the southeast corner to Benjamin Davis who erect- 
ed a blacksmith shop there attached to his home. 
Dymond’s son occupied a house on the northeast 
corner, and it was here the Magees lived during the 
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early days of the artists. 

To return to the surveys, one of the earliest 
shows the road up the mountain to have been from 
the village to the John Wigram home from where 
it turned west and north past the present Speicher 
house, and continued north up to Camelot. The 
survey for the more direct route past Rock City 
crossroads was made a few years later but had 
been in use for some time and it mentions the 
Matthew Dymond house on the way to the Wide 
Clove. In 1825 Matthew Dymond, Junior, and his 
wife Margaret deeded their entire property to their 
son-in-law John Sickler in consideration of his tak- 
ing care of them for the rest of their lives. He 
was to provide good and sufficient meat, drink, 
lodging, washing and clothing necessary and_ be- 
fitting for them, and to use them kindly and affec- 
tionately and to pay all necessary funeral expenses 
and charges for both at their death. Although 
there is no description of this acreage it is unques- 
tionably this property which Sickler in turn sold 
to Robert and Rebecca Carrol] as mention is made 
of its being the same conveyed to Sickler from 
Dymond. 

In 1843 the Carrolls sold to George W. Snyder, 
an uncle of Mrs. Levi Harder who at a later date 
lived diagonally across the road. Snyder had a 
license to run the tavern on the Village Green, but 
Mrs. Harder is certain she remembered hearing that 
her Uncle Bill Snyder ran a roadhouse at his home 
at the Rock City crossroads before he moved to 
the village. She recalled being told that the team- 
sters from the Glass Company at Bristol, as well as 
from the back country, stopped there for an early 
morning meal and again in the evening after com- 
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ing back from Glasco. This could have been because 
the last glass factory was in existence until 1856. 
These teams brought from Glasco white Jersey 
sand and chemicals which were shipped by sloop, 
and later by steamboat, up the Hudson River. After 
depositing their loads in Bristol they carried the 
finished window-glass to the river to be shipped to 
Albany, Poughkeepsie or New York. We can 
imagine the scene as the drivers “ye’d” and “haw’ed” 
at their oxen which would still have been steaming 
from the long pull up the hill or tired from their 
long hawl from the river; and it must have been 
agreeable to rest under the cool shade of the maples 
while their masters disappeared into the welcoming 
house. When Snyder moved to the village he sold 
this house to Petrus Stoll. 

Petrus was a great one for cussing and while 
plowing his field of corn the many stones which 
snagged his plow sure did make him use some bad 
words. One day he swore so hard he called upon 
the Devil hisself; and the old demon promised to 
clear the field of stones if Petrus would deliver his 
soul to him in a year’s time. The angry farmer 
agreed and for a season had no more trouble plow- 
ing. But the following spring when the Devil re- 
turned to claim his due, Petrus in a sassy mood just 
threw the sole of his shoe at Satan. The Devil was 
in no mind to be cheated, so the story goes, and he 
not only returned all the stones to the field but 
added twice as many as were there before. As the 
present owner of this field I can testify to the large 
number of stones that are there to this day. Ac- 
cording to the stories Petrus was not a squeamish 
man. He would gather potato bugs in his hands 
and when he had a fist-full he would squeeze them 
to death. And he had so little inclination to cook 
that im the autumn he would make a huge pile of 
pancakes to set down cellar in a crock covered with 
vinegar, and every morning throughout the winter 
he would grab a few, rinse them off and eat them 
for breakfast. It is not surprising he was glad to 
persuade the Magees to come live with him, and to 
promise them the farm if they would look after 
him as long as he lived. He did not live many 
years after this arrangement was made and it was 
during his last illness that the absent-minded Dr. 
Hall gave him a box of fish hooks instead of the 
pills he had prescribed. 

When the artists spilled down to Rock City 
from Byrdcliffe there were two farm houses at the 
crossroads with their numerous barns and out- 
buildings; there were smoke houses, wagon sheds 


and a little tenant house whose large window had (of 
all things!) once displayed bonnets for sale. Later 
it was occupied by Mrs. Duboice who wove rugs. 
Lucy Brown described her as “a tall rawboned 
figure with intelligent and powerful visage — it 
wasn’t just a face—of prodigious memory and tren- 
chant tongue.” Her husband carried the mail and 
baggage from West Hurley with the help of Teddie 
the long-suffering pinto. There was a little mill 
by the waterfall along the Wide Clove Kill where 
not many years before a turner named Lewis made 
chairs with roses carved upon their backs. Within a 
quarter of a mile there were about a dozen other 
dwellings. Harriet Lewis’, towards the village, was 
later occupied by Captain Jenkinson and his fam- 
ily; below that was Ella Riseley who took in 
roomers. I stayed there for a while and she was 
very good to me. The day after my arrival I 
noticed a strange odor arising from the kitchen and 
upon investigating found Mrs. Riseley busy at her 
regular fall chore of “rendin’ down skunk fat” for 
the family’s chest colds. One of the early boarders 
at the Riseleys’ was Shames O’Sheal with his wife 
and baby Patrick. One of his poems is called “It 
Happened in Woodstock.” 


“There’s a patch of moss on a hillside, 
With a sheltering tree above. 

’Twas only these and a casual cloud 
Saw how I loved my Love. 


Or maybe that quaint cicada 
Somewhere high on a tree, 

Grew shrill with passion just because 
He saw how my Love loved me.” 


Mrs. Riseley’s husband was a descendent of 
Cornelius Riseley who owned considerable prop- 
erty at Rock City, the upper part of which he sold 
to the Harder family. The old Riseley homestead 
is still standing across the road. For a number of 
years I lived in the stable belonging to the old 
house, and remember hearing that it had been the 
original slave quarters. In the Ulster County cen- 
sus of 1800 one of the first Riseleys in the town, 
named Andreas, is listed as owning two slaves. 
Shortly thereafter he registered in the Town rec- 
ords the birth of a female Negro child named Pine. 

Cal Short had his farm at the corner where 
the upper and lower Rock City roads divided. This 
was where John Wigram, who married Mariije 
Schemerhorn, built his house in 1806. He was a 
surveyor and acted as agent for some of the large 
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land owners including the Livingstons. He was 
well educated and one of the important men of this 
area according to Louise Zimm who also said it was 
believed to have been his Negro, John, who 
planted the huge Balm of Gilead tree which still 
leans over the road. The beams from the Wigram 
house were used in the forge across the way which 
was torn down this year. The watering trough was 
removed several years ago and all that remains of 
the farm are the red barns which we hope will re- 
main intact. 

A quarter of a mile above the crossroads was 
the Hogans’ little house subsequently bought by 
Ethel Canby; and beyond on the rise was the Rey- 
nolds’ boarding house near which Andrew Dasburg, 
Allen Cochran and Eleanor Rixson built studios, 
although the last named kept adding to hers until 
it became a castle. However, these houses did not 
make a city and the principal rocks were the out- 
crop of bluestone, or the cobbles in the fields which 
the farmers for generations had stacked into thick 
walls to encircle their pastures. 

The first so-called “barnacles” were Zulma 
Steele and Edna Walker who, in the early days 
of Byrdcliffe, came to live in the Reynolds’ barn 
while their house was being built. Mrs. Magee had 
a spy glass to keep an eye on the doings in the 
neighborhood and she could see up as far as the 
Reynolds where Zulma seemed to have a man as 
her companion. She walked up to have a closer 
look and found the man was Edna Walker working 
in pants. When Mrs. Magee surveyed their quar- 
ters she exclaimed in amazement, “Why they’re 
livin’ like real folks even if it is a barn!” A few 
years later there were dozens of artists living in 
stables and barns. 

There were several quarries in the neighbor- 
hood, one of which was back of Ella Riseley’s or- 
chard; another was to the west, worked by Levi 
Mann, and there was the huge California quarry 
on the side of Overlook Mountain which produced 
thousands of tons of bluestone suitable for paving 
and curbing. Certain roads leading to the Hudson 
River which had been paved with hemlock now had 
to have stone tracks to carry the heavy loads of 
bluestone to the docks where they were “dressed” 
and shipped to the cities. New York was paved 
with Ulster County stone before the advent of ce- 
ment. It is possible the name “Rock City” came 
from an accumulation of stone slabs stocked near 
the crossroads awaiting transportation to the river. 
Every dwelling about Rock City had large flag- 
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stones leading from its door to the road. 

Mrs. Levi (Marietta) Harder, living on the 
southwest corner, kept hers scrubbed and polished 
and she did not approve of the untidy appearance 
of the Magee yard on the northeast corner. Over 
there drifts of leaves collected against the picket 
fence and duck and chicken droppings were spat- 
tered on the walks and certainly added sustenance 
to the roses which grew luxuriously about the 
place. The tidy Harder veranda held a few upright 
chairs that did not invite relaxation. Although 
sadly in need of paint the Magee porch with its 
dilapidated seats was thoroughly enjoyed, especially 
by Sanford Magee who did not often rouse himself 
between cussing his cows to pasture in the morning 
and driving them home at night except at plowing 
time when he proudly worked his fine team of 
horses. Anyway as soon as the midday meal was 
over he would comfortably settle himself on a 
rocker and stroke his long white beard of which 
he was very vain. Looking across the road 
Marietta would sniff at him saying, “There’s Rosie’s 
parlor ornament a ’settin’ on the porch!” But his. 
wife Rosie was proud of his gentle ways and was 
quite content to let him “set” while she milked the 
cows, fed the horses, the pigs, the fowls; planted and 
weeded the vegetable garden; washed and mended 
the clothes; made the rugs; filled the cellar with 
preserves and pickles besides cooking, baking and 
cleaning for boarders, with only occasional help 
from a half-wit who lived down the road. She 
knew how hard it was for him to bestir himself and 
trying to get him off to Saugerties one day she was 
heard to exclaim, “He’s harder to get going than a 
British sloop.” 

Sand was one of those men who ponder and 
he was troubled when the first World War began, 
fearing the Germans might reach Rock City and 
disturb him. Captain Jenkinson tried to reassure 
him by saying the outcome of the war would prob- 
ably be decided on the ocean. Said Sand, “That’s 
what I’m a’feared of, that we'll have to fight where 
there ain’t no footin’.”. When Magee died it was 
hardly noted on the corner but Rosie kept his horses 
in the barn, feeding them for years because Sand 
had been so proud of them. 

There were not many among the farmers who 
retained their sentiments towards animals which 
they had to work or kill for food. Yet Mrs. Magee 
continued to make pets of every creature on her 
farm. Even when cash was scarce she bought box 
after box of shredded wheat for the chickens when 


she realized what a treat it was for them. Occasion- 
ally there was conflict as, for instance, one time 
when she put her hand in the barrel where a hen 
laid her eggs and felt the nose of a skunk. He made 
no objections to Rosie’s pats but when she placed a 
cover on the barrel he let loose a blast before he was 
shot. On another occasion she surprised a fox 
trotting off with one of her hens thrown over his 
shoulder. She whisked her apron at him whereupon 
he dropped the hen but followed her into the 
kitchen and placed his head on her lap. It created 
a moral issue which was ended by a neighbor who 
came and shot the fox; but for ever after Rosie 
spoke regretfully of allowing an animal to be killed 
who had trusted her. 

Rosie Magee was seldom still except in the 
hundreds of sketches made of the Rock City cor- 
ner. For in the days of Impressionist art in Wood- 
stock the first enchanting sight of the crossroads 
always led the students to try painting a canvas. 
Approaching from Woodstock Village the composi- 
tion seemed perfect. Through the branches of the 
old apple trees was the white house surrounded by 
a picket fence with splashes of red from a flowering 
shrub or the apples to match the color of the 
chimney. There was the hard-to-catch faded blue 
of Rosie’s sunbonnet or the several layers of 
skirts, or the apron which usually held a few hand- 
fuls of grain to cast to the fowls which followed 
her about. Close to the house were weathered 
barns and sheds that shown warm gray against 
the blue of Overlook Mountain. The place was 
pictured through every season, from spring when 
the first cool greens crept over the valley under 
silver skies, to the full summer when the sun 
parched the grass and the mountain seemed to 
smoke in a heat wave. The students tried again in 
the autumn when the hard maples flamed in red 
and yellow against the hard blue of the sky that 
was usually painted as if scraps of denim had been 
stitched among the branches of the trees. These 
were sentimental times when painters tried to catch 
elusive beauty. Birge Harrison encouraged his 
students to paint with a fluid technique that lent 
itself to landscapes swooning in moonlight. Every 
other person passing on the crossroads carried a 
sketch box over his shoulder, which was sometimes 
needed to explain his compromising behavior snoop- 
ing about the dooryards and in the ditches. 

This was the home of Rose Magee who moth- 
ered a whole generation of art students and writers. 
She was far from beautiful in the common sense 


of the word with her scarred lip and homely face 
and there was always the odor of sour milk about 
her; yet all the artists in Woodstock wished they 
could express the grace they felt within her. But 
how could they paint the sympathy that soothed 
the hurt of their failures or depict her tolerance of 
their Bohemian goings-on? Who could show the 
healing current which flowed from her knobby fin- 
gers as she stroked the pullet with the broken leg? 
Yet there were many who understood and loved 
her. 

John Carlson, who lived for years in the barn 
directly across from the Magee house, in reminis- 
cing about the early days describes what he calls 
the “high-brow group” who foregathered at the 
Rock City crossroads. “There of an evening you 
might see Andrew Dasburg, Charles B. Cook, Eu- 
gene Speicher, Henry L. McFee . . . Frank Chase, 
George Macrum, Edward Thatcher, Margaret God- 
dard, Marion Bullard or Evelyn Jacus. . . all seated 
on the famous stone wall or around the community 
pump, busily talking shop or singing and playing 
the harmonica.” The group thus described had 
emerged from the barns and sheds that clustered 
about the corner. Levi Harder, who owned most of 
the barns, didn’t think much of painting. He told 
Carlson he “had never noticed the sky was blue 
until you fellows came.” However he had been 
quick to realize it paid better to keep artists rather 
than hay or pigs in his buildings. Four or five 
dollars per month provided a studio for at least 
two students who would cut out windows in the 
upper half of the walls for their painting light. The 
villagers used to say the only way to tell a studio 
from a chicken coop was to see if there was a win- 
dow on the north side, which of course no respec- 
table chicken would have tolerated. 

For winter heat Harder would provide a chim- 
ney but to reduce the cost he built only half the 
chimney—the upper half which was hung on a 
bracket a few feet below the roof. Here the pain- 
ters set up long pipes for the iron stoves purchased 
from the mail order catalogues they had studied in 
the privies. Wood was cheap and if the wind did 
not blow too hard they could keep defrosted by 
hanging over the stoves. John Carlson swore that 
when the belly of his stove was red hot he could 
pick icicles off its bottom. For those who com- 
plained of too many drafts Levi would send _ his 
wife over to plug the largest holes with his old 
red flannels. The north lights were made by over 
lapping window glass set like shingles so as not 


71 


to cast lines across the pictures. It was a refine- 
ment that did not improve the quality of the work 
as much as it permitted more snow to sift into 
the barns. The mornings after an old-fashioned 
snow storm there was always snow to be shoveled 
inside as well as outside. Frank Chase argued that 
it was best to sweep it into a pile just inside the 
door where it could provide some insulation, but 
that necessitated Ieaping over or going through it 
to get in or out. 

When I moved to a barn at Rock City most 
of the people Carlson had mentioned were in the 
neighborhood but there were some changes. John 
Carlson had built himself a house up the road 
where he took Margaret Goddard as a bride. Frank 
Chase had married Evelyn Jacus and they were liy- 
ing in the tenant house recently vacated by twenty- 
four cats and an eccentric writer named Howe. 
Evelyn proved to be such a particular housekeeper 
that Frank, who had become used to barn ways, 
now had to rinse his hands after he had washed 
them clean. For years they lived there happily, 
and husky Frank was always the person called when 
there was trouble and a real man was needed. This 
house is now owned by Henry Mattson. Frank’s 
aunt and her daughter Rhoda, who illustrated chil- 
dren’s books, built a house in the Harders’ orchard. 

The stable known as the Hanson studio where 
I lived was typical. The only warm spot was up 
on the half of the hayloft not cut away for the 
north light, and here among the cobwebs and the 
wasps was a place for a cot. Rather than disturb 
the wasps I left the cobwebs hanging. For sev- 
eral years we had a truce and I was very much 
surprised when eventually one of their descendents 
bit me on the tip of my nose when I was asleep. 
The walls were of rough boards; the uprights had 
been nibbled by the horses’ teeth which gave them 
an interesting texture. The furniture consisted of 
a few chairs, a table and a cot nicknamed “Gibral- 
tar.” The kitchen consisted of a dish pan and a 
few cooking utensils on a deal table. When the 
nearby stream was not frozen I made use of a 
natural dish washer by placing the greasy pans 
filled with sand to be cleaned by the action of the 
running brook. There was a kerosene cook stove 
which went wrong occasionally covering everything 
with greasy soot. The refrigeration was a crock 
with a boulder on top sunk in the nearby stream 
and the plumbing of a chemical type was in an 
adjoining shed. I had the bright idea of having 
a hole cut through the wall to it for winter use, 
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but for some mysterious structural reason the hole 
could only be two feet high which made it nec- 
essary to use a most undignified crawling technique 
in making the passage. The so-called plumbing 
situation could be rugged. 

A few years later when I was living in the Mill 
house I was abashed to be confronted one morning 
by a privy whose door was frozen shut. I ran over 
to the Chases whose accommodation faced the turn- 
pike, only to find its door was frozen open, which 
was as bad as the other situation. Now almost 
flying I ran across the road to Mrs. Magee who 
provided me with suitable facilities as well as sym- 
pathy. The heart of all the studios lay in their 
stoves. Mine was an iron stove which could take 
two foot logs and in very cold weather it was neces- 
sary to set an alarm for the middle of the night to 
feed the stove. But none of these inconveniences 
could quell our enthusiasm for this bohemian life. 
After hard days of painting we would pull on our 
felts and boots, such as the farmers wore, and 
struggled through the snow drift to see what was 
taking place in the other barns. The subject of 
“what is art” was always good for a discussion until 
midnight when, warmed by our eloquence, we would 
face the bleak way home to a cold studio. 

For weeks at a time the snow lay pure and 
unbroken. Only those who have experienced the 
cruelty of winter can fully appreciate the spring. 
Then one notices the tracks along the road have 
become dirty, the circles of earth showing around 
the tree trunks widen and suddenly the hard maples 
are festooned with syrup kettles. The barn doors 
would be thrown open and voices would shout joy- 
fully back and forth on the Rock City corner. 
Marion Bullard could be seen at the door of her 
stable on the main road, her black hair confined 
by a red scarf, her almond eyes sparkling even when 
they were half closed with laughter, which was fre- 
quent as she was full of good humor. She was 
Rock City’s gay widow liking admiration but seem- 
ing never to succumb to her many suitors. Marion 
was not only handsome but a good painter exhibit- 
ing her landscapes widely. Later several of her 
children’s books were published with considerable 
success, although she became a journalist and also 
had a popular radio program. For her Levi Harder 
had a house moved from one of the villages to be 
inundated by the Ashokan reservoir. It was placed 
under a pear tree in a field above the corner and 
is pictured in several of her books. 

Dinner at Mrs. Magee’s was always lively with 


plenty of repartee besides the hearty appetites 
which made one speculate whether the twenty-five 
cents, or even the thirty-five cents we subsequently 
paid, half covered the outlay. There was always 
chicken or stewed meat with heaps of potatoes and 
gravy, onions, turnips, pickles and jellies, followed 
by pies and puddings. Because Mrs. Magee couldn’t 
discipline her pets we often had to brush a setting 
hen off our plates or chairs; and we always sliced 
the butter thin so as not to miss a feather. 

A Boston friend of Marion’s made a_ short 
appearance. At first Mrs. Magee refused to allow 
him to come to her house saying he was “too much 
of a gentleman” for her table, but she was ner- 
suaded by Marion who “had a way with her.” At 
his first dinner a delicious blueberry pie was served. 
To his dismay his teeth chomped down upon some- 
thing hard and resistant among the berries. He 
proved to be a real gentleman as he quietly re- 
moved a shoe button from his mouth and slipped it 
into his pocket, to the delight of Frank Chase who 
sat beside him. 

When Mrs. Magee had brought in the last 
heaping platter of food she would linger a while to 
join in the fun or to add a bit of her wise philo- 
sophy. Among the farm people she was one of the 
few who appreciated the humor of the artists, and 
she was always ready to defend them. She rejoiced 
over their successes and lamented over their fail- 
ures, ever tolerant of their behavior even when the 
other village folks were scandalized. When they 
were unable to pay for their meals she allowed 
them credit or accepted their pictures which hung 
on her walls, although it is doubtful if she liked 
them. They were a mixed lot, for instance, there 
was a bespectacled German who had built himself 
a box-like house of about ten feet square into which 
we were not invited. He rarely spoke but hung 
around the Magees’ where occasionally he might be 
seen chopping kindling or fetching a pail of water 
from the pump. It was only after his solitary death 
that we learned he had been an engraver who was 
always suspect because he had worked at the mint. 
There was the chorus girl who had been stranded 
unaccountably in Woodstock. And as she had no 
money of course she drifted to Mrs. Magee’s where 
she remained for months. Suddenly she went away 
as mysteriously as she had come. But she never 
forgot Rosie’s hospitality and wherever she went 
she remembered to lift a teaspoon from the dining 
rooms to send back to her benefactor. We were al- 
ways fascinated by these souvenirs from third-rate 


hotels all over the middle west which stood in a 
glass receptacle in the center of the table. 

Sometimes Anne Moore would come from her 
hearby cottage. She was a great friend of Mrs. 
Magee’s yet she hesitated to do a portrait in words 
of the old woman. But fortunately she wrote 
this, taken from “The Hen Came Clucking In.” 

“The hen came clucking in one day 

And found the chair. 

‘I declare to goodness,’ said Rosie Magee, 

‘If she ain’t got Sweetie’s place. 

IT suppose I ought to drive her out, 

But it seems to fit her somehow. 

And Sweetie ain’t wanting it just now.’ 

The hen stopped clucking long enough 

To lay an egg. 


‘Well, it’s nice anyway,’ said Rosie Magee, 
‘To have her bring it here to me.’ ” 


In her strong Carolina accent Anne Moore 
would amuse us with her stories of the Catskill 
mountaineers. She had a wonderful sense of 
humor but it was never unkind. She had a doctor- 
ate and several other degrees of higher learning; but 
it only made her laugh during the period she was 
working for Womens Suffrage trying to persuade 
a digger of ditches to support the Nineteenth 
Amendment when the man looked up from his pick 
work to say, “What’s the use of that; wimen ain’t 
edicated enough to vote.” Another poetess of the 
neighborhood was Grace Fallows Norton who wrote 
delightfully of far-away things. She married 
George Macrum who was one of the best-known 
painters of our group and they built a home up on 
the mountain which was later burned during a 
communal Thanksgiving. 

The summer after they returned from Europe 
the Eugene Speichers came to board with the 
Magees, Gene sharing John Carlson’s barn for 
painting. They remember some of the incidents of 
those days: how Mrs. Magee allowed her kittens 
to sleep in the warm bread pans and of the half- 
wit who went back home for a few days and was 
brought back by her irate mother who said, “Now 
you set down, Rosie, for I want to tell you some- 
thing. My girl was alright when she come here, but 
she ain’t alright now. How about it, Dorie, haven’t 
you got somethin’ to say?” The girl answered sul- 
lenly, “I was alright when I come here, and ’m 
alright now, I think!” There was the evening when 
the boarders heard a dish crash in Mrs. Magee’s 
kitchen whereupon the door was hastily closed. Just 
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then Konrad Cramer came with a pail to fetch his 
milk and when he emerged from the kitchen those 
waiting for their supper asked him for news. “It’s 
the peas,” he said, “and she is sweeping them up 
from all over the floor.” Thus forewarned the 
guests passed up the peas when the dish went the 
rounds of the table. 

The congeniality between the painters suffered 
when Konrad and Florence Kramer appeared from 
Munich talking of abstract art. Florence had been 
one of the old Art Students League group who had 
boarded down at the Cooper house. She went to 
Europe and there met a handsome German officer 
who was interested in art, and when they were 
married they came to Woodstock, building a studio 
off the Glasco Turnpike not far from Rock City. 
In 1910 Andrew Dasburg returned from Europe 
under the influence of the French Moderns and the 
rift widened. In 1913 several of the Rock City 
group, including Dasburg and McFee, went to New 
York City to see the famous Show at the Armory, 
returning to talk of the “Nude Descending the 
Stairs” and to discuss Picasso, Braque, Cezanne 
and Matisse; and Woodstock was never the same 
after that! 

Andrew Dasburg, chief protagonist for the so- 
called modern art, was by nature a revolutionist 
hacking away at conservative painting and showing 
the way to fresh viewpoints which had a wide 
influence upon other young artists. He had great 
charm with a boyish look, wide-set eyes, mussed 
blond hair and a mobile mouth, but this appear- 
ance was contradicted by the intense concentration 
of his conversation. He had been born in Paris in 
1887 of Rhineland parentage and was brought to 
America when he was five years old. He studied at 
the Art Student League in New York where he 
won a scholarship to come to Woodstock to work 
under Birge Harrison. Much as he liked Harrison 
personally he was not happy painting in the sub; 
dued tones the older man recoramended. Eventually 
he tried expressing the brightness of the sunshine 
around him and a fellow student, Jim Wardwell, 
seeing one of these canvases, suggested they form 
a “sunflower club” in revolt against the moonlight 
formula. From then on Dasburg found the Wood- 
stock landscape an open door. His rebellion was 
promoted by Robert Henri under whom he worked 
for a period in New York. For the first time he 
was stimulated because Henri had, as Dasburg said, 
“not only ideas but he would live with you through 
the process of drawing, talking and criticism.” 
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From that time on Dasburg worked indepen- 
dently and his paintings showed his desire to exper- 
iment. One of them had the intriguing title of “The 
Absence of Mabel Dodge” which created a sensa- 
tion! He built a studio below Reynolds’ board- 
ing house where he lived with his first wife the 
sculptress, Grace Johnson. However, Johnson be- 
came so engrossed in doing sculpture of wild ani- 
mals that she left him to follow a circus around the 
country. In time Dasburg went to New Mexico 
and found there the landscape he preferred and 
eventually he made it his home. In answer to a 
letter of mine Dasburg wrote recently from Taos, 
“Mother Magee, as we came to think of her, is 
still very much alive in my memory. She was 
even-tempered, hard-working with a twinkle in her 
eye and always greeted ‘her boys’ with a smile and 
a joking remark. ‘Come, Dasburg,’ she would say, 
‘set down and eat your vittels.’ Such breakfasts! 
All the eggs and bacon you could eat and sour- 
batter buckwheat cakes with maple syrup.” For a 
while he lived in her house and she would exclaim, 
“My soul’s sake alive, you’re like a swingin’ door, 
in and out of the house all day!” “When I think of 
her during those early days it is always with strong 
affection. John Carlson, George Macrum, McFee 
and I ate our meals regularly at Mrs. Magee’s.” 

Henry Lee McFee, the less spectacular of the 
two friends, may have gone deeper below the sur- 
face aspect of his subjects. He talked of psychology 
in art and was an admirer of Ciive Bell. His sensi- 
tive fingers would seem to envelope the apples and 
vases in his paintings as he would try to explain 
their two-sidedness and linear relationship. He had 
a keen and sensitive mind and it was ironic that 
he should have been at the apex of a scandal which 
shook Rock City. The outline of the involved story 
is that before McFee came to Woodsotck he had 
been engaged to a middle class girl who followed 
him here. He arranged to have her put up at his 
friend, Isabel Moore’s house who, as chaperone, be- 
came sympathetic towards the girl and subsequent- 
ly helped her. Meanwhile McFee had become in- 
terested in a married woman whom he later mar- 
ried. One Christmas Eve the painters were cele- 
brating with a few drinks in one of the studios and 
were talking of adventures which had befallen them. 
In response to a question McFee said, “Oh, nothing 
exciting ever happens to me.” At this instant there 
was a knock on the door which opened to reveal a 
sheriff's deputy serving him with papers. That 
bomb shell was a breach-of-promise suit eventually 


won by the ex-fiancee. It was years before the 
McFees were clear of the debt this created, and 
while Mac painted like a demon his wife, Aileen, 
baked delicious bread which a few lucky neighbors 
were permitted to buy. Their house in Hickory 
Hollow was a rendezvous for the artists, and when 
they gathered the woods would resound with the 
good laughter of the Speichers, Wilna Hervey and 
Nan Mason, the Lindins, the Fienes and many oth- 
ers. whose laughter might not have been heard but 
who often chuckled at Aileen’s wit. 

When Marion Bullard’s brother, James Rorty, 
returned from the war he lived in one of the Rock 
City barns. It was his first attempt at housekeep- 
ing and he enjoyed the experience which was a 
salutary balance from long hours spent writing 
radical poetry. When he became confident about 
cooking he invited me for supper. He was trying 
out his sister’s recipe for muffins but in the excite- 
ment of entertaining for the first time forgot to 
add the baking powder to the batter. He was too 
flustered, dashing back and forth from the oil stove 
in the kitchen to the dining room table, to get 
around to tasting the muffins himself. But he 
smiled with pride at their fragrance and handsome 
brown crusts as he placed them before me and I 
did not have the heart to reveal that they were 
inedible. Instead, as soon as he left the room, I 
dropped one into the front of my dress. Return- 
ing, he offered me another and each time when he 
sped into the kitchen I would drop another muffin 
into my bosom, which became a trifle awkward par- 
ticularly in those days of flat figures. Jim was too 
busy to notice and himself ate only one unadorned 
chop; then he dumped the dishes into a pan and 
prepared to read his latest poems. 

In spite of his large size, his thick black hair 
and wide cheek bones made him look a little ori- 
ental as he shouted and shook his fists in impas- 
sioned lines that called upon the universe to witness 
his testament of revolt. It was a vividly engros- 
sing evening and it was late before I started back 
to the Mill where I was living. Jim held his Rayo 
lamp aloft to light the bridge I had to cross, but 
as he waved it above his head it only served to 
blind me when I turned away. He called, “Are 
you alright now?” “Yes, good-night,” I replied, try- 
ing to sound normal as I felt myself stepping off 
the bridge and striking the icy water far below. 
The noise of the water prevented his hearing the 
splash, and as I climbed ignominiously up the far 
bank I had the satisfaction of knowing I had not 


spoiled the exultant mood of the evening, nor had 
the muffins caused me to sink as they might well 
have done! Nobody need have known about this 
misadventure if I had been able to resist telling the 
funny story on myself. 

In 1920 I moved to the upper end of town al- 
though a few years later I returned to Rock City. 
It was while living in Shady that I came to know 
“Grandma Shultis”, another of the good souls of 
Woodstock. She had been born Ophelia Davis and 
had a brother with the heroic name of Hercules. 
Herc Davis was a farmer grown crotchety from try- 
ing to wrest a living from a few mountain acres. 
We became acquainted at the time he cussed me 
out for picking wild strawberries along the road- 
side where he planned to cut the grass which 
was probably better than in any of his fields. Al- 
though I tried to show my regrets he continued to 
make such a fuss that his wife came to the door 
to tell me “not to mind his goings on.” Sure enough 
I found his language was no indication of his true 
nature and we soon became good friends. He was 
a tall, knuckly man with a bald head, and toothless 
all but for one long tooth which for years hung 
miraculously to his gum, which made his smile ir- 
resistible. When he learned I had previously lived 
in Rock City which was three miles away, he asked 
if I knew Rosie Magee. He said he and Rosie had 
“sparked” when they were young but that he 
hadn’t seen her for forty years. As this was said 
regretfully it seemed the situation might be rem- 
edied. 

That was how the little tea patry at the 
“Shanty” (where I was then perched) came about, 
when Herc and Rosie met again and for the last 
time. It required considerable planning. Herc’s wife 
would have nothing to do with it, believing it was 
all nonsense or worse; but his sister, Grandma 
Shultis, came. At Rock City Carla Atkinson had 
difficulty persuading Mrs. Magee to trust herself 
to her model T Ford. It was to be her first ride 
in an automobile and in Rosie’s mind a most haz- 
ardous undertaking; however, she finally consented. 
Dressed in a flowered muslin buttoned decorously 
to her throat she sat with a gentle smile on her 
face passing questions back and forth with her 
old friend Ophelia; but when Herc strode in the 
tempo quickened, and if they didn’t “spark” Rosie 
and her old beau were at least as coy as teen-agers! 

That was the year Mrs. Magee had an eighti- 
eth birthday and her “boys and girls” gave her a 
surprise party in Carla Atkinson’s barn across the 
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road. They came from far and wide, each having 
reason to bless the old woman and eager to honor 
her. There were a few good singers in the group 
like John Carlson and Charlie Speicher, but the 
whole crowd burst lustily into “Sweet Rosie 
O’Grady” as the little old woman was led into the 
studio. She was placed in an armchair where she 
sat weeping with joy as each person in turn 
squeezed her worked-out hands, telling of their 
affection and gratitude. When refreshments had 
been served the singing began again and there was 
not a song with the name Rose in it which they 
neglected to sing. As far as I remember she did 
not say a word all evening but just sat there with 
the tears flowing down her cheeks. 

One winter afternoon I went to see Mrs. Magee 
who was beginning to fail from the long illness that 
ended with her death. She questioned me about 
my neighbors in the upper end of the town, espe- 
cially she wished to know how the poorer families 
were coming through the winter. “Now tell me 
about Teddy?”, she enquired, and I told her about 
that pony’s latest escapade. There was always a 
fresh story about that western pinto who began 
his Woodstock career hauling the post from the 
railroad, and had subsequently belonged to the 
Shotwell family and several others. He was a con- 
trary little beast whom one either hated or loved 
and of course Rosie and I belonged to the latter 
group. If he did not like you he would not hesi- 
tate to bite and kick or buck you off his back and 
there were many stout men who were afraid to 
enter his stall. He was one of the few male crea- 
tures of the time who did not at least temporarily 
succumb to Marion Bullard’s charms. He disliked 
her so much it took a half hour to hitch him to a 
tree near her house and he always broke a rope or 
his bridle and escaped. Fortunately we had mutual 
respect for each other. I described the comfortable 
box stall in the Shultis barn where Teddy was win- 
tering and continued, “I often take him an apple 
or a chocolate peppermint for it’s true as Grand- 
ma says, “He’s the greatest hand for peppermints 
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even though he don’t like watermelon.’ And she 
says the lambs have been breaking out of their pen 
to get in with Teddy trying to suckle him; but he’s 
so good he don’t mind them at all.” “Well, I do 
declare to goodness!”, said Mrs. Magee, so intent 
upon my story she dropped the pile of rags she was 
stitching for rugs. 

Clara Chichester was a pianist who came in the 
twenties. to live at Rock City. On one of Mrs. 
Magee’s last birthdays she asked her what she 
wanted. “Oh don’t get me nothin’”, the old woman 
said.. “But I am going to get you a gift and it 
might as well be something you want,” the musi- 
cian insisted. In a shy way Rosie admitted, “Well, 
you know I’ve always wished I had a pair of pink 
satin slippers and I’d like to be buried in them.” 
Therefore it was Clara who in her last days gave 
her what she most wanted. 

On her final visit to Mrs. Magee Rhoda Chase 
quotes her as saying wistfully, “What I been 
thinkin’ about is whether when I die I'll be allowed 
to see the people I care most about. But then 
when I come to figure it out perhaps it won’t mat- 
ter for I guess up there we'll be lovin’ everybody. 
So’s it won’t make much difference whether we’re 
near them we loved down here or not.” 

Not long before she died Rosie asked to see 
Miss Wardwell. When Alice Wardwell entered the 
room where the old woman lay she was appalled to 
find the two who were nearest of kin waiting ex- 
pectantly on either side of the bed keeping a 
watchful eye on each other or on anybody else they 
thought might interfere with their inheritance. Mrs. 
Magee requested her to go upstairs and find a 
cigar box in which she had hidden her money. When 
the box was opened in front of them all it was 
found to contain several hundred dollars. ‘Take 
it to Victor Lasher,” she said, “and tell him to 
use it for a nice funeral.” Rosie Magee knew well 
upon whom she could depend and in that year of 
1927 she had a fine funeral and she was buried in 
the pink satin slippers. 
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News items from the “Hue and Cry” of 1923. 

“The Rosens and Bellows called on the Speich- 
ers Monday.” 

“The Rosens and the Speichers called on the 
Bellows Tuesday.” 

“The Speichers and the Bellows called on the 
Rosens Wednesday.” 


ugene Speicher was born in Buffalo, New York 
E in 1883. As a teen-ager he worked as a tally- 
boy at a local lumber mill and had a newspaper 
delivery route. He studied art at the Albright 
School from where he received a scholarship to the 
Art Students League in New York City. While 
there he worked under Frank Dumond and Wil- 
liam Chase; but the strongest impulse to his work 
came when he studied under Robert Henri with 
George Bellows and Rockwell Kent as fellow stu- 
dents. At the League he won another scholarship 
which entitled him to come in 1908 to the Art 
Students League Summer School in Woodstock 
which was under the direction of Birge Harrison. 
Evidently the award did not provide a living be- 
cause Speicher’s studio that season was in the 
sap patch at the foot of Ohayo Mountain where, 
he maintained, there was the best north light for 
painting he ever had, but there were some disadvan- 
tages. For example, one night he found a skunk 
had sprayed him with it puissant defense mechan- 
ism which cost him his bedding. For a small sum 
he was allowed to park his gear on the porch of a 
nearby farm house where if it rained he was per- 
mitted to sleep; otherwise he spent his nights under 
the stars. 

In 1910 Eugene Speicher and Elsie Wilson 


were married and went to Europe where he had 
an opportunity to study the old masters at the 
art galleries. However his work never became 
Europeanized, although his painting was enriched 
from admiration of Renoir’s technique. When they 
returned from Europe the Speichers came to Wood- 
stock and spent one season at the Magee’s. Al- 
though they maintained a studio in New York City 
they came to Woodstock every summer. Cal Short 
in a wildly speculative venture converted three of 
his buildings on the lower Rock City Road into 
studios and in one of these the Speichers settled. 
He received many prizes and awards from all over 
the United States but always remained modest in 
regard to his painting. One of his best known pic- 
tures is the portrait of Katharine Cornell, another 
is of “Red Moore,” and his canvas of “Dahlias” and 
the “Head of a French Girl” have been particularly 
praised. He received the Beck Gold Medal for 
portraiture; the Temple Gold Medal at the Phila- 
delphia Academy; the Potter Palmer Gold Medal 
at the Chicago Art Institute; first Hallgarten prize 
at the National Academy in New York; first prize 
at the Carnegie Institute; first prize at the Corcoran 
in Washington and innumerable other honors. 

As success made it possible Eugene Speicher 
took over the red barn next to his house for a 
studio. He had the interior whitewashed where 
his bright paintings seemed to sing in contrast to 
the walls. This was a radical departure from the 
older studios which were still under the somber in- 
fluence of cool lights and deep shadows. Later 
Speicher built a studio for himself with special 
lighting and every convenience. The little frame 
building where they had lived for a number of 
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years was completely renovated into an attractive 
stone and wood cottage with a well kept garden. 
His painting had matured until he was considered 
the best portrait painter in the country, and his 
still life of flowers and his landscapes had a rich- 
ness of color and paint technique that made them 
outstanding. Henri was an innovator to whom his 
generation owed a great debt in that he with John 
Sloan freed our artists forever from European de- 
pendence, allowing them to paint the American 
scene with a fresh technique. 

Speicher was a fine looking man and he and 
his handsome wife attracted admiration whenever 
they appeared and there was a special aura around 
them because they were so deeply in love with 
each other. Theirs was probably the happiest 
marriage in the artists colony. We would often 
speculate as to whether Gene would have gotten 
as far as he did without Elsie. She had a good 
business sense; she protected him from interruption 
and did it in such a tactful way the intruder did 
not realize he was being brushed off. She had a 
talent for creating a charming home and above 
all she was superb cook. She had a maid to clean 
and wash but she always did the cooking and 
the dishes she prepared in her white kitchen with 
its red polka dots were marvelous. She had attended 
Cordon Bleu lectures and could cook a French 
dinner with sauces and wines which would never be 
forgotten. She did not mind spending two days or 
more in perfecting a special dish and by the time 
the guests arrived at the kitchen door (which prob- 
ably due to off-road parking seemed to be the usual 
approach to Woodstock houses) the hostess would 
be ready with a decorative apron over her gown 
and the kitchen looking so bare and immaculate 
that the guests would wonder if they had come on 
the wrong night. 

Drinks would be served in a room which was 
not only comfortable but filled with choice mid- 
Victorian antiques. However it was not in the 
least museum-like with its flowering plants, ruffled 
curtains and bright chintzes. There were so many 
beautiful pieces that it would be impossible to see 
them all even if one were not entertained by the 
animation of the well-chosen guests. Every once 
in a while Elsie would run in from the kitchen to 
add one of her very amusing stories to the conver- 
sation, and as she came the most delicious odors 
would follow her. Soon the guests would be seated 
at a candle-lit table at the far end of the room to 
enjoy a feast for a connoisseur, which might start 
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with a soupe a la Bonne Femme or fish with a 
white wine sauce. It was often said that Gene 
might be a great painter but Elsie cooked master- 
pieces. She had the habit of seating herself at a 
separate small table where she could dash back and 
forth without disturbing the guests, and there 
she ate sparingly, if at all. Speicher would assume 
the responsibility of entertaining, his dark hair 
glossy above his fine profile and his eyes alert to 
everyone’s need. His rich voice was ready to boom 
into laughter, for talk at the Speicher’s parties was 
always gay. And Elsie would proffer a choice of 
French, Italian or American coffee while Gene 
would hand around brandy and cigarettes. Then 
the best conversation would begin. 

Robert Henri whose teachings had a profound 
influence upon several of our painters spent one 
summer in Woodstock; Rockwell Kent was also 
here for a short time; and another painter friend 
of the Rock City group was Leon Kroll, but he 
lived farther away. George Bellows after renting 
the Shotwell house for two seasons liked Wood- 
stock and built his home here. He, Speicher and 
Charlie Rosen were close friends and lived within 
shouting distance of each other at Rock City. 

After receiving permission from the Metropoli- 
tan Museum to quote from the catalogue of their 
Bellows Memorial Exhibition and securing Mrs. 
Bellows consent to use the text in that fine book, 
“George Bellows, His Lithographs” published by 
Knopf, I came to the conclusion that as these books 
would always be available to the public it might 
be more interesting for readers of this Woodstock 
story to hear the recollections of the neighbors of 
this great artist. They may not be important but 
they are fresh. 

My first introduction to Bellows’ work was 
in seeing a landscape exhibited at the Pennsyl- 
vania Academy, probably before 1910. It created 
a sensation with its bold pattern and harsh colors; 
anyway that is the impression it made among the 
slickly painted canvases by which it was surround- 
ed. A few years later while studying at the Art 
Students League I saw and admired numbers of 
Bellows’ canvases, and therefore was eager to join 
a half dozen or more art students who were trying 
to persuade him to give them criticism. He con- 
sented to come in once a week providing we would 
locate near his New York studio. It was not easy 
to find a room with a north light for a small rental 
in the neighborhood of Nineteenth Street, but even- 
tually a box-like place was found a couple of flights 


of stairs above a greengrocer on Third Avenue. Un- 
fortunately the room world not accommodate all the 
aspirants and as I was the last to apply and was 
probably less advanced than the others, I was 
dropped. To assuage my disappointment they 
allowed me to pose for them which I did and was 
rewarded by hearing a criticism. 

Bellows was a tall man with a slender athlete’s 
figure, an oval head and the clearest eyes I had ever 
seen. He talked of painting as an expression of 
one’s life. Found among his papers after his death 
is this paragraph, which is approximately what he 
told us at that time. “The student of art is con- 
tinually at work both on art and on life. He gath- 
ers from the first what other minds have found, 
from the second he searches for new experiences 
... The great school is where the great man teaches 
and where he finds students with heart enough and 
head enough to meet the ordeal. This truth implies 
the necessity on the part of the student, however 
young, of becoming his own editor and judge of who 
and what for him is worth while . . . Of what im- 
portance is art to society? Al civilization and cul- 
ture are the results of creative imagination or the 
artist quality in man. The artist is the man who 
makes life more interesting or beautiful, more under- 
standable or mysterious, or probably in the last 
sense, more wonderful. His trade is to deal in illim- 
itable experience. It is therefore only of im- 
portance that the artist discover whether he be an 
artist, and it is for society to discover what return 
it can make to the artist.” 

He told us of many sides of his own career: 
how, to supplement his income, for a time he had 
been a semi-professional baseball player; how he 
had made some inventions. One of them was. an 
implement to squeeze the last bit of paint out of 
a tube. Later Eugene Speicher told me he proved 
to his friend George that he could do a better job 
with the old method of rolling the handle of the 
pallette knife along the tube. Another of Bellows’ 
innovations was a hinged cover for oil cups which 
is still commonly used with sketching outfits. At 
this period he was using the Marata color system, 
which he persuaded the students to follow. He 
explained that in music, for instance, one did not 
have to look around the house for the right note 
and to achieve it perhaps be obliged to use a dish 
pan (some of the present day musicians might 
argue this point!) because the notes for music 
were definitely related and spaced on one keyboard 
which simplified the musician’s playing. Just so 


the Marata colors were of equal strength and to 
use them correctly they were to be mixed with an 
equal quantity of white, black or any of the other 
full colors which would make half tones. These 
in turn could be subdivided into quarter tones 
and so on, but there should always be a definite 
proportion and the mixtures were never to be 
scrambled. Faced with a subject one would have 
to decide what were to be the dominant colors, 
the secondary colors and so on, and set up a 
pallette with balanced degrees of color-strength. 
All of this meant the students had to analyze and 
choose their color scheme before they commenced 
to paint on their canvas. This was probably good 
for them but it required at least an hour to set 
up the pallette and a large proportion of the paint 
was apt to be left over. 

On this occasion Bellows became impatient 
searching for words to explain his criticism of one 
of the students’ paintings and he started to work 
it out upon the canvas. He had discovered the 
drawing of the head was wrong and suggested one 
eye was misplaced, which also created a flaw in 
the design. When the design was adjusted it indi- 
cated the correct position for the eye which he 
replaced to the edification of the whole class. As 
he painted the high light on the eye, which was the 
keynote of the portrait, he could not find the right 
color on the Marata set-up palette. “Oh hell!”, he 
exclaimed and, squeezing some fresh color from a 
tube, mixed it to suit himself and flicked it upon 
the eye, whereupon the whole portrait came to 
life. Bellows was too big for any petty rules and 
he soon abandoned the Marata sytesm. He was 
also interested in the Jay Hambidge theory of 
Dynamic Symmetry but never allowed it to cramp 
him into the confines of a set of arbitrary rules. 
He never closed his mind to innovations, being 
ready to try any scheme he considered reasonable. 

Frank Crowninshield in his introduction to the 
Metropolitan Museum Memorial Exhibition speaks 
of the muted pallette of Bellows’ earlier period and 
as an example of later canvases which were more 
colorful refers to “the singing quality of The 
Picnic.” This was painted by Cooper’s Lake in 
1924, the year before his death. Cooper’s Lake 
has undoubtedly reflected more historical seenes 
than took place anywhere else in Woodstock. It 
was here many of the Down Rent episodes took 
place and nearby the first Town Meeting was held 
at the home of Col. Elias Hasbrouck who became 
our first Supervisor. Bellows’ painting shows his 
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family and the Speichers enjoying themselves by 
the water. Of course it is not realistic but it shows 
the character of the hills beyond the lake and the 
massive hulks of Sugarloaf, Indian Head, Twin 
and The Alderbark Mountains against the rain 
clouds. It is typical of the beauty which surrounds 
the lake where we have all picnicked in our day. 
On other canvases Bellows painted the Cooper’s 
barn as well as the Shultis barns under the hill in 
Shady. “The Picnic” shows one of the men fishing, 
but I do not think it was meant to be Bellows 
who disliked that sport. Robert Henri was an en- 
thusiastic fisherman and on one occasion Speicher 
persuaded his friend George to take Henri and him- 
self on a fishing expedition to Yankeetown Pond. 
The latter did not want to miss an afternoon paint- 
ing because he never worked before lunch, but as 
he possessed the only automobile among the group, 
he reluctantly consented. The whole afternoon was 
spent in a small boat under a blazing sun without 
a nibble from the fish. It was Bellows’ chore to 
return to Woodstock to collect their wives who 
were bringing a picnic supper; and at least one wife 
will never forget his bad temper over that fishing 
expedition! 

Every summer the friends, Bellows, Speicher 
and Rosen, would go off on sketching trips with 
their picnic lunches, returning to make more 
sketches on succeeding days. Several times I have 
seen them park the Bellows’ touring car at a likely 
place for painting and unpack their gear. Bellows 
had the best of it because he had made a narrow 
wheelbarrow that was hitched on the running board, 
which held all the necessary equipment. He would 
trundle this wheelbarrow up and down the fields 
until he settled on a spot to work. It only took 
a moment to open his sketch box, set up the canvas 
against two posts conveniently arranged on the 
barrow, and he was ready to paint. 

These sketches and the notes he wrote were 
but reminders and when he painted his pictures 
he retained only what would serve the emotional 
and pictorial design of the canvas. Although the 
results might look spontaneous, Mrs. Bellows told 
me there were occasions when he struggled with 
endless patience to achieve this result. 

Mrs. Bellows was very gracious when I both- 
ered her with many questions regarding her famous 
husband. The Bellows’ white cottage is next to 
the Speichers’ and it was due to the friendship be- 
tween the two painters that Bellows came to Wood- 
stock. Eugene Speicher had already told me of the 
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hard work Bellows put into building his house with 
the help of another painter, John Carroll. The pro- 
portions had been carefully designed and Bellows 
wished to keep it simple. He was miffed showing it 
to Mr. Whitehead when the Englishman said he 
thought it would be very nice when it was finished. 
In his direct way Bellows added, ‘You mean it’s 
damn beautiful just as it is now!” The house has not 
been radically changed but the studio in a separate 
building has been made into a complete cottage. 
Originally it had been just a workroom where the 
artist conceived and executed many of his best 
pictures. At one end was a large model stand 
which held the oft-painted horsehair sofa. The re- 
mainder of the studio contained only the necessary 
paraphernalia for the painter’s needs. 

Mrs. Bellows told of the Bellows Exhibition at 
the National Gallery in Washington in 1957. It was 
the first time a one-man show had been given there 
to honor an artist, and it was visited by members 
of the Senate and the Supreme Court. All the 
paintings had been loaned by museums and private 
collections and it had been a wonderful experience 
for her to view them together. She felt it was of 
such importance she brought the Bellows grand- 
children to the Capitol to see it. 

After Washington the greater part of the col- 
lection was sent to Columbus, Bellows’ home town, 
and it seemed for the first time that city realized 
the importance of their native son. Various people 
came to Mrs. Bellows with anecdotes of the painter 
as a boy. It had been natural for him to draw 
everything he saw. His father was a builder and 
architect and would give him the long strips of 
paper cut from the plans he had made and the 
child would accommodate his pictures to fit the 
narrow pieces by drawing trains or parades of 
animals upon them. One of the neighbors told of 
George coming to their house to play circus with 
the children although his contribution was mostly 
pictorial. He would draw for them anything they 
requested, from a poster full of wild animals to a 
boat race or a horseman. He would oblige for just 
so long and then announce that he was hungry and 
“I must be fed.” As this particular family owned a 
grocery business he was sure they would produce 
fancy foods such as figs of which he was very fond. 
When he had eaten he would continue drawing 
what they wished. 

Much as Bellows liked to draw and paint he 
also enjoyed physical exercises such as tennis and 
he was an excellent ball player. There are a num- 


ber of us who recall him at the athletic field wear- 
ing knickers, an open shirt and a baseball hat. He 
formed an artists’ team whose playing caused great 
hilarity even if it did not distinguish itself in base- 
ball history. Bellows played shortstop with Charlie 
Rosen as umpire. There were two well-remembered 
occasions when they played the bewhiskered House 
of David team. The second time they came the 
artists were prepared for them, wearing false mous- 
taches and beards. Charlie Rosen and Hughes 
Mearns were particularly effective appearing with 
red dust mops tied to their chins. 

A conspicuous piece of furniture in the Bellows’ 
living room is the horsehair sofa which had been 
brought from the studio. There it was with its 
associations with those famous paintings “My Fam- 
ily”, “Emma, Elsie and Gene”, and above all in my 
mind with “Mr. and Mrs. Philip Wase.” In the 
Metropolitan catalogue of the Bellows Memorial 
Show Frank Crowninshield says of the subjects of 
this picture: “Does it not put before us all that 
is left, in America, of Puritan austerity and rigour? 
How completely we are made to feel the discipline 
and self-denial, not only in the two people before us, 
but in thousands like unto them. How simple the 
patience and dignity of Mrs. Wase is suggested.” 
Well, having known the Wases who lived near 
Rock City I do not associate them with Puritan 
austerity, although Mrs. Wase worked hard and 
was a confirmed worrier. She always had to check 
one of her husband’s weaknesses and to accomplish 
this when she left their house she sometimes locked 
him inside. Sam Wiley, a painter, recalls being 
invited to view their new bathroom and _ hearing 
someone swearing about “my woman” followed by, 
“Let me out, let me out, unlock the door” and, 
finding the key on the outside of the bathroom door, 
he opened it to release the irate husband. The 
bathroom had been built to keep pace with their 
friends. 

When their bathroom was completed the Wases 
could not find any use for the tub but one day 
when Phil, just to show off, turned on the faucet 
he ruined two sacks of flour stored there. Mrs. 
Wase always referred to her husband as “Phil 
Waste”, and she told with excitement about her 
neighbors the Arlts who had built a “grape para- 
golia.” She was the chief breadwinner of the fam- 
ily doing cleaning and laundry work. When Charlie 
Speicher, the singer, brought her his wash one time 
he apologized for a very dirty pair of white pants. 
“You don’t need to mind,” she said, “I’ll just fill 


them full of lust.” She cleaned house for the Wileys 
and, having done some modeling, was interested to 
see his latest canvas of a snow scene. Finally her 
pronouncement came, “Must be easier to paint the 
trees in the winter when you can see what you're 
a-doin’.” 

To appreciate this story one should keep in 
mind the Bellows painting of the Wases, especially 
her pinched face and pithy body. Mrs. Wase said 
to Elsie Speicher, “Why you know we earned a dol- 
lar an hour just a-settin’ there on the sofa in front 
of Mr. Bellows. And if we’d been a-willin’ to set 
without our clothes on we’d a-made twice as much; 
but me, I won’t let down my drawers for any 
artists!” 

There were artists to whom Bellows was obli- 
gated for opening his path such as Henri, Winslow 
Homer and Sloan, but they never achieved the 
mastery he attained. He was not limited by New 
York or by any part of the country because the 
whole American scene was his field. He never went 
to Europe and although he could and did study the 
European masters at the museums they never 
moved him a chit from his United States point of 
view. Consequently he was the first great painter 
born, bred and nurtured exclusively by America. He 
made a profound impression upon the art thinking 
of his time and he received about every honor and 
prize available during his short life. 

One of the last studios on the lower Rock City 
road belonged to Frank and Augusta London. He 
was a good painter and popular as a man. He was 
born at Pittsboro, North Carolina in 1876; attended 
the University at Chapel Hill and studied art at 
the Pratt Institute and under William M. Chase. 
For a number of years he designed stained glass 
windows and objects of ecclesiastical art. When 
in 1923 he decided to devote all of his time to 
painting easel pictures he parted from all the res- 
traints of his previous work but kept the command 
of materials, constantly enriching his color and 
paint texture. He showed a keen sense of humor 
in his pictures, often choosing to depict objects 
once prized and by a later generation discarded, 
but he chose them primarily for their pictorial, 
not sentimental, value. Occasionally he painted 
people but they were not as significantly human 
documents as were his still lifes. He surrounded 
himself with baroque memorabilia and he had only 
to juggle his possessions around to make a still 
life. He might choose from among them a stuffed 
chair, a piece of brocade, some mounted birds or a 
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water pitcher draped with leaves, but he was never 
inhibited by realism. These objects would merely 
form the bases to which his imagination could add 
or subtract hundreds of forms or ideas until he had 
made a picture full of his sensuous delight in paint. 

Frank London was a good story-teller, and in 
his drawling Carolina accent with the descriptive mo- 
tions of his hands, without any rancor, would en- 
tertain his friends by showing up the humorous 
side in all of them. Sometimes a group consisting 
of the Londons, Bradley Tomlin, Alice Henderson 
and myself would drive far into the mountains to 
participate in country auctions. One of these auc- 
tions was held at a place called Hancock where 
the contents of a railroad hotel which had been 
closed for forty years were being sold. It was an 
eerie spectacle as everything from attic to cellar 
was dragged out to the pavement. Closets full of 
old-fashioned clothes and unclaimed trunks were 
smashed open, occasionally disclosing intimate gar- 
ments to the delight of the auctioneer. There were 
also love letters, because the hotel had been closed 
by the last owner when she had been abandoned 
by her salesman lover, and now after all these 
years, without any delicacy, the letters were read 
aloud to the curious public and offered to the high- 
est bidder. Both men bought useless articles, or so 
it seemed, Bradley completely losing his head over 
a huge moth-eaten Brussels carpet. Thereafter on 
every breezy day Rock City could hear Bradley 
Tomlin beating his carpet which spent most of 
that summer swinging on the clothesline in his yard. 
Frank bought some old-fashioned window shades 
and a few other dilapidated objects which eventu- 
ally showed up in his paintings. We had good times 
at the auctions and at supper parties at the Lon- 
dons’ or at our house. I remember one afternoon 
when Frank London stopped in to see us and we 
spoke of the delicious mustard sauce Augusta had 
served a few nights previously. “Oh, there’s noth- 
ing to it,” he said. “Give me mustard, celery seed, 
vinegar and a cabbage and I'll show you how it is 
made.” When the ingredients had been assembled 
he began to cook while we hung over the stove 
watching. He quickly became bored with stirring 
the sauce round and round the pan so he began tel- 
ling one of his amusing stories, and every time he 
made a point he would throw more mustard into 
his brew. When the tale was finished he consid- 
ered the sauce was done and he exclaimed, “You 
see how easy it is to make that sauce!”, and he 
left us with a product that could only serve to 
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burn our tongues. 

Now Augusta London and I are the only ones 
left of that group. Frank died in 1945 and there 
was a retrospective show of his work at the Art 
Gallery in Woodstock which was sent on tour. 
Bradley Tomlin wrote a beautiful and penetrating 
appreciation of his friend’s work which was printed 
in the catalogue. This collection of London’s pic- 
tures received favorable comment all over the 
country. 

Konrad Cramer has been mentioned several 
times. One of the most versatile of the artists, he 
has been exhibiting over the years in many dif- 
ferent styles and mediums. He has tried everythng 
from montage to abstract painting and has mas- 
tered them all. His imaginative grasp of each new 
phase of art has kept him young in spirit. He has 
also worked in metal with a sure sense of good 
design, and he is a fine photographer. For several 
years he had a successful school of photography. 

His wife, Florence Ballin Cramer, is also a good 
painter, but it was after they left Rock City that 
her talents were developed. She is now having a 
one-man show in New York. 

The Albert Heckman studios are on the moun- 
tain road above Rock City. Here Heckman has 
produced many prints and lithographs besides wa- 
tercolor paintings. For many years he headed the 
Art Department at Teachers College, Columbia, 
and for a time directed their summer school of 
art in Woodstock. He is now teaching at Hunter 
College. Florence Hardeman, his wife, is a violin 
virtuoso who began her career at sixtecn, playing 
solos with John Philip Sousa’s band. For eight 
years she toured with Madame Schumann-Heink. 
When Sarah Bernhardt made her last tour of the 
United States Florence Hardeman was with her 
and played the violin between the acts. She has 
had several concerts in Woodstock. 

Bradley Tomlin was born in Syracuse, New 
York, and studied art at the Universty. He was 
a delicate-looking man upon whose thin face the 
veins showed when he was animated. In a refined, 
clear enunciation he would relate some small inci- 
dent with real appreciation for the humorous situ- 
ation and the play of the characters involved. For 
many summers he lived around Rock City painting 
canvases which showed a fine feeling for line and 
color. Periodically he would go away in an attempt 
to side-step interruptions to his work, going to 
Long Island or elsewhere but always returning to 
Woodstock, in that respect defeated. Among the 


artists there has been a never-ending search for 
those ideal conditions in which to paint, especially 
among those who had known pre-war Europe 
where, on a small income, physical requirements 
could be cared for, their anonymity preserved and 
their creative urge encouraged. Originally Wood- 
stock was an inexpensive place in which to live 
and working time was respected, but later it be- 
came full of people who had no inner resources 
and who therefore were obliged to gather together 
or perish of boredom. In Tomlin’s case he was 
always sure he was making the right move and he 
would therefore sell his studio in Woodstock and be 
obliged to find another place when he returned. 
He was fastidious regarding his surroundings and 
spent valuable time renovating these new homes. 

When I first knew him he was a neighbor, 
having rented the house under the pear tree va- 
cated by Marion Bullard, where he brought his 
mother. The house was heated by several stoves, 
one of them an old iron cook-stove with a cranky 
personality which Marion had bought from Mrs. 
McFee. Aileen McFee felt responsible for the 
stove’s behavior and periodically came to poke its 
interior to make sure its drafts were clear. Mrs. 
Tomlin, a conventional little lady, was surprised 
one day to have an eccentric-looking woman arrive 
at the door saying she had come to clean the 
kitchen stove. Aileen worked her usual magic on 
the stove but was not interested in cleaning the 
ice chest, which Mrs. Tomlin suggested. When 
Bradley returned his mother told him about the 
peculiar charwoman who had been there. He made 
enquiries and was very embarrassed when he dis- 
covered the charwoman was in reality the wife of 
one of the best painters in Woodstock, while at 
this time nobody in the art world had heard of 
Bradley Tomlin. 

For several years Tomlin had a studio on the 
lower Rock City road not far from the Londons; a 
few years later he did over the- Mill house by 
the waterfall near the cross-roads, and later yet 
he bought Judson Smith’s big Victorian house at 
the foot of Ohayo Mountain which took all his 
energy to get into the condition he wished. I rarely 
saw him during these years and have no idea when 
he took up abstract painting. His work always re- 
tained the old sensitivity to line and color, although 
it became distinctly modern (meaning among the 
advanced concepts of the art of the forties). His 
pictures began to be noticed, but it was not until 
the year before his death in 1955 that he became 


really famous among the promoters of the last cry 
in art and was given a one-man exhibition at the 
Whitney Museum. 

On the lower Rock City road the red barn 
which had formerly been Speicher’s studio was 
bought by the Harry Leith-Ross’. Tony Leith-Ross 
was a tall and handsome Englishman who painted 
well in a very conservative manner, which probably 
accounted for his leaving here to settle in New 
Hope, Pennsylvania, where there were a greater 
number of artists painting in the traditional way, 
and where his close associate, John Follinsbee, had 
preceded him. Along the Speichers’ west boundary 
runs a lane which leads through the Bellows prop- 
erty to the Rosen house and beyond to the studio 
of Harvey Emerich. 

When Charles Rosen was sixteen he opened 
a photographic studio in his home town of West 
Newton in the coal mining region of western Penn- 
sylvania. He soon found that the only time the 
miners were interested in having their pictures 
taken was when one of their family had died. A 
few years of photographing corpses on the “cooling 
board” was enough for the young man. He went 
to Ohio where he worked with a friend who ran a 
gallery and this was his introduction to art. 

A year later he entered the National Academy 
of Design in New York and stayed in that city, 
studying at the William M. Chase School. To pay 
his way he ushered at the Criterion Theatre. The 
salary was small but he augmented it under the 
direction of the head usher who had a racket 
whereby he bought cheap opera glasses from a 
pawn shop and had the ushers rent them to the 
patrons of the theatre at a good fee. The money 
so earned was split between them, and it provided 
sufficient income to keep Rosen going. 

When he had completed his studies he moved 
to New Hope, Pennsylvania, where at first he sup- 
ported his family, doing commercial art, until his 
easel pictures began to sell, and he received two of 
the Hallgarten prizes. He had married Mildred 
Holden and they had two daughters, Katharine and 
Polly. He was then working in the traditional 
style and it was not until he came to Woodstock 
in 1918 to teach at the Art Students League Sum- 
mer School that his thinking on art began to 
change; although he denied that it had been a cons- 
cious effort. He found Woodstock stimulating as 
it seethed with new ideas. Within a couple of 
years he gave up his studio along the canal in New 
Hope and moved to the Rock City neighborhood 
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where he built his home. In 1922, with Dasburg 
and McFee, he started the Woodstock School of 
Painting, which was later taken over by Judson 
Smith. A few years after the death of his first 
wife he married Jean Inglis. 

The depression of 1929 hit the artists very hard 
because buying works of art was considered a lux- 
ury which even the wealthy abandoned for a time. 
When the Roosevelt administration began art pro- 
jects under the Treasury Relief Program it provided 
an opportunity for many artists to paint murals in 
public buildings and enriched the walls of countless 
post offices throughout the land. Charles Rosen 
was given the job of painting the murals for the 
Beacon, New York, post office. It was a large 
undertaking as it consisted of eight panels, the two 
largest being eight by twenty feet. He chose to 
depict the Hudson River landscape from New York 
City to Catskill, showing twenty-five historical 
places, including the Kingston tugboat yards. He 
was assisted by Clarence Bolton and the project 
required two years to complete. Before the murals 
were finished the Rosens had a visit from Mrs. 
Roosevelt and Mrs. Henry Morgenthau, Jr., the 
latter being the wife of the Secretary of the Trea- 
sury, who had come to see the work being done 
for their neighboring Hudson River town. In Mrs. 
Roosevelt’s column, “My Day”,(*) she says, 

“At 9:45 yesterday morning Mrs. Morgenthau 
and I left in my car to go to Woodstock, N. Y., 
an artists’ colony back of Kingston. We wanted 
to see the sketches for the murals which Mr. 
Charles Rosen is doing for the post office at Beacon, 
NY 

“Anyone who knows Woodstock will agree, I 
think, that it is a charming place. It shows what 
good taste and imagination can do to create a de- 
lightful atmosphere. 

“In the first place there are a number of 
attractive spots where you may stop and eat out- 
of-doors if you wish. I know little about food, 
but I do know that if I could ezt on a little terrace 
back of some of the stone houses we saw I would 
be satisfied with very simple fare. 

“I have always loved the Catskill Mountains, 
and at Woodstock they loom very near at hand. In 
every direction there seemed to be attractive spots 
to paint. We saw one or two easels up and painters 
so engrossed that they did not even look at the 
passing cars. 

“We found our artist’s house quite easily and 
spent a delightful time in his studio. The map he 
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is painting, which is to go the length of the lobby, 
is not only lovely in color, but interesting in design. 
The other paintings harmonize in color and give 
additional views which are historically interesting as 
well as scenically.” 

(*) By permission of United Feature Syndicate. 

In a local newspaper Fritzie Smith tells about 
Mrs. Roosevelt’s having asked a gardener the way 
to the Rosens’ studio. Later when the gardener 
was told he had spoken with the First Lady he was 
so excited he put down his tools and took the rest 
of the day off! 

Rosen was next commissioned to do the murals 
for the post office at Palm Beach, Florida, where 
he moved his family for the winter while he was 
painting the murals. They depicted the life of the 
Seminole Indians as well as local scenes. Later 
Rosen and Georgiana Klitgaard won the competi- 
tion for the designs of murals to be placed in the 
Poughkeepsie post office; Georgiana Klitgaard’s 
subject was a view of that town while Rosen’s was 
of the Poughkeepsie regatta. Poughkeepsie, of 
course, is close to the Roosevelts’ home at Hyde 
Park and it was revealed the President had a voice 
in the selection of the murals. 

In 1940 Rosen went to Texas to direct the 
Witte Art Museum School of Art, a position re- 
cently vacated by another Woodstock artist, Henry 
Lee McFee. Rosen taught there for four winters 
returning to his home each summer. During the 
forty-eight years he lived in Woodstock I doubt if 
he made a single enemy. He was a man with 
strong convictions but with a gentle and smiling 
manner that would disarm the fanatic. 

Rosen won many awards, including the Inness 
Gold Medal, the first Altman prize and the Jennie 
Sesnan Medal for the best landscape at the Pennsyl- 
vania Academy to mention a few, but the greatest 
tribute he received may have been in the hearts 
of his fellow townsmen for his sympathy and en- 
couragement to all the young artists, and his spirit 
of tolerance even towards those with whom he 
disagreed. He died in 1950 and is buried among his 
fellow artists in the Memorial Cemetery. 

There has been mention of a house on the 
southeast corner of the Rock City crossroads where 
over a hundred years ago Davis the blacksmith 
lived. Subsequently it was occupied by the Du- 
boises, followed by the woman with all the cats, 
next by the Frank Chases and is now owned by 
Henry Mattson. A short while ago I stopped in 
to see the Mattsons and enjoyed being shown two 


of his latest pictures. One was of the sea, a favorite 
subject which he paints in his Woodstock studio (I 
forgot to ask him if he can best paint mountains 
while he is by the sea.) 

This picture of tumultuous waves dashing 
against somber rocks is different in concept from 
his earlier pictures. He remarked that he could best 
express himself through painting the waves of the 
ocean, but that his present style of painting them 
was unlike the lyrical quality of the canvases he 
painted when he was younger. The second painting 
was of the Wide Clove kill which tumbles over a 
falls near his house. It was a twilight scene under 
a moon hanging in a dark sky which sparkles on 
the water and throws silver-green lights on the 
trunks of nearby birch trees. There is nothing 
sentimental in this moonlit scene as it is painted 
with virility and unlike most of his canvases is 
heavy with pigment. 

Mattson was born in Gothenburg, Sweden, in 
1887, coming to the United States when he was 
nineteen, where for years he worked as a machinist. 
While he was in New York he saw great paintings 
by Rembrandt and El Greco which made him want 
to try painting himself and he began working on 
Sundays. In 1916 he came to Woodstock to study 
at the Art Students League summer school but 
soon realized he would not find there what he 
wished to learn and that he must be his own teach- 
er. He recalls at this time setting up a still life 
of red onions and eggs which he was unable to 
paint no matter how much he looked at it. So he 
decided to forget about his picture, but whenever 
he closed his eyes, whether it was day or night, he 
couldn’t see anything but red onions and eggs. His 
models were no longer in front of him and, as he 
expressed it, “relieved from the subject matter”, 
he found he could paint those onions and eggs to 
his satisfaction. Now he never poses anything 
while he is actually painting it. He works fast, some- 
times completing two canvases in two weeks, followed 
by a rest period. Each day when he takes up his 
brushes he finds he has lost the mood in which he 
last painted and therefore begins afresh on the 
same canvas but with a new impetus. Hence prac- 
tically a new picture is conceived and completed, 
except for minor details, in one day. 

It was fun to be climbing again the steep stairs 
from the Mattsons’ living room to the studio, al- 
though each step being of individual height and 
width posed a problem. Everything about the 
studio stimulated my enjoyment, the smell of 


paint and the intellectual north light and the work- 
man-like order, and above all the sight of the iron 
stove in the center of the room with its twisting 
pipe. Below are two bedrooms which originally 
comprised the entire space of the house. Two 
steps lead from them down to the living room 
which Daphne Mattson keeps fresh and comfort- 
able. In the windows there are pots of flowers 
which even in the winter she can make bloom con- 
stantly. She has delicately colored red hair with 
milk white skin and a smile in her eyes. Henry 
is tall and thin with a visage marked by troubled 
thinking, though sometimes the lines break into 
a humorous twist. But why attempt to describe 
him when so often he has painted his own por- 
trait? The Mattsons’ living room was made from 
a lean-to which originally was Benjamin Davis’ 
blacksmith shop. He bought the property in 1812 
from Matthew Dymond, Sr. Davis’ name occurs 
frequently in the books of the Bristol Glass Com- 
pany for whom he did a large business mending 
plows, sleds and chains and making hundreds of axes. 

Henry Mattson had his first one-man show 
at the Montross Gallery in 1921 and ten years later 
received the $1,000.00 prize as well as the Bronze 
medal at the Corcoran Gallery in Washington, D.C. 
He received the Harris prize at the Carnegie Insti- 
tute and later won the $2,000.00 Corcoran award 
and the Gold Medal for his painting “Rocks”, and 
he has won the Clark Gold Medal at the Pennsyl- 
vania Academy of Fine Arts. He received a Gug- 
genheim Fellowship in 1935 and was made a 
member of the National Academy in 1951. His 
pictures may be seen at the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art, the Whitney Museum, the Phillips Mem- 
orial and the Corcoran Galleries in Washington and 
in permanent collections in Detroit, Brooklyn, St. 
Louis, Cleveland and Kansas City, among others. 

Among my notes is an account of an afternoon 
visit the Mattsons made us several years ago. It 
was a real call because they were dressed for a 
special occasion. Henry was wearing a becoming 
forest green jacket with high collar and _ lapels, 
evidently of foreign make which probably came 
from Sweden; Daphne wore a little skull cap upon 
her pale red hair, and she carried a basket which 
I had taken to them the fall before filled with late 
pears and which she now returned with a batch of 
home-made cookies. When we had settled down 
sipping highballs, the discussion centered upon a 
book on flying saucers recently published. It led 
Mattson to speak with envy of the fields open to 
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young scientists of today to whom the whole uni- 
verse seemed to be a laboratory for study. “Art- 
ists,’ he said, “also wish to do original work but 
there are few directions left open to a sincere paint- 
er. It must be a growth from within a man’s deep 
convictions, not like the work of one of our neigh- 
bors who could turn out a brand new conception 
on a three by nine foot canvas in fifteen minutes!” 
We all laughed. 

Later Daphne inquired about the birds which 
had come to our feeders that winter. Our lists were 
comparable, including jays, chickadees, snowbirds, 
sparrows, purple finches, grackles, nuthatches and 
woodpeckers and evening grosbeaks. Also we had 
caught occasional glimpses of a pileated woodpecker. 
but it had not come close. 

“One winter we had a pet fly,” Henry told 
us. “We would not have wanted a dozen flies but 
to have a single one buzzing around was friendly. 
We noted he slept every night yust about a foot 
from the stove pipe clinging upside down to de 
ceiling; den in de morning he comes down and flies 
about, so we talk to him and he becomes friendly. 
He would sit on our hands or our heads and he was 
no more afraid of us. If we were busy he would 
make fun buzzing our ears, swooping back and forth 
to attract our attention. De only ting was soon 
we were going to Florida for a visit and although we 
considered taking him with us in Luther’s taxi we 
decided it would be too hard for him; yet we didn’t 
know what to do with our pet when we should 
close the house. Den we tought of a plan which 
was to take him over to de farmhouse across the 
road where there were lots of odder flies for him 
to make friends with, but we weren’t sure how 
Hazel Harder would welcome an extra fly in her 
kitchen. So we play this strategy to get our pet 
over there where we knew he would enjoy the win- 
ter with all those many friends. He would let us 
pick him up and I could place him in a covered 
jelly glass. Daphne would then cross the road to 
the Harders and as she entered the door she would 
say to Hazel, “Isn’t this your glass?’ as she opened 
the lid, releasing the fly. We planned all dis and 
had the glass ready just before we were to leave. 
Den Paul Fiene came in to say goodbye and he sat 
down to have a little chat. By and by I saw our 
fly go over and place himself on Paul’s forehead 
and I want to tell him dat is our pet but he is talk- 
ing so hard I don’t like to interrupt him. But he 
knew dat fly was dere and before I could stop him 
he took his big sculptor’s hand and he clapped it 
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down on his forehead and squashed our friend, and 
shook it off on de floor. We both stood dere aghast 
and he says, ‘What’s the matter, what have I done?’ 
‘Oh Paul,’ I shouted, ‘you have killed our pet fly!’ 
Paul was astonished but when he saw how upset 
Daphne and I were he says, “Gosh, I’m sorry.’ And 
dat is de story of our pet fly.” 

Maud and Miska Petersham live on the Glasco 
turnpike about half a mile from the crossroads. 
Their stone house is gay with warm-colored stones 
mixed with the blue, bright pottery in the many 
niches, and hollyhocks higher than the eaves. For 
years they have written and illustrated children’s 
books of the finest quality. Miska was born and 
went to art school in Hungary and in his work he has 
retained the character of that country’s folk art. 
Maud was his pupil and when they were married 
they began a long collaboration on books such 
as “Miki” and “The Ark of Father Noah and 
Mother Noah.” In preparation for “The Christ 
Child” they spent three months in Palestine to 
acquire an authentic background. It is still one 
of their best-selling books. Almost as popular is 
“Circus Boy.” They received the Caldecott Medal 
for the best illustrations of the year for “The 
Rooster Crows.” Of their American series, “Presi- 
dents” was taken by the State Department to be 
reprinted in twelve foreign languages for distribu- 
tion abroad. When I asked the Petershams how 
many books they had made they said about forty- 
five besides making the illustrations for at least 
fifteen more. They have worked as hard as any 
artists in Woodstock. This year for the first time 
I heard them say they were taking a rest. 

It is fortunate for the painters they require a 
north light for their studios because this is the di- 
rection which faces Overlook. For fifty years the 
artists have looked at the mountain and loved it, 
yet few of their pictures have expressed the power 
of this massif. They have lived under its protection 
unaware that it may have been the subconscious in- 
fluence which urged them beyond their little human 
endeavors. There is much yet to be learned of the 
chemistry and attractions of mountains. It was one 
of the less-known Rock City artists, George Ault, 
who may have expressed the true character of Over- 
look. He worked quietly for years in a studio which 
was a tiny box of a building on the Turnpike. Iron- 
ically he was the victim of one of the mountain 
streams when the Wide Clove Kill had one of the 
flash floods which periodically remind us we are 
here only as the tenants of nature. 


IX 


VILLAGE 


large part of Woodstock Village was in Robert 

Livingston’s Great Lot No. 8. In 1789 Isaac 
Davis purchased from him the lower mill property 
which was located where the present Kingston and 
Saugerties roads meet at the bridge. Seventeen 
years later he in turn sold the mill to Philip Sickler. 
After the Revolution Davis was in possession of 
property from the Village Green to where the 
Methodist Church now stands. In 1806 Davis 
deeded the site of the Dutch Reformed Church to 
the Elders and Deacons of that congregation which 
was already established on the Green. The history 
of the Dutch Church has been written by the Rev- 
erend Harvey I. Todd who was its popular minister 
for thirty-five years. Besides his regular duties he 
was always the first to volunteer when there was 
trouble. He was the man on the roof at a fire; 
he was on one end of the stretcher when flood 
rescues were made; and he brought into his parlor 
the village alcoholics when those poor souls were 
in need of help. Some of Mr. Todd’s war work 
has been told in another chapter. 

According to a map of 1827, by Kiersted, Sam- 
uel Culver was then in possession of the Woodstock 
mill located on the stream which crosses the vil- 
lage. South of the bridge was a dam and it is 
probable Culver establshed the first tannery there 
because he dealt in hides. However, it was Vande- 
vort who developed the large Tannery remem- 
bered by the oldest residents. Of this only a few 
foundation stones now remain. He turned out six- 
teen hundred hides a year, using eighteen hundred 
cords of bark to do it. The hides were processed in 
twelve vats, in which they progressed each month 
into a different solution until by the end of a year 


the leather was well cured. The hides came from 
as far away as South America and the reason for 
transporting them into the northern mountains was 
that here there were plenty of hemlock trees avail- 
able. Stripping the bark from the trees gave em- 
ployment to many men who delivered it to the 
tanneries in their “bark riggins” for a few dollars a 
load. At the tanneries the acid was extracted to be 
used in curing the hides. Nobody has mentioned 
the unpleasant smell of the industry which, situated 
in the middle of the village, must have been disa- 
greeable to the neighbors. The local tanning bus- 
iness failed after the development of chemical acids 
for curmg hides, but before long other industries, 
such as the bluestone quarrying, gave employment 
to the Catskll mountaineers, although this in turn 
gave way to the era of cement. 


Library 


Dr. Larry Gilbert Hall with his wife, Catha- 
rine Longyear, was the owner of the Library build- 
ing. The land was part of the tract sold by Robert 
Livingston to Isaac Davis and by him sold to Philip 
Sickler who divided it into smaller pieces, and from 
then on the lots were subdivided and changed hands 
repeatedly, because this was the tract of Woodstock 
Village with its three churches, grist mill and tan- 
nery. Philip Sickler sold the Library site to John 
G. Ring. (According to Orville Elwyn, the Library 
building was built by Larry Bogardus who married 
Jane Elwyn.) Later, Stephen Force came into 
possession and sold the upper section to Larry 
Gilbert Hall. By the time Dr. Hall was practicing 
medicine the lot had dwindled to six acres with its 
back boundary along the Old Forge Road. Finally 
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the house and garden was all that remained. After 
Catharine Longyear Hall’s death in 1885, the house 
came into the possession of the Lasher family, who 
sold it to Mrs. Walter Weyl in 1927, and she gave 
it to the Woodstock Library Association for a per- 
manent home in memory of her husband, Walter 
Weyl. That the Library was thought worthy of 
perpetuating the name of this intellectual has been a 
matter of pride to the Trustees. 

Dr. Hall was born in 1788 and must have had 
a good education. He kept an account book which 
begins in 1830 and is in existence, having come to 
Mrs. Alma Simpkins through her uncle, William 
Harder, the husband of one of Dr. Hall’s daughters, 
Sally. The Simpkins now live in the Harder house 
on the village street to the west of the Library. 

There are a few items in the account book 
which pertain to the Library building. Dr. Hall 
paid Henry Davis $3.00 for three days’ work to 
place the “pilasters” on the front of his office. Evi- 
dently these are the star decorations we have all 
admired. On another occasion he lists paying Jo- 
seph Peet $1.50 for delivering and planting five 
locust trees. He had other interests than doling out 
pills and tending confinements (the charge was 
$3.00 for that service). He had an extensive medical 
library and at least once bought a book on 
astronomy in which the position of the globe was 
annotated by Dr. Ebenezer Hall, who was more 
interested in the glass factory of Bristol than in 
doctoring. Larry Gilbert Hall also received pay- 
ment for teaching in the schools. The account 
lists most of the early inhabitants of the village 
as his patients and many of them paid their bills 
in food or wood. 

Among the interesting purchases he made is 
that of sixty shad at 514 cents a piece. Some of 
these may have been used for fertilizer which was 
then a common practice. He paid John Bonesteel 
31 cents for one dozen pigeons which were pre- 
sumably the passenger pigeons which used to fly 
in sky-darkening numbers through our Catskills 
but have now totally disappeared. In the back of 
the book are noted some of the recipes he used. 
He cured Henry Myers’ leg of a dark purple sore 
by washing it three times a days with lime water. 
This was made by burning oyster shells and pour- 
ing water over them. After washing the sore he 
placed sheet lead over it. He added a notation that 
the above was also a fine mouth wash. Dr. Hall 
was only forty-seven when he died in 1836 but his 
widow lived for forty-nine years longer. 
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In 1913 Mr. Ralph Radcliffe Whitehead called 
together a group of residents, including Mr. and 
Mrs. Walter Weyl, Miss Marion Eames (now Mrs. 
Comeau), Mr. George Elwyn, Mr. Henry Peper, 
Mr. Edward Simmons, Mr. and Mrs. Carl Eric 
Lindin and Dr. and Mrs. Downer, to form a Wood- 
stock Club. Its purpose was to start a community 
health program, an athletic association and a li- 
brary. To help finance their activities a bazaar was 
held on December thirteenth in the Firemen’s Hall. 
Moving pictures were shown with a homemade elec- 
trical outfit which frequently broke down, but this 
did not quell the audience’s enthusiasm. A home 
for the club was found in the former Bovee barn 
along the Tannery Brook in a room donated by 
Mr. George Neher. Here a pool table was set up 
to entertain the young people, and a suitcase full 
of books brought by Mr. Whitehead and Mr. Weyl 
was distributed among the members and this be- 
came the nucleus of the Library. None of the other 
activities of the club survived, but the handful of 
books was augmented by many donations and Mr. 
Bruce Herrick was engaged as librarian for one or 
two afternoons a week. He took the job because 
it allowed him time for reading and it was easy 
work. Compare this with the present circulation 
requiring three librarians working at high speed 
handling four to five hundred volumes on an aver- 
age afternoon. 

After six years the Library moved to its pre- 
sent location in the white frame house originally 
occupied by Dr. Hall. It is a good example of 
Woodstock’s early farm architecture. At first the 
Library did not require the entire space in the 
building and the two west rooms (Dr. Hall’s office) 
were rented as an apartment; but within a few years 
it had not only absorbed the space in the apart- 
ment, but was in urgent need of a large addition. 
Due to the hard work of a small group of the trus- 
tees, funds were collected to build a new twenty 
by fifty foot room designed by Albert Graeser. It 
was completed in 1948 with a cornerstone from 
Blenheim Castle presented by Woodstock, Eng- 
land, that created an entente which led to our 
subsequently joining, after the war, all the other 
American Woodstocks in contributing to the re- 
placement of the bells in that English town. 

The new wing provided space for the cabinets 
of musical scores and the comprehensive collection 
of art books, besides the expanding reference li- 
brary. The large reading table and matching chairs 
were made by one of the leading craftsmen of the 
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village, Iris Wolven, who cut the lumber from the 
side of Overlook Mountain. It was then possible 
to allot one of the origina] rooms for the children, 
a cheerful place with small furniture, books both 
old and new and space for exhibitions of the illus- 
trations for children’s books by Woodstock artists, 
and for the much loved merry-go-round horse. This 
wooden horse was made by William Spanhake of 
Wittenberg and painted by the Petershams. At 
the opening of the new wing Dr. James T. Shot- 
well gave a talk on the history and purposes of the 
Library and he made the memorable statements 
that our only hope lies in the escape from ignor- 
ance, and that the greatest of all the arts is life 
itself. 

For several years the Library circulation was 
limited to village residents but early in the thir- 
ties two volunteers began taking books to the 
hamlets of Zena, Shady, Lake Hill, Willow and 
Wittenberg. Aided by the teachers the books were 
distributed from the schoolhouses. At first there 
was opposition among the old-time farmers who 
considered it demoralizing for the young to acquire 
what they considered the bad habit of reading. 
However, the practice of reading spread, bringing 
new horizons to young and old, and before long the 
teachers were bringing carloads of their pupils to 
the Library to select their own books. Thus the 
circulation expanded and with every passing year 
the Woodstock Library establishes itself more firmly 
as one of the invaluable institutions of our com- 
munity. The aid it gives to school children, to 
artists and musicians, to research workers and 
homemakers, is known to all the friends of the 
Library; but it has taken the interest and co-opera- 
tion of the whole town to bring it to its present 
state of efficiency. 

The main support of the Library has come 
through the money raised at the annual fair which 
accounts for over four-fifths of its income. The Li- 
brary authorities in Albany hesitated to endorse 
this source of support and it was only in 1933 that 
they granted it a charter as a full member of the 
State Library Association. However, they have 
always said for its size our library was one of the 
best in the State. 

The sculptor, Bruno Zimm, President of the 
Library for several terms, was largely responsible 
for its joining the State Library Association, work- 
ing without consideration for his time and effort. 

Zimm was born in New York City in 1876. A 
talent for sculpture being evident at an early age, 


he was introduced, when he was fifteen, to Carl 
Bitner who employed him in his studio and a year 
later sent him to Chicago to supervise a sculpture 
commission at the World’s Fair. Zimm continued 
his studies at the Metropolitan Museum, the Art 
Students League and later studied with Augustus 
Saint-Gaudens. He was awarded the Silver Medal 
at the Paris exhibition of 1900 and one of his friezes 
is a permanent part of the Fine Arts building in 
San Francisco. Other works include sculpture in 
New York City, Houston, Wichita, Baylor College, 
sculptures in St. Francis’ Church in Brooklyn and 
the fourteen Stations of the Cross in St. Clement’s 
Church in Philadelphia. He was engaged on a com- 
mission for the Naval Chapel at Annapolis when 
illness compelled him to stop working. 

Zimm was a founder and trustee of the Wood- 
stock Guild of Craftsmen and the Woodstock Mem- 
orial Association. In addition to his art work he 
made a catalogue and complete collection of fossils 
from local rocks. This collection was subsequently 
purchased by the Smithsonian Institute. His wife 
is the geneologist and author, Louise Hasbrouck 
Zimm, and there is one son, Bruno H. Zimm, a sci- 
entist. 

After his death on November 20, 1943, Marion 
Bullard wrote for the “Ulster County News”: 

“This place named Woodstock is more than 
a place of hills and brooks, fields and woods. It is 
the accumulation of the indestructible things of 
the spirit that men and women leave behind them 
when they pass away. Bruno Zimm is dead. He 
rests on the hillside where so many of his friends 
also rest in peace. Creative men like Bruno Zimm 
do not stop with the carving in stone and wood. 
He can be said to have hewn out of life something 
as shaped and beautiful in the hearts of his friends 
as ever he visioned or aspired to make out of wood 
and stone. Perhaps the best and greatest epitaph 
for anyone is the simple one—a good friend. 

“Looking back down the years, I can remem- 
ber no time when Bruno failed to respond to the 
need of anyone who appealed to him for help. He 
gave without sparing himself. I believe it did not 
occur to him that he had another choice. There 
was a need to be met. That was enough. During 
the later years, he sometimes said to me, ‘I must 
not take on anything more. After all I have my 
own work to do.’ Then at once he took on some- 
thing more for his neighbors or his community. Now 
that his strong skilled hands are quiet and we can 
make no more demands on them or on his sym- 
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pathy, his tolerant. kindness and his generosity, we 
can measure what he has been to us. Bruno Zimm 
carved his own monument. Day after day, year 
after year in the materials of friendship and of 
life lived at its fullest and best.” 

The Library Fair has now become fairly stabi- 
hzed. Originally it was run by the artists who 
comprised the majority of the book borrowers. At 
one of the first fairs Dasburg and McFee designed 
banners for which a few of us dyed yards and yards 
of unbleached muslin to rich purple, maroon, blue 
aud burnt-orange which, sewn in uneven patterns, 
were strung between the green trees in joyous bril- 
liance! Indeed they were so decorative they were 
borrowed by all the organizations in town, including 
the Maverick Festival, and soon became faded 
and tattered. For the fair the best musicians played 
popular songs, the artists gave pictures to be auc- 
tioned for a fraction of their value, and George 
Bellows and other painters made quick sketches of 
sitters for a dollar. There would be pet shows 
when, added to the usual collecton of dogs, cats, 
snakes and frogs, there might be added exotic 
animals such as the Cannon’s Honey Bears or one 
of their llamas which, on one occasion, came wear- 
ing paniers in one of which was a hundred pound 
prize pig to be auctioned. There was a tail wag- 
ging contest besides guessing games, shooting gal- 
leries and hot dog stands. Each year there has 
been an entertainment for the children, such as 
puppets, a merry-go-round or a seal. It was at the 
Library Fair that the trained seal “Sharky” had 
one of his earliest successes, which led to Broadway 
and Hollywood fame. There have always been for- 
tune tellers, booths of food, flowers and so on. One 
of the great orchestra leaders might be found ped- 
dling balloons or, unknown to the crowds, famous 
authors might be selling second-hand books or pure 
junk for a nickel. Incredible as it may seem, the 
present fairs take in well over two thousand dollars 
an hour. 

People come from up and down the Hudson 
Valley to attend, knowing they will find bargains 
for themselves, while their children delight in ma- 
gic shows, pony rides or maybe a carousel. An art- 
ists’ gypsy band plays with gaity while the crowd 
rushes to buy such bargains as an evening gown for 
fifty cents or a stove at the flea market for a 
quarter. Banners wave, tambourines jingle, young 
people shout with laughter and all the while the 
coins pour into the cash boxes and the Library will 
function for another year! 
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One of the nicer houses on the village green is 
the one occupied by the Woodstock Guild of Crafts- 
men. Like the Library site the land was originally 
part of the Isaac Davis 107 acre tract. It passed 
through several hands before it came into the 
possession of William Deforest, whose ownership 
was marred by the controversy resulting from his 
building his privy to lap four inches over the Coons’ 
land to the northeast. An 1858 map shows the 
property in the possession of Samuel Gage who also 
owned several houses extending along the road to 
Ohayo Mountain. By 1875 Beer’s “Ulster County 
Atlas” indicates that Orsen Van der Voort, who 
operated the tannery and had been Town Supervi- 
sor in 1865, lived on the property. Still later the 
house belonged to Abram Rose who had a store 
next door (the site of the present gallery) but who 
moved to Kingston where he became a successful 
merchant. The store burned early in the twentieth 
century and the house was sold separately, coming 
into the possession of Hunt Diederich probably the 
best craftsman Woodstock has seen. He sold to 
the Eugene Schleichers who turned it into the fascin- 
ating Jack Horner Shop filled with interesting an- 
tiques and old world folk art. 

In 1945 Mrs. Blanche Rosett bought the prop- 
erty as a home for the Woodstock Guild of Crafts- 
men and several years later, when they had be- 
come established as a village institution, she gave 
them the house. The craftsmen’s organization, be- 
gun in 1941 by a few weavers, potters, wood carvers 
and jewelry workers as a small co-operative enter- 
prise, grew until now, after handling costs are de- 
ducted, it pays to the craftsmen over $10,000.00 
per year. 

The northeast corner of the Green where the 
Rock City road begins was the site of various tav- 
erns and hotels until the Woodstock Valley Hotel 
burned in 1930. It was a picturesque double-decker 
building dripping with Virginia creepers and had 
been bought by a group of civic-minded citizens for 
an inn. Unfortunately it did not last long. This 
site had held a tavern since about 1789 when the 
Town Board gave a tavern license to a William 
Snyder. In 1825 Stephen Deforest deeded the 
tavern to Andrew Newkirk and thereafter it was 
known as the Newkirk and Deforest Hotel. 


The tavern achieved its major importance in 
the middle of the nineteenth century when George 
William Syder became the proprietor. He sold it 
to William Brinkerhoff and it was torn down and 
rebuilt to become the Brinkerhoff House, but Sny- 
der seems to have continued as host and _ prob- 
ably part owner. During this period ex-President 
Ulysses Grant stopped there, not for the night, but 
during the time it took to change the coach horses 
for the trip up Overlook. Larry Elwyn remembered 
seeing Grant, whom he described as short, with a 
reddish beard. Another ex-President whom Elwyn 
saw at the Brinkerhoff House was Arthur whom he 
said was a tall, noble-looking man with mutton 
chop whiskers. Larry Elwyn, being the village 
barber, noted their hair. Several village girls asked 
to be presented to President Arthur and Snyder 
complied with their request. Still another disting- 
uished visitor who was seen was General George 
Sharpe, Commander of the 120th Regiment of New 
York State, which was formed of men from Ulster 
and Greene Counties who fought in the Civil War. 
There were five Woodstock men in the 120th. Gen- 
eral Sharpe spent many week ends on Overlook. 
Elwyn told of the four-horse stages driven by 
Leydendecker, which he galloped around the cor- 
ner and brought to a smart stop in front of the 
hotel. The main tavern was on the northwest cor- 
ner, containing a bar, a large box stove and a 
wooden bench along the south wall, and there was 
a ballroom on the east side tof the building. 

Mrs. Will Russell of Shultis Corners remembers 
when she was a young girl, about 1874, the stage 
coaches brought visitors from the old Catskill 
Mountain Hotel above Palenville for excursions to 
the Overlook House. The stages would stop at 
Wolven’s shop at The Corner for refreshments and 
would be served “turnpike pancakes” which she 
helped cook. They were made of Indian corn meal 
with hop tea for leavening. Everyone agreed that 
the objective of these trips was the Overlook Moun- 
tain House which at that time was run by John E. 
Lasher. When the Overlook House finally burned 
its register was taken to Meads, but the disting- 
uished guests only stopped at Meads and the other 
taverns for rest and refreshment. 

Until a few years ago there was a tavern in 
the village, dating back a hundred and fifty years, 
which had always been in the Elwyn family. It was 
midway along Tinker Street in a building which 
has now been converted into apartments and a 
beauty parlor. The first Elwyn came from Wales 


in the late seventeen hundreds with two of his 
brothers. There is an unconfirmed story that they 
were owners of the ship in which they crossed the 
Atlantic Ocean and that they sold the vessel to 
finance themselves in the new world. One of them, 
John M. Elwyn, was called Captain Elwyn, which 
supports the ship story. He evidently had some 
money and was an able wagon maker and a black- 
smith. He first went to Saugerties but soon moved 
to Woodstock. At first he may have leased land 
because he was issued a license by the Town Board 
to run a tavern in 1812, whereas the deeds for most 
of his property which he bought from Alexander 
Hunt and Samuel Culver were not recorded until 
later. The home where he died is now owned by 
Joseph Fitzsimmons, our present Town Supervisor. 
Elwyn was a religious man, being one of the Trus- 
tees of the Methodist Church when they purchased 
ground from Culver. He did not wish to operate a 
tavern himself but had no scruples against his wife 
running a hotel and bar across the road. Eventually 
the Elwyn holdings ran from halfway along the 
village street (excepting a few lots) to the DeVall 
farm, and to the south they extended to the Saw- 
kill, including the tract now owned by the Comeaus. 

John M. Elwyn had four sons: Alexander, Peter, 
William and Larry. The last was the father of 
George Washington (Wash) Elwyn who was on 
the Town Board for years. Peter became a farmer 
on the property later owned by the Hasbroucks on 
the Kingston road. William left town and Alex- 
ander became the well-known tavern keeper. It was 
said he was over-fond of eating and became too fat 
for his health. Anyway, the food was delicious at 
the tavern and salesmen were known to have tra- 
veled many extra miles after dark just to enjoy the 
food and comfort of the Elwyn House. The tavern 
finally petered out under the management of his 
bachelor son, Sam. It was Alexander’s great-grand- 
son, Allen Dean Elwyn, who revived the family 
tradition as a provider of good food in giving 
“Deanie’s” restaurant to Woodstock. 


League, Etc. 


In 1906, Birge Harrison was asked to start 
a school of landscape painting in Old Lyme, Con- 
necticut, but, as he had built his home here and 
preferred the mountains for a school, he persuaded 
the Art Students League to come to Woodstock. His 
classes were an immediate success and _ students 
gathered from all over the country to study under 
the gentle guidance of Mr. Harrison who was an 
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ultra-conservative painter but was ever tolerant of 
fresh ideas in art. Out of his classes came some of 
the most dynamic artists Woodstock has produced. 

In June, the stagecoach driven by Eddie, from 
whose mouth dripped a perpetual ooze of tobacco 
juice, would pick up the students at West Hurley 
station and as the horses headed north the first 
view of Overlook Mountain usually threw its never- 
to-be-relinquished hold upon the hearts of the 
young people. The accounts of the early League 
activities in the village tell of hard work during the 
daylight hours and fun in the evenings when the 
irrepressible high spirits of the students would leap 
forth. For many of them it was an exhilarating 
experience to be free of home conventions and to 
associate with creative people. Boarding houses 
were filled and there was money circulating al- 
though the villagers complained .of the Bohemian 
goings-on, not realizing prosperity would soon 
follow. 

The leading boarding house was at the Coopers 
where an exceptionally large room with food could 
be had for $8.00 a week. Walter (Pop) Goltz sat 
at the head of the table. He was not expected to 
live more than a few months as he was afflicted 
with an incurable disease, but the climate of Wood- 
stock kept him alive for over forty years. The 
students would gather on the porch after supper 
every night. Sometimes they sang, led by Cecil 
Chichester who had a talent for piano playing and 
mimicry, and who was considered a leading student 
at the League school. There was A. B. Titus who 
produced a students’ magazine called “The Pochade” 
which appeared in 1912, one year after Hervey 
White began “The Wild Hawk” which was the first 
Woodstock periodical. As far as we know the first 
issue of “The Pochade” was also the last. Chichester 
and Eddie Ward did an imitation of a trainer and 
a dancing bear which had recently been through the 
village, which was so amusng it lingered for years 
in the memories of the onlookers. There were hay 
rides and dances and picnic suppers on the flat 
rocks along the Sawkill and always singing and 
hilarity. 

Marion Bullard described her arrival in Wood- 
stock, sitting in the bus on the Village Green. She 
saw three students emerge from the barber shop 
and, to her astonishment, observed one had _ his 
head shaved to resemble a checkerboard; another’s 
hair was cut to leave polka dots upon his scalp 
and the third had part of the hair on the back of 
his head removed, leaving the outline of a face with 
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eyes, nose and mouth. That was her introduction 
to la vie boheme in Woodstock. 

After five years John Carlson became the suc- 
cessor of Birge Harrison as instructor for the Art 
Students League Summer School with the assis- 
tance of Frank Chase and sometimes Pop Goltz 
when the classes filled to overflowing. There were 
a hundred and fifty pupils enrolled at a time for 
instruction in landscape painting and the class had 
to divide in two. Each section would be assigned 
to either a blue or a red group which, according to 
flags stuck in a map, would indicate at which 
pasture the students were to go for their field 
criticisms. Out the students would go, draped, 
with sketch boxes, easels, canvas, umbrellas and 
stools. One old lady trundled her gear in a baby 
carriage; another one, having torn her umbrella in 
a dozen places, patched the rents with various 
colored pieces of paint cloth which created a land- 
scape in itself—anyway, numbers of the students 
found it easier to paint than the area of trees and 
mountains it hid. John Carlson and his assistants 
would appear in the field and would conscientiously 
work through the multitude of would-be artists. A 
couple I knew were on a walking trip through the 
Catskills and, after a disturbed night on Overlook 
caused by a skunk digging bones from their camp- 
fire, they moved at dawn down the mountain and 
settled to sleep on a quiet pasture. It seemed a 
lonely spot far above the village. They were awak- 
ened by voices and to their amazement found them- 
selves in a crowd of people who were dotted every 
few feet throughout the field busily splashing paint 
on canvas and even taking advantage of them as 
free models asleep. This reminds me of a story 
Tony Leith-Ross told of when he was painting a 
farmer plowing. Tony was a tall, well-built man 
and he sketched the seene sitting on a camp stool 
hunched over a small box. Gradually the farmer’s 
furrows came near the artist and the plowman 
stopped, ejected a spit of tobacco juice and said 
with scorn, “Gosh, you look strong enough to do 
a day’s work!” 

On Saturdays the best of the canvases would 
be hung at the League studio and here Carlson, and 
occasionally Mr. Harrison would rip the work to 
pieces for the benefit of all the students. Carlson 
would open the criticism with a talk on one of the 
problems of landscape painting, such as perspective, 
forms of clouds or drawing trees. He was often 
accused of giving formulas for painting because he 
explained the laws of growth, of atmospheric con- 


ditions or the weight and balance in nature; but, 
after hearing him lecture, none of his students would 
ever again be satisfied to paint the ground without 
solidity, mountains that had no weight or trees 
which were not rooted in the earth. Carlson not 
only loved nature but he respected and made a 
study of it, and this attitude he implanted in 
others. 

At first the League’s studio was in the tannery 
barn, later they rented a house among the pine trees 
south of the village, but eventually built their own 
classroom which is now the house occupied by the 
Christian Science Church. When Carlson resigned 
from teaching at the League the summer school 
was headed by Frank Chase and later by Charles 
Rosen. For twenty-four years it remained closed 
until it was brought back to Woodstock largely 
through the efforts of Arnold Blanch. It now occu- 
pies the former National Youth Administration 
buildings on the Saugerties road. 

John Carlson was born in Sweden in 1875 and 

came with his parents to this country as a young 
boy, and was educated in Buffalo, New York. He 
came to Byrdcliffe on a scholarship from the Art 
Institute of Buffalo. He was one of those hard- 
working students who preferred to leave the easy 
life of Byrdcliffe with its accompanying obligations 
to move into a Rock City barn where he lived on a 
near-starvation diet of cheese and beer, but could 
devote all of the daylight hours to painting, and to 
music, as he had a fine voice. During the years 
he taught at the League he attracted more students 
than have ever attended the summer school. His 
paintings are represented in museums all over the 
United States. His awards include the First Altman 
prize at the National Academy in New York City 
(of which he was elected a member), the silver 
medal at San Francisco and the 1915 Carnegie prize, 
and so forth. He married a student, Margaret God- 
dard, and they had three sons. John Carlson died 
in 1945. : 
During the early days of the Art Students 
League the character of Woodstock was markedly 
an art colony with easels set up not only in the 
fields and woods but often in the center of the 
roads, around which considerate drivers would 
swerve, or along the brooks where nude models 
shivered in the mountain water and callow villagers 
peeped at them from the bushes. There were some 
wild parties in the studios which were greatly exag- 
gerated in the telling and gave the colony a bad 
reputation. 


The playing and drinking of the students did 
not appeal to all of them, some of whom had come 
to Woodstock at considerable sacrifice to get away 
from social life. These dedicated youths would 
work on large canvases each morning and think 
nothing of walking several miles with their heavy 
gear to places like Shady, Zena or Lake Hill to 
sketch every afternoon and, when the early board- 
inghouse suppers were over, they might whip up a 
quick picture of a sunset or moonrise. To them 
Woodstock meant freedom for work rather than 
for play. More and more important work was sent 
out and Woodstock’s fame for producing master- 
pieces obliterated the gossip. The more serious 
artists built their studios off the main road where 
they could work uninterruptedly. 

Original concepts burst forth in every field 
although some, such as the co-operative shop and 
the civic center failed. One of the more picturesque 
enterprises was the camping trips organized by 
Edith and Dyrus Cook. Driven by Dyrus, the 
donkey, Jackie, would carry the equipment over the 
easier routes to a designated site near a spring 
where fires would be lighted and the food cooked 
for the amateurs who would have climbed over the 
mountains guided by Edith Cook. She was an 
outdoor type filled with the lore of the birds and 
the flowers, which she enthusiastically imparted to 
the city dwellers who would engage to go on these 
trips for a week end or longer at a nominal fee. 
Early in the thirties, they went on an eight months 
hike which was written up in a book “Donkeying 
Through Seven States” by Dyrus Cook. Unfor- 
tunately he was unable to give an interesting ac- 
count of a trip which must have included fascinat- 
ing adventures. Later he began another project 
which was successful for years. He established a 
group of hillbilly dancers called the “Cheats and 
Swings” which started the rage for square dances. 
They performed in costume and were invited to 
dance before audiences in New York City and Hyde 
Park where they gave a special performance before 
the President. 

By 1919 Woodstock’s reputation as an art 
colony was well establshed and the dream of the 
painters to have their own exhbition hall was to be 
realized. Stock had been sold for an Artists Reality 
Company to build a gallery on the Village Green 
which was to be rented to the Art Association. By 
this plan it was hoped to leave the exhibitors free 
to run their own shows. Only a few persons were 
naive enough to believe their investment would pay 
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dividends other than in the satisfaction of promot- 
ing art, and even here opinion would be divided 
as to whether the returns were worthwhile. This 
difference no doubt was accountable for the argu- 
ments and even fights which have always kept art- 
thinking alive in the town. The chief organizers 
were Andrew Dasburg, Carlson, McFee, Frank 
Chase and Lindin. 

The preamble of the constitution of the Art 
Association stated that both conservative and rad- 
ical artists were to be represented on the board of 
directors, and a real effort was made to have the 
exhibitions reflect both schools, but over the years 
the constant influx of younger and more liberal 
artists has gradually replaced the conservative 
group. At one of the early shows I was on the 
jury, which consisted of equal representatives of 
both sides, but unfortunately Birge Harrison was 
ill and unable to attend, which left the conserva- 
tives one juror short. Andrew Dasburg solved the 
problem by offering to vote for Mr. Harrison if we 
would all agree to his doing so. As each exhibit 
was presented to the jury, Andrew would vote as 
himself in the affrmative for the painting or sculp- 
ture which he believed to be progressive; and then, 
as Birge Harrison, he would vote against the same 
offering; and if he considered the work belonged to 
the old school he would reverse the votes. 

Harry (Tony) Leith-Ross was the first Sec- 
retary and Treasurer for both the Realty Com- 
pany and the Art Association and later I was asked 
to take his place. In retrospect it seems incredible 
that I should have attempted to take the job, 
being unable to spell or add. The Art Gallery books 
of that period must be unique, if legible. However, 
Tony Leith-Ross was not too business-like himself, 
and when he left he handed me an enormous coat 
box into which he had jammed all the correspon- 
dence and bills concerning the building of the gal- 
lery. Soon fresh bills arrived which required check- 
ing with past agreements, but it was impossible to 
find the required papers in the mix-up within the 
box. In desperation I called for aid from the 
other trustees and several, including Dasburg and 
McFee, appeared to help, but after a couple of 
hours of futile effort one of them took the box and 
fed the contents into the good old iron stove. We 
were quite pleased with ourselves for solving the 
problem, that is, until in the spring Eric Lindin re- 
turned from California and had to hire a lawyer to 
untangle the legal snarl that ensued, because none 
of us had considered the fact that the Artists Realty 
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Company was incorporated and the State would 
reauire an accounting.. Carl Eric Lindin served 
many terms as President of the Artists Realty Cor- 
poration and the Art Association and frequently 
helped them recover from disorganization and quar- 
rels. The following paper he wrote about the early 
days of the Art Associaton presents a picture of the 
painters and their work which is valuable to pre- 
serve. e 
“Gallery Reflections” 

by Carl Eric Lindin 

Hue and Cry, August 13, 1929. 

“... This paper is concerned not so much with 
the present exhibition as with a review of the life 
of the gallery and the people connected with it dur- 
ing the last ten years. 

“The youthful enthusiasm of fourteen years 
ago when Dasburg first introduced Cezanne to his 
friends and pupils, has given way to a more indi- 
vidual and conscious attempt to reach beauty and 
truth, perhaps more congenial to the American 
background. 

“Dasburg was always the experimenter, the 
innovator, the fighter; I believe he loved contention 
for its own sake—but in the main he was right, for 
he had dreams and visions of a new beauty and 
the strength and intelligence to create it. 

“Standing on his own legs and seeing things in 
his own way, Eugene Speicher sturdily and from 
year to year revealed his great powers in exhuber- 
ant flower pieces, robust landscapes and delightful 
portraits of young women. 

“Henry Lee McFee learned during these years 
how to distill the most exquisite and significant 
beauty into his still-lifes, landscapes and figures. 
His art has been tagged ‘intellectual’ but it is more 
than that; it is also deeply emotional and reserved; 
the word ‘classical’, in its best sense, seems to me 
appropriate in speaking of his art. 

“George Bellows gave us his whole boyish en- 
thusiasm and strength, hitting his mark in art as 
often as baseball or tennis. His interest in the 
American theme, in the portrayal of individual 
character or of the blatant, commonplace crowd 
surrounding the prizering, always grew stronger, 
and blazed forth in great pictures, in innumerable 
drawings and lithographs. No one since Winslow 
Homer has been so peculiarly and sanely American. 

“Then there is Charles Rosen, with his know- 
ing and disarming smile, who quietly worked his 
way out from an academic career and is now paint- 
ing strongly constructed landscapes, of a modern 
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but unmistakably American origin. 

“Then John Carroll, more than clever, though 
somewhat sensational, with his fine portraits of 
young girls, his spectacular nudes and his rhyth- 
mical line. He has easy and heathen ways which 
make him attractive to all kinds of people. 

“Then Judson Smith, romantic and seeker after 
new and impossible things, but finding his own 
way and expression more and more. Neil Ives, 
gentle and quiet, painting flowers, still-lifes and 
landscapes with that serenity which sets him apart 
from his fellows. Paul Rohland, vigorously ex- 
pressing his enjoyment of fruit, of sunny landscapes 
and peaceful pursuits, but with a mischievous glint 
in his eye which suggests that there are many 
things in his make-up ‘wir schlafen alle auf 
Vulkanen.’ Ernest Fiene, young and strong, seeing 
the poetic and dramatic in the Woodstock land- 
scape, and often reaching mastery in his litho- 
graphs. And Herman More, who paints landscapes 
of a deep-toned quality that make one think of 
good cello music. And, last but not least, Henry 
Mattson, the Swede. A real strain of Nordic mel- 
ancholy, enlivened by humor and a gay color sense, 
sings through his flower pieces and landscapes and 
makes one think of his native folk songs and fairy 
tales. 

“From the Maverick colony come Mr. and Mrs. 
Arnold Blanch, bravely attacking the American 
scene, but equally interested in the life of the circus 
side show. (This reference is to Lucille Blanch.) 
Harry Gottlieb belongs in this group and paints 
characteristic landscapes around his own place or 
down at the Rondout, as well as still-lifes and por- 
traits, with fresh and unbiased eye. 

“Then there is Bateman with his austere still- 
life arrangements and his abstract landscapes, al- 
most religious in their severe simplicity. Konrad 
Cramer, versatile and experimenting with technical 
methods; his last flower pieces have a decided 
charm and the quality of a. well-considered decora- 
tive problem. Up in Bearsville live the two Klit- 
gaards, producing very original and delightful land- 
scapes and amusing pictures from Biblical sources. 

“Alexander Brook, with his Mephistophelian 
countenance, his mocking and refreshing laughter, 
has also lived in Woodstock and helped to make 
it known by his essays on some of the painters, and 
also by his own pictures. Peggy Bacon, his wife, 
has seen and depicted the comic side of Woodstock 
life; and as in most good caricature, it almost makes 


one weep to see how sad a really funny thing can 
be! 

“Among the other artists Alfeo Faggi, the 
sculptor, stands out as one who has seen and under- 
stood the eternal beauty of the great Greek and 
Italian traditions. His sculpture has a stern and 
spiritual quality that is rare in our day. 

“At the time the gallery started, a rather fine 
co-operation existed between the academic and 
radical groups. Gradually the differences between 
them widened until the younger and more radical 
group took possession of the gallery. Finally the 
academicians withdrew almost entirely from the 
exhibitions, and out of many misunderstandings and 
much small talk there developed the scornful and 
bitter feeling which seems to follow all new moves 
in any community. Perhaps opposition is neces- 
sary in life and art, but fair play and respect for 
your opponent make the fight more interesting and 
dignified. A good picture is a good picture, even 
if it is painted by an academician, and there are 
many good ones in Woodstock—Birge Harrison, 


John Carlson, Leith-Ross, ‘Papa’ Goltz, Frank 
Chase and others. Birge Harrison is not with us 
any more! His charm and sweetness remained with 


him to the last, and undoubtedly it was this charm 
and sweetness which constituted the strongest link 
between the academic group and the youthful con- 
querors of the Gallery. Harrison refused to take 
sides and he sent his pictures to the annual exhibi- 
tion as if there were no ‘rival groups.’ Art to him 
was beauty, refinement, and gentleness, a world 
full of the silvertoned colors of night, where all 
could meet on equal terms, to enjoy and dream in 
a temple built by the gods, where there was plenty 
of room for all expressions and creeds...” 


Depression 


The 1929 break in the stock market did not 
make itself felt as noticeably in Woodstock as it 
did in richer communities. Here there was not 
much money to be lost as very few artists owned 
stocks or played the market. In their hand-to- 
mouth existence it was a mercy to have prices drop 
on food and clothing. 
apparent that pictures and sculpture were not sell- 
ing. When the Artists Project under the Public 
Works Administration was set up, some members 
of the community fared better than ever before, 
and the large number of those who had themselves 
registered as artists for Federal aid was surprising. 


However, soon it became 
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No doubt the project did serve a legitimate need 
and various public buildings were enriched by mu- 
rals and many old Woodstock records were copied 
and thus saved. 

That the town fared as well as it did may have 
been due to its reputation as a place where people 
could live cheaply. Hence, those in higher income 
brackets moved to the rural community and the 
real estate values here were maintained and the 
shops were well patronized throughout the depres- 
sion. Judson Smith, as Director of the Works Pro- 
ject Program for artists in Ulster County, initiated 
an art caravan to set up exhibitions of the W.P.A. 
artists in communities where there had not previ- 
ously been opportunity to see the work of New 
York State painters and sculptures. Later Eugene 
Ludins became Supervisor of Art Projects and took 
the art caravan on visits to most of the towns in 
New York State. 

Meanwhile the Roosevelt administration had 
started the National Youth Administration to com- 
bat the effects of unemployment among the young 
people. The Civilian Conservation Corps set up 
camps in various localities for forestry, road build- 
ing and outdoor jobs. In Woodstock an arts and 
crafts center was begun, to which unemployed boys 
and girls came from all over New York State. It is 
doubtful if these young people imbibed an appreci- 
able amount of culture from the artists because 
they were busily engaged in their own work and 
kept to themselves. They were fortunate in having 
as Director Mr. William Phelps, and later Mr. 
Mathison, both of whom set good standards for 
these youths. On the teaching staff were excep- 
tional persons from Woodstock such as Towar 
Boggs, Educational Director, and Tom and Eliza- 
beth Penning. Tom Penning, the sculptor, taught 
his pupils stonecutting and setting, which was of 
more value to them than trying to become indif- 
ferent sculptors. He had them build the walls for 
their work rooms and a fine job they made of it. 
The teacher in woodworking and carpentry had 
the boys complete the building and in doing it 
they learned the principles of making a house. 
These biuldings along the Saugerties road are now 
occupied by the Art Students League Summer 
School. 

When, in 1939, the buildings were dedicated 
by Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt whose pet project 
had been the National Youth Administration, it was 
agreed there would be the minimum amount of cer- 
emony with only the young people who were con- 
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cerned, the staff and a small committee who had 
been appointed to serve as liaison between the vil- 
lage and the students. Mrs. Roosevelt, in her 
charmingly informal manner, drove alone in her 
ear from Hyde Park to Woodstock. Unfortunately 
the news leaked out and the Mayor of Kingston 
was on hand to welcome the wife of the President 
of the United States. Not intending to have his 
perogative usurped, the Mayor of Saugerties arrived 
in great haste, claiming that the site was under the 
jurisdiction of his Township. The two mayors, with 
their staffs, jockied for the most conspicuous posi- 
tions nearest to the First Lady and most of the 
young students, in whom she was alone interested, 
were pushed to the rear. The Mayor of Kingston 
managed to control the situation to his own advan- 
tage and began a long speech while Mrs. Roosevelt 
tactfully inclined her head to listen. It was not 
a political speech; it was a contrived piece of adver- 
tising with microphones and cameras. After many 
pompous phrases of welcome, the Mayor approached 
his real goal, saying he had read in the newspapers 
of the recent visit of King George and Queen 
Elizabeth to Hyde Park. He spoke of the Presi- 
dent and Mrs. Roosevelt’s having entertained their 
royal visitors with a picnic at which hot dogs had 
been served. His voice rising to a crescendo, the 
Mayor shouted, “And I hope, Mrs. Roosevelt, you 
served them Kingston’s own — FORST’S 
FORMOST SAUSAGE!” A tiny flicker 
of amusement crossed Mrs. Roosevelt’s eyes, but 
she held to her impeccable manner and thanked 
the Mayor for his speech of welcome. The remaind- 
er of the time she devoted to inspecting the build- 
ings and talking to the N.Y.A. youths. 

With the approach of World War II more and 
more of the N.Y.A. youth entered the armed ser- 
vices. A few who were not taken volunteered to 
help in Civilian Defense work or the Aircraft Warn- 
ing Service, and soon the National Youth Adminis- 
tration closed its Woodstock center. A few of the 
boys married local girls and returned to live in 
Woodstock after the war. 


The Ku Klux Klan 


The Ku Klux Klan had been revived in 1915 
but it had not made itself felt in the north until 
after World War I. It seemed very remote from 
the life of the Woodstock colony, until suddenly in 
July, 1924, we became aware of organizers who 
had come to the village and enrolled members 
from the less intellectual elements of the popula- 


tion. These misguided souls imagined they were 
upholding Americanism. The K.K.K. was a menace 
because it was secretive and difficult to combat. 
In a short time the outside organizers had collected 
six hundred dollars from the village, for which they 
never accounted. The atmosphere became ominous 
with whispered threats directed not only against the 
foreign-born in our population, among whom there 
were many distinguished artists and musicians, but 
also against any resident who might oppose the 
Klan. One day posters appeared announcing a meet- 
ing to be held in Sherm Elwyn’s sand pit where 
there would be a burning of a fiery cross. This 
gave us an opportunity to fight back. We circu- 
lated petitons protesting such a defilement of our 
town and, although we secured signatures, there 
were few villagers or merchants willing to sign as 
they feared reprisals. One of the _ storekeepers 
said to a frind of mine, “Arent you, as a woman 
alone with young children, afraid to fight the 
Klan?” Of course we used this as an example of 
the evil in the K.K.K. which would threaten unpro- 
tected women and children. 

Within a few hours a committee had been 
formed among whose members were Mrs. Walter 
Weyl, Andrew Dasburg, Mrs. Leaycraft and myself 
and, I believe, Dr. Shotwell, and a few others. The 
firehouse was engaged for the evening the burning 
of the cross was scheduled and, through the inter- 
cession of Justine Wise at “Red Roof”, her father, 
Rabbi Wise, was persuaded to be the speaker at 
the meeting. The firehouse was crowded and Rabbi 
Wise most eloquent. His splendid voice resounded 
with denunciation of the Klan as defamers of Jews, 
Catholics and all foreign-born of whom America was 
proud. Unfortunately some of his talk misfired 
because there were scarely any Catholics there and, 
as Alfred Cohn said, his was the only Jewish family 
resident in Woodstock. But the famous preacher’s 
voice was cello-beautiful, thundering against intol- 
erance, ending with a recital of the Songs of David. 
After his talk everybody went to Sherm Elwyn’s 
sand pit where the Klan was gathered. 

It was a black night and we had a dark field 
to stumble through between the road and the sand 
pit. We could hear the terrifying mumblings of 
a brewing mob. Nobody appeared to have flash- 
lights and the gathering was mysterious and threat- 
ening. It took some time before our eyes could 
discern the white-hooded figures of the Klansmen 
faintly silhouetted against the sky and to undertand 
the illiterate pronouncements of the speakers. They 


denounced all those freedoms of race, creed and 
equality with which we are endowed by our Consti- 
tution. At one side converts were taking oaths and 
undoubtedly being fleeced of ten dollars for mem- 
bership. It was like attending an obscene ritual of 
the dark ages. On several occasions the speaker 
was nonplussed by the questions put to him but he 
brushed them aside with meaningless threats. Cer- 
tainly there was dramatic suspense as we waited 
for the climax of the show, and everybody was si- 
lent as a large cross was being lifted into place. We 
were tense with excitment when suddenly a crude 
voice asked, “Ain’t yer got the can? Where’s the 
kero-seen?” It broke the spell and there was a 
burst of laughter! The next moment the flames ig- 
nited the inflammable cloths wired to a huge cross 
and the blaze illumined the crowd, but the mystery 
and the apprehension had vanished and we looked 
into the faces of as many friends as of Klansmen. 

The K.K.K. tried to salvage their prestige by 
more persuasive speeches, but they were a poor lot 
of uneducated men who could not answer the 
charged questions well aimed to place them in a ri- 
diculous position. I remember the childish voice of 
our dear “Jenny” (Mrs. Birge) Harrison naively 
asking, “Do they permit Unitarians to join?” The 
speaker was confused, not knowing what a Uni- 
tarian might be, and his reply showed he was sure it 
was something subversive. Again the artists shout- 
ed with joy. Never has heckling paid off better. 
The Klansmen’s discomfiture was complete and 
they made a hasty retreat. [The river rats return- 
ing from whence they had come.] We were rid of 
them, although after World War II a couple of 
crosses were burned, presumably to frighten Com- 
munists, it was obviously done by half-wits and 
did little more than disgust the few who heard 
about it. 

There was an amusing sequence to the Klan 
meeting in the sand pit. It had been said that an 
artist of uncertain age living in Zena had taken into 
her heart and home a young man whom we shall 
call “Buck.” As a prank a couple of the painters 
went in the night and placed a K.K.K. on their 
door as well as on those of several other unmarried 
couples. Buck and his friend (long since dead) 
were immediately married and should have lived 
happily ever after. However, not far away, another 
young man brought home a beautiful and sophisti- 
cated bride from Europe who, it was whispered, had 
been the model for one of the ladies in Heming- 
way’s “The Sun Also Rises” (Remember?) It was 
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evident she was not the type that settles down in 
the woods for the winter, and before long the welkin 
rang with the report she had eloped with Buck. The 
news was detailed enough to allege that when, in 
the middle of the night, she crept from the conjugal 
couch she left a note saying, “I know you both need 
me, but Buck needs me most.” 

This reminds me of two other couples who 
came to an amicable agreement to switch partners 
—which has long since been regularized. At the 
time they debated who was to do the moving but 
this was decided by the wives who were determined 
to keep their own kitchens, and the husbands were 
required to make the switch. 

These stories make it sound as if the artists 
were very free and easy which certainly often was 
true, but many of the excesses were committed by 
those whom we called “camp followers.” And every 
scandal concerning the artists could be matched 
with one concerning a native-born citizen. It was 
merely that the latter were better at hiding their 
irregularities. 


The Rescue. (Told by an old-timer.) 


Many years ago when the winters were hard 
and the summit of Overlook was a half day’s jour- 
ney by carriage from the village, there lived alone 
on the monutain a caretaker named Clint. All the 
men liked him for he was a good fellow ready to 
crack a bottle at the village pub whenever he came 
off the mountain. An enormous structure of white 
boards, the Overlook House, clutched the wind- 
swept rock to keep from being hurled into the tree 
tops a thousand feet below. Im season the sun- 
drenched ledge, suspended in the clear air, was a 
promenade for the boarders who gazed in fascina- 
tion over the Hudson valley. When they were sur- 
fitted with Infinity they turned to follow the trails 
through the woods of stunted pines, or perhaps to 
hunt for the tiniest harebells that grew in the cre- 
vasses of the glacial-scored rocks. By November the 
guests had left, and the dark clouds swirled around 
the peaks of the mountains sending squalls of snow 
skipping off the bald rocks to gather lower in the 
woods or to block the leaf-strewn trails. Then the 
hotel was left in chilled loneliness to the care of 
Clint. About once a month, when the weather 
was not too ugly, he would walk to the village of 
Woodstock at the foot of the mountain to buy 
fresh supplies. 

It was after the new year, and the mail was 
being sorted as fast as the storekeeper could man- 
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age and yet keep track of the village correspon- 
dence. The usual winter-idle farmers were seated 
in armchairs behind the potbellied stove in the 
combined store and post office, when someone 
asked, “How long is it since anyone here seen 
Clint?” 

“Don’t just know when last he come down to 
git his supplies,” the storekeeper mumbled through 
his friged moustache. “But I tell you, he ain’t 
likely now to get offen that mountan till there’s 
a thaw. For if there’s two foot o’ snow down 
here there’s moren likely six foot on Overloook.” 
He turned to finish reading a card before thrusting 
it into a post box. A stocky fellow with an enor- 
mous mid section nodded. Then his slack mouth 
gathered muscle-tight as he aimed for the spittoon 
with a loud spat and, pushing his plug of Plow- 
man’s Delight into one corner of his red face, he 
conjectured, “This is the deepest snow I’ve ever 
known. I'll bet it don’t melt for three months. Do 
you suppose Clint has enough to eat?” 

With the finality of the last sentence of a book, 
an old man answered, “No tellin’,’ and, as he 
clapped his lips together, he tilted back in his chair 
and hooked his boots over the nickle guard that 
encircled the stove. By this time the iron filigree 
on the fancy stove top was steaming, the potbelly 
was glowing red, and all conversation ceased. The 
ninety degree heat was penetrating their flannel 
shirts and fleece-lined caps, making them too lazy 
to talk. The fumes of tobacco were heavy and 
added another film upon the fly-specked windows 
and upon the pictures up on the less popular 
canned goods that remained on the top shelves. 

The next day when the same men were gath- 
ered around the stove one of them asked, “Any 
news of Clint?” 

“Nope,” the storekeeper replied, “How could 
any news come offen that mountain Id like to 
know?” He chawed on his quid until the back of 
his jaws jutted out like a squirrel’s. Then he 
commenced to hollow his cheeks in preparation for 
a shot at the spittoon. Thus relieved he began 
once more, “How much food do you figure he 
keeps in his cellar, up there?” 

“Oh he wouldn’t starve for a few weeks.” 

“But he hasn’t been down for eight or nine 
weeks.” 

A week passed and after the mail was sorted 
the fellows again settled down to talk over any 
news that might have developed in the valley. One 
of them remarked, “Wonder how Clint’s making out 


since this last foot of snow fell? Do you figure we 
should try and dig him out?” He pushed his cap 
to the back of his head and took a long, satisfying 
scratch at his scalp before he continued. “Well if 
he don’t come to view within the next few days 
perhaps we better do something. My wife says she 
is going to bake a double batch of bread this week 
in case we do try to break open the mountain road 
and take him some food.” 

A couple of days later the storekeeper had 
sorted and figured out all he could glean from the 
mail before he noticed that the usual group of men 
were not gathered around the stove but instead 
were stamping impatiently by the door. When he 
emerged from behind the tier of letter boxes they 
shouted, “How about it man, what you going to 
donate? We have a sack of potatoes, one of onions 
and another of apples and a stock of bread and 
doughnuts, a crock of butter and a keg of rum. 
Here comes someone with a whole ham too.” 

“Tll give you a bag of canned goods,” the 
storekeeper said, (and he added to himself, “they 
can have those slow-moving cans, and maybe the 
cost can be tacked on to their bills later on.”) He 
reached for the fly-specked cans on the top shelf 
and dumped them into a box. There was a loud, 
“Gee, and a haw!” from the Village Green. A 
span of black and white oxen had been brought to 
halt beneath the maple trees. The flat wooden 
sled to which they were hitched was full of bags 
and baskets and a cask that was firmly tied on the 
back. From every direction came stout fellows 
stomping through the snow with shovels over their 
shoulders. When all had arrived there were more 
than thirty men to participate in this splendid show- 
ing of village concern for the safety of a neighbor. 
Off they started with a crack of the whip that 
caused the oxen to free the sled from the clinging 
snow with a squeal. They marched proudly past 
the hotel where the two lone guests came out on 
the upper porch to cheer them. The children ran 
along beside these heroes, shouting lustily, and they 
rounded the corner to the lively notes of Yankee 
Doodle whistled by the village Veteran who 
watched with envy showing in his pale eyes. On 
they marched towards the mountain that they could 
now see as blue and white with plum-colored sha- 
dows above Short’s barns. What a brave band of 
mountaineers they were, their spades flashing in the 
sunlight, their mufflers and caps, brown, blue or 
red, showing bright color upon the snowy land- 
scape. Their faces were lusty and they felt so 


fine that they soon left behind the plodding oxen 
who wore red top-knots, like the woodpeckers tap- 
ping in the trees along their way. These birds at 
work and the chatter of chickadees were all they 
could hear from the mountain except for an occa- 
sional crack from a frost-bound tree in the forest. 

Soon after they passed the Rock City corners, 
they came upon a snow drift which was the first 
challenge to their strength, and eagerly the most 
ambitious men started to demolish this. The first 
workers cleared a narrow track and those that fol- 
lowed widened it enough for the oxen to pass 
through the snow corridor that was as high as the 
tip of their horns. The men who had worked at 
this drift now followed the sled for their exuberant 
strength had met the test, and they were now con- 
tent to allow others to get ahead. Without diffi- 
culty the caravan progressed for a few hundred 
yards up the mountain until they found a place 
where the wind had banked the snow six feet deep. 
The trees on one side and the mountain on the 
other made a detour impossible; therefore they set 
to work digging through it, throwing the snow far 
out of the way where it fell like spangles upon the 
unbroken crust, making a faint tinckle of ice music. 
Soon, with a higher sun, the snow became heavier 
and clung to their shovels. And it was not long be- 
fore the stoughtest men were glad to rest. Thus 
during the next hour there were several relays be- 
fore the long drift was cleared away. One of the 
diggers called, “We need some refreshment.” 

“Sure, we all do,” several of the others shouted. 
“We can’t be expected to keep a’going if we don’t 
have refreshment. How about a doughnut and a 
swig of rum!” 

They broke open the keg of liquor and gave 
themselves a round of cheer as they leaned against 
the banks of snow they had piled into two high 
walls. When they had finished they started again 
with fresh vigor. Soon the route became steep and 
they were exposed to a sharp wind that blasted the 
cold through them, but the wind had blown some of 
the snow into the woods, and the way was passable 
except on the turns when they were obliged to do 
a little spading. The oxen dragged the sled with 
their peculiar wallowing gait exaggerated by the un- 
certain footing. 

When they reached the fields below Mead’s 
deep snow was encountered and there was another 
long drift to be cleared. The workers now demand 
ed food and drink at regular intervals, and by noon 
when they pulled into Mead’s the oxen’s load was 
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considerably reduced. The boarding house was not 
open at this season but from the back yard many 
loud voices could be heard. To their surprise they 
discovered there twenty men from Bristol, a village 
on the other side of the mountain. These good 
farmers had not been willing to let Woodstock 
assume all the glory of a rescue so they had also 
climbed half way to Overlook to join in the rescue 
of Clint. The hospitable Mead family were hard 
put to warm these heroes in their cottage kitchen, 
and when the thirty men arrived from Woodstock, 
they decided to build a large bonfire in the shelter 
of the barn and to make coffee in the boarding house 
pot that could serve dozens at a time. In this way 
all the men were thawed inside and out. But the 
men from Bristol smelled the rum, and the Wood- 
stockers belatedly suggested that all hands celebrate 
this union of fifty men dedicated to a noble cause 
—which, of course, made everybody happy! 

The day was well advanced when these heroes 
decided to continue their campaign to scale the 
white walls of Overlook. They started up the un- 
broken route that followed the hip line of the 
mountain. This road made a dip downward be- 
fore it finally led up the steep grade to the sum- 
mit. The fortified strength of this valiant army 
cleared the snow at double time along the first 
mile, but when they reached the rise their ambi- 
tion sagged. They maintained that, being farmers, 
not ditchdiggers, they needed sustenance to keep 
up this pace. Again the sad-faced oxen were rested 
while slices of bread and jam were distributed and 
this gave them a thirst that could only be slaked 
by drinking the last of the rum. They did not worry 
over this or that it had grown dark, because they 
were within a quarter of a mile of their objective. 

The sun had dropped like a ripe pippin beyond 
the western mountains and, with the dusk, the 
frost strengthened and knicked at their noses and 
fingers, and their voices rang crisp upon the air. At 
last they staggered around the final turn of the 
road to the summit, and were met by an icy gale 
that blew in from the north, and there they came 
upon a tall figure with a lantern, shouting, “Who 
comes there, what the hell goes on?” It was Clint 
himself, alive and hearty, who had come out to 
discover what was causing the hubbub on the 
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mountain road. 

“We have come to rescue you,” they cried, 
pushing forward to crowd around the object of their 
deliverance, and to clap him on the shoulder. “We 
have dug our way up the mountain to bring you 
food and help.” 

Clint looked surprised but he responded with 
heartiness, saying, “Come right in boys!” 

The food was unloaded from the sled and the 
weary oxen were bedded in the woodshed. Carry- 
ing the food into the kitchen the men cried, “Here is 
the provender we brought you, Clint.” But all that 
was left was the flour, the canned goods and some 
partly frozen potatoes and the ham. This was 
barely enough to feed the fifty hungry heroes who 
crowded into the kitchen. The chairs and benches 
were full and many sat on the floor and leaned 
against the walls. 

In due time the smell of frying ham was min- 
gled with tobacco smoke and the odor of sweaty 
bodies. Clint said as how, seeing it was like a 
celebration, he guessed he would bring up pitchers 
of hard cider to make the evening real sociable. It 
was not long after supper when the men grew 
sleepy and one by one they fell asleep on the hotel 
blankets. If they did not smother in the polluted 
atmopshere it was only because there was always 
somebody who needed to step out the door, and 
this would permit a blast of pure mountain air to 
rush through the entrance to refresh the sleepers’ 
lungs. 

The next morning Clint was up at dawn and 
had built up the fire in the stove and made batch 
after batch of biscuits with the donated flour. He 
emptied his crocks of water-glassed eggs and 
dumped all of his coffee into kettles of boiling wa- 
ter. The rescuers were well breakfasted in prepa- 
ration for their long descent, and the heroes started 
away in the morning sunshine that made their 
return to their village seem like a holiday excur- 
sion, with the thanks of their host ringing in their 
ears. 

Clint re-entered the kitchen saying to himself, 
“They sure picked me clean. As soon as they get a 
good start, T’ll take my knapsack and start down 
the mountain to get me some provisions or I’ll sure 
starve to death!” 
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OHAYO 


aye 1200 feet high, Ohayo Mountain is the long 
southern boundary of the Woodstock valley. 
Across the Sawkill it rises mostly on the Livingston 
tract No. 8, but over the hill its southern face runs 
into the Hurley Patent at Glenford which is now 
part of Olive Township. According to the John 
B. Davis survey of 1845 Cornelius Riseley was the 
largest landowner on Ohayo, holding 25314 acres 
which ran from the Sawkill well up the mountain. 
Parcels of this property remained in the Riseley 
family for the next hundred years. To the west 
Andrew Elting had eighty acres which is the farm 
later owned by the well-known etcher, Alfred Hutty. 
Beyond there was the John Reynolds tract and 
above it the Yerry holdings. Other early settlers 
who lived on top of the hill were the Degraffs, the 
Nehers and there were also the homes of the Bone- 
steels and the Herricks. 

Griffin Herrick tells this story of the naming 
of the mountain now known as Ohayo. There was 
an old man named Alec Bonesteel who lived on top 
of the hill and when he had to climb up from 
Woodstock he would complain every step of the 
way. There were thank-you-mums across the road 
which afforded a run-off for water as well as a con- 
venient flat area to hold the wheels of the carts when 
the horses needed a rest. When old Bonesteel 
reached each of these bumps he would utter great 
sighs of relief; “O-hi-o!’ he would say, and when 
other wayfarers heard this they named the hill 
Ohayo. There is another story of the origin of the 
name, having been derived from a gambling game 
played in the old days; and yet another explanation, 
and the one generally accepted, is that the name 
Ohayo is Indian. 


When the artists arrived Griffin’s father, 
Fordyce Herrick, was one of the best carpenters in 
Woodstock and he built many of the studios. He 
was elderly when he talked with me about old 
times. He told tales of Ohayo Mountain where he 
lived as a boy in the farmhouse recently owned by 
the Walter Weyls. He recalled the old man Alec 
Bonesteel who lived higher up (in the house now 
occupied by the Frank Meyers.) They would play 
checkers almost nightly and one game might last 
a week. Bonesteel was a great one for story-telling; 
one was of a witch who came from over in the Vly 
and hung around his orchard stealing apples while 
assuming the disguise of a deer. So many apples 
were taken he finally had to take notice by trying 
to shoot the deer, but no shot took effect until 
he added a silver piece to his charge. That grazed 
the deer’s back, frightening it away forever. Bone- 
steel knew who was behind it all because the old 
woman of the holler was “took right away with an 
awful pain in her spine, which just goes to show 
what a bad one she was.” Herrick said he would be 
scared over Bonesteel’s stories and would run home 
so eager to get there he’d jump over the picket 
fence instead of going around by the gate. 

The Vly, a valley from where the witch came, 
contained a little settlement beyond the Neher 
house (which is now owned by Nina Bull) and 
from it ran a wood road to the Yankee Town 
Pond. Several families lived along there, of whom 
the Clappers were the most respected. They were 
charcoal burners and they also made splint hickory 
baskets. One of their sons, Jacob Clapper, was 
killed in the Civil War. Some of the other families 
were not over-bright and eked out a dubious living 
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telling fortunes, working in the forests in the winter 
and picking wild berries in the summer. One of 
them made willow baskets, but as they were con- 
tinually in need of cash, they had the reputation of 
being light-fingered. Consequently the Vly-Yonders, 
as they were called, did not have a good name, and 
mothers used to threaten naughty children by say- 
ing they would give them to the Vly-Yonders. In 
the early years of this century there was one family 
left in the Vly who is remembered as tending char- 
coal pits, but most of the community were scat- 
tered, although their “innocent” behavior continued 
to foster stories. Speaking of one of these men 
Herrick told how he tore up his marriage certificate 
and thereby considered himself “unmarried.” An- 
other descendent of the Vly-Yonders had such an 
itchy elbow he just had to play the fiddle for the 
square dancers. 

Wilson Bonesteel, later caretaker for Cooper’s 
Lake, was a descendent of the man who ran the 
first tavern in Woodstock. He and his uncle Alec 
were the last of the family to work their quarry at 
Snake Rock on Ohayo Moutain. He gave me a 
photograph of one of the last operations at the 
quarry showing him dressing a flagstone with Uncle 
Alec beside him. Alec was reputed to be able to 
figure out the weight of any piece of bluestone 
down to the last pound. The quarrymen had spe- 
cial skills and names for their tools, for example, 
a jumper was a steel drill held by one man while 
another hit it with a sledge hammer. The jumper 
was given a turn between each blow to form a cir- 
cular hole in the stone, and the wielder of the 
sledge had to hit the head in the center or there 
might be a bad accident. One time Luke Cashdollar 
was holding the jumper for cross-eyed Mose Plim- 
ley, which created a doubt in Luke’s mind. “Whoa,” 
he cried, “which eye are you going to strike by?” 
“Both,” answered Mose. “Then you can hold your 
own damned jumper!” his nervous co-worker de- 
clared. 

Bonesteel’s other uncles were David, nicknamed 
Blue Pete, and Uncle Brownie. They were up in 
the woods boiling sap one March afternoon when, at 
dusk, they heard a panther up on Snake Rock. The 
maple syrup was practically fimished and they de- 
cided to fill their pails and hurry home. Their dog 
was no help because every time the panther howled 
he crouched in terror. The panther came close until 
they could see his eyes glowing but he dared not 
leap at them because he was afraid of the steaming 
pails of sap. The danger of an attack by one of 
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these animals had been very real to them as Wilson 
Bonesteel’s grandmother could remember the early 
settlement of Woodstock when a man stopped by 
the mill with his flintlock gun saying he was going 
hunting. He started up the mountain and they 
heard one shot fired but evidently he did not have 
time to reload before they heard terrible shrieks. 
The miller pcked up his rifle and ran to the hunter’s 
aid and he arrived just in time to save his life 
for the man, with his clothes torn off, was almost 
spent trying to defend himself with the barrel of his 
gun, the stock having been splintered into frag- 
ments. 

For the last years of his life Jim Twaddell and 
Mrs. Park, who kept house for him, lived on the 
farm which had belonged to Egbert Riseley on the 
low meadows, which is the place now owned by 
the George Laws. During the early days of the 
artists in Woodstock Twaddell was a picturesque 
figure riding horseback on his western saddle, his 
deeply indented profile resembling an Aztec head 
under a wide-brim hat. He was entirely at ease on 
a horse and continued to ride until he was over 
ninety. Most of the stories about Twaddell con- 
cern horses. He is said to have trained race horses 
and it is fact that he operated a horse and buggy 
mail route between West Hurley and Willow. His 
favorite mare Daisy once was stuck in the mud so 
firmly that the fire company had to be called to ex- 
tricate her from this ignominious position. Twad- 
dell had been born in 1843 to Nathaniel and Aba- 
gail Twaddle (as it was then spelled) and it is said 
they came from Massachusetts to Woodstock where 
they ran a boarding house. Nathaniel Twaddle 
was the contractor who built the Stony Clove road 
which connects Phoenicia with Hunter and Tan- 
nersville. The son Jim married the daughter of 
Charles Krack who was also an unusual character 
in Woodstock annals. The Kracks lived at the 
top of the hill where the Glasco Turnpike descends 
to Shady. His daughter worked at the Harder 
Hotel which was located beyond the bridge in 
Bearsville. It was said she had but one pair of 
shoes which she carried to work saving them to 
wear on duty. This must have been exceptional in 
their circumstances or it would not have been re- 
membered for almost a hundred years, and it may 
have been because Krack was considered a man of 
substance. In the Atlas of Ulster County of 1875 
Charles Krack is listed as a member of the Assembly 
and the proprietor of a bathing establishment at 
the foot of Grand Street in New York City. He 


also owned the property on the Village Green where 
the Rock City Road begins. Evidently this came into 
Twaddell’s possession upon the death of his wife 
because during the early days of the artists it was 
being run as a hotel by Twaddell with the help of 
Mrs. Park. In the barn, faded to a rich pink (to 
the delight of the painters), Twaddell kept his 
horses. This building is now the S. S. Seahorse. 

Mrs. Park was the widow of a Dutch Minister 
and was a kindly person although not very effi- 
cent. Over the years she had several jobs which 
she undertook with humane compassion. At one 
time she was postmistress, always accommodating 
about credit for a stamp or cashing a check, al- 
though the postal authorities took a dim view of 
such practices. Later she ran the telegraph office. 
Some of our friends were worried regarding their 
brother’s family who were in a flooded area and 
telegraphed to learn if they were all safe. Of course 
Mrs. Park was very sympathetic When our friends 
did not receive any answer they finally went to the 
telegraph office to inquire. “Oh yes, I heard they 
were all right,” said Mrs. Park, “but I have been 
busy and I knew that no news is always good 
news, so I did not hurry about notifying you.” On 
another occasion she received a telegram addressed 
to Mrs. Bullard saying one of that lady’s admirers 
would arrive shortly. Knowing that Mrs. Bullard 
was away, Mrs. Park telegraphed to the man not 
to come! All of which was very understandable, 
just as one can sympathize with the taxi driver who 
profited by the long wait for customers by painting 
pictures from the taxi window and sometimes be- 
came so inspired by his work that he refused to 
carry any dull passengers. There was also the 
handy man who left his lawn-cutting when it was 
only half finished. When his irate employer asked 
for an explanation, he replied, “Well I have to take 
some time to write if I’m to win the ten thousand 
Atlantic prize, now, don’t I?” In Woodstock it is 
sometimes hard to distinguish between the artists 
gone native and the natives who have gone arty. 

Ohayo Mountain went through a gay period 
during the early thirties when a group of village 
business men promoted the Winter Sports As- 
sociation. The young people enthusiastically sup- 
ported the project by helping to build a ski slope 
at Bearsville under the direction of the Norwegian 
painter Arnold Wiltz who was also an_ expert 
skier. The bobsled run was located to the west of 
the main Ohayo road starting at the top of the 
hill and running to the lower road where a refresh- 


ment booth .was stationed. It was an exciting 
run and not without danger. Special winter sports 
trains were run from New York to West Hurley 
and the village over the week ends would be over- 
run with sportsmen in colorful caps and sweaters, 
and the most demure rooming houses would be 
decorated with skis rakishly protruding from snow 
banks. The bobsled run was a bright spectacle at 
night with torches placed along the route which 
could be seen all through the valley. Unfortunately 
there followed a succession of almost snowless win- 
ters and the whole project failed. 

Fifty odd years ago Abram Wilbur ran a mill 
at the foot of Ohayo Mountain on a stream that 
is scarcely a thread of water now. To the west of 
his mill was the Cornelius Riseley Farm upon which 
his descendents lived until George Riseley sold the 
remaining property to Judson Smith. 

Judson Smith was a business man who turned 
painter. He studied under John La Farge and 
Twachtman and at the Art Students League. He 
executed several murals before coming to Woodstock 
in 1921, but from that time he painted landscapes 
and figures. He received prizes at various exibi- 
tions including a gold medal at the Detroit Art In- 
stitute, Honorable Mention at the Carnegie Inter- 
national and the Logan prize at the Chicago Art 
Institute. 

In 1934 he became one of the founders and the 
director of the Woodstock School of Painting which 
was held in his barn-studio. The roster of instruc- 
tors began with Henry Lee McFee, Yasuo Kuni- 
yoshi, Charles Rosen, Judson Smith, Henry Matt- 
son and Konrad Cramer. It was opened at a time 
when the Art Students League was not functioning 
in Woodstock and before the war was quite success- 
ful for several years. 

Soon after Judson Smith bought the Riseley 
property on Ohayo Mountain he sold the original 
farmhouse near the creek to Dr. Eleanor Van Als- 
tyne and her sister. George Riseley remembered 
living there as a small boy when, he said, it was 
heated by just two fireplaces. When Dr. Van Als- 
tyne took possession she made many alterations to 
the low clapboard house and added a studio addi- 
tion to stable and repair her collection of merry- 
go-round horses and primitive wooden figures and 
carvings. Gradually the appearance of the farm- 
house has been changed, although the interior liv- 
ing room still contains the big fireplace which is 
decorated with mementos of a century ago. After 
Dr. Van Alstyne’s death her sister, Mrs. Mabel Van 
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Alstyne Marsh, has lived there for many summers 
with her distinguished husband Fred Dana Marsh. 
Together they have added to Dr. Van Alstyne’s 
group of primitive folk art until it has become one 
of the finest collections of Americana; however it is 
not now open to the public. 

Fred Marsh had his art training at the Chi- 
cago Art Institute and while there as a side task 
made some murals and did decorations for the 
World’s Fair which led to his subsequent interest in 
mural painting. Until his father took him to Europe 
in the nineties young Marsh had done little besides 
cartoons to earn a living and his father, who was 
a business man, was skeptical regarding his future. 
On their first night in Paris Marsh remembers the 
excitement of seeing for the first time the Arc de 
Triomphe in the Place de |’Etoile and thinking that 
Paris was too beautiful to leave. He persuaded 
his father to give him enough money to stay on 
for further study and, by economies such as sharing 
his room in the Latin Quarter with another Ameri- 
can, he managed to remain in Paris for several 
years. For a while he studied in the atelier of Jean 
Paul Laurens but soon worked by himself on a 
painting for the Salon. The first picture he submit- 
ted, which had murder as its theme, was, to- the 
astonishment of his friends, hung in the Salon. He 
tells an amusing story about when he was taking 
his painting to submit to the jury he passed Andre 
Derain returning after the jury had rejected his 
painting. In 1900 Marsh won the International 
Bronze Medal for the portrait of his wife, an Ameri- 
can art student he met in Paris. 

When he returned to the United States with 
his wife and two sons (one of whom became the 
well-known painter Reginald Marsh) Fred Marsh 
became aware of the acceleration of industrial devel- 
opment in this country. Instead of repelling him he 
saw the pictorial possibilities for an artist in New 
York. Thus he was inspired to begin a phase of 
painting industrial subjects including the sky- 
piercing towers and far-thrust bridges. His work 
led him upon dizzy scaffolds where he made sket- 
ches, often under hazardous conditions. He told me 
of one experience he had while making a drawing of 
the riveters who were engaged in fastening the last 
span of the Williamsburg bridge. The temperature 
was below zero and the men were being driven 
crazy from the cold and danger and could only work 
ten minutes at a time. The foreman warned him 
to keep out of the way of the men but he crept 
out upon the girders to get closer to his subject. On 


104 


one of the rest periods the riveters had to rush by 
close to him and one of them, seeing him making 
notes, threw a wrench which Marsh succeeded in 
dodging, but he realized the risk as he watched the 
tool fall into the East River far below. The pic- 
tures he made of those works brought him renown 
as a painter of industrial subjects, and when the 
first World War began his services were used by 
the Navy for patriotic displays. 

After the war his work underwent a change 
and he made many historical murals for private 
homes and clubs many of which unfortunately have 
not been preserved. Soon after the death of his 
first wife his interest turned to architecture and 
sculpture, and like many artists of the period he 
grew increasingly unorthodox and _ experimented 
with new materials and methods of handling them. 
He is still exploring new fields in art. 

Fred Marsh loves the ocean and he built two 
houses close to salt water. The less important of 
these was constructed on an oil-soaked half acre 
just off the town of Boothbay, Maine. This tiny 
island had been in use as a marine gas station and 
seemed like an unfavorable site for a house, but 
this only proved a challenge to the Marshes and 
Dr. Van Alstyne, for all of them collaborated on the 
project. The latter made her quarters on the old 
dock which was anchored to the rocks. A long 
walk was constructed above the water where she 
placed two of her merry-go-round horses prancing 
towards the bay, resplendent in fresh paint and glit- 
tering harness. Behind them were window boxes 
full of wooden marigolds which would never wilt 
from the salt spray. On the roof of her building was 
a metal turret made from a large garbage can 
which was one of their many ingenius conversions. 
The distinction between a creative and an ordinary 
mentality is frequently recognized in that the for- 
mer rarely accepts objects or ideas at their face 
value but considers them apart from their conven- 
tional associations. Marsh has the ability to make 
use of anything available or to invent any missing 
ingredient. 

On the Boothbay island the lounge was made 
in a scow which had been stranded above the high 
water level and was now brightly painted. The 
Marshes built their own apartment like a blue and 
silver lighthouse where for a number of years the 
lamp served as a harbor beacon. To furnish the 
circular areas of the rooms in this tower was a 
problem which only stimulated the Marshes to 
design furniture with rounded backs to fit against 


the walls. Most of the windows faced the water 
but a few overlooked the center of the island. Here 
many boatloads of earth had been dumped to pro- 
vide a fresh green lawn and immaculate beds of 
petunias. There was a tiny dock to which was 
moored a handsome little cruiser designed by the 
owner, and there were a flock of little dinghies to 
provide mobility for each member of the household. 
The whole island had a brilliant fairy tale lustre 
which war conditions eventually dimmed. 

The house Fred Marsh built in Florida is his 
masterpiece. It is made of white concrete placed 
along the sands of Ormond Beach. The style is 
modern, the form clean-cut, as it faces the Atlantic 
Ocean, but there is a touch of whimsey in the 
decorations, from the merry-go-round horses which 
are now prancing towards a tropical sea to the 
scuptured fish, shells and sand monsters in the 
courtyard and within the house. Full of imagina- 
tion, they are made of new materials with which 
he experimented until he found the most durable. 

The largest work realized by this versatile artist 
is a large piece of sculpture which he has given to 
Florida and which has been placed in Tomoka 
State Park a few miles from his home. The group 
is forty-five feet high and includes nine copper- 
colored Indian figures upon a base of coquina rock. 
It is taken from a legend that is a variation of the 
Fountain of Youth theme. After seven years the 
work has been completed and the official dedication 
ceremonies were held in 1957 with Dr. Hanna of the 
Florida Board of Parks accepting the gift for the 
State. The tropical surroundings were developed 
as a park and a pool was added to reflect the sculp- 
tured group. The Florida Symphony Orchestra 
played and a plaque was unveiled, not only to the 
sculptor but also to his wife, Mabel Van Alstyne 
Marsh, in recognition of her large contribution to 
the project. 

Fred Dana Marsh is now eighty-five years old 
but he has the exuberance of a young man, always 
bubbling with plans, which is probably the true 
secret of the Fountain of Youth. He is fortunate 
in having a wife who assumes the responsibility 
for the mechanics of living. It permits him to 
devote all his energy to creative work. He strides 
along a busy thoroughfare with his grey hair fly- 
ing above pink cheeks, with a ready smile on his 
lips as he surveys the world with an ever fresh 
outlook. His artist’s hands are often in the pockets 
of a slightly gay tweed suit. Maybe they are feeling 
a pencil or eyeglasses but never coins, because he 


goes about without a cent on him with a disregard 
of money which occurs only where money has never 
been an objective. 

Half way up the Ohayo Mountain road is the 
studio built by one of Woodstock’s most celebrated 
painters, Yasuo Kuniyoshi. He was born in Oka- 
yama, Japan, in 1893 and came to the United States 
when he was about thirteen years old. He did odd 
jobs for a living, working in gardens in the Imperial 
Valley of California while he went to school to learn 
English; and as a bell-hop a few years later in 
Los Angeles he attended the School of Art and De- 
sign, and this led him to think seriously of becom- 
ing an artist. When he was seventeen he moved 
to New York where he lived precariously while 
studying painting. It was a long while before Kun- 
iyoshi’s pictures sold and he had one-man exhibi- 
tions, but there were always a few fellow painters 
to encourage him. He became a photographer, spe- 
cializing in reproductions of paintings and sculpture 
which provided him with an income and allowed 
him to pursue his art career. When his paintings 
began to sell he went to Europe and also built a 
studio in Woodstock. 

Kuniyoshi returned to the Orient on visits but 
as an artist his work has been identified with 
America. “I grew up here and the most important 
part of my life has been here,” he said. “My work 
is here and my friends are here.” Both his mar- 
riages were to Americans. His first wife was a 
painter, Katherine Schmidt; his second a journalist, 
Sara Mazo. His white clapboard house and studio 
are more conventional than is to be expected after 
seeing his modern painting. It has a wide view 
beyond the garden (with which I helped him) 
across the valley to Overlook Mountain. My con- 
versations with Kuniyoshi were usually on the sub- 
ject of flowers. Once he came to photograph the 
rock plants on my back terrace and it was amusing 
to watch the awkward positions he twisted into 
trying to get close-up pictures of the rosettes of 
the sempervivum or the Alpine minutiae which 
grew between the flagstones or through the cre- 
vasses in the steps. He held his kodak a few inches 
from the plants, sometimes directly above or al- 
most beneath the leaves. I never saw the results 
of these “candid shots.” 

During World War II “Yas,” as his friends 
called him, offered to come as an observer on the 
Aircraft Warning Service but, not being a citizen, 
he was rejected. He was quite frank about con- 
demning Japanese aggression and later was cleared 
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by the State Department and performed valuable 
service through propaganda broadcasts to Japan. 

After the war he replied to my letter of in- 
quiry. “Actually what I have done is very little. 
At any rate here is the material as well as I can 
recall it. 

“Short wave radio scripts on Japan vs. Japan 
which were re-broadcast from San Francisco to the 
South Pacific and the Orient. 

“For the Office of War Information: war 
posters—‘Nature of the Enemy’; also illustrations 
for a book on Japan. 

“Short wave radio broadcast; a reply to Grand 
Rapids, Michigan, school boy’s letter explaining my 
attitude and feelings about democracy as against 
oppression and militarism in World War II. 

“Twenty Years Retrospective Exhibition of my 
work held in aid of United China Relief. Also 
donated a painting to raise additional funds. 

“Participated and donated my works for all 
the major United Nations War Relief and War 
Bond Drives.” 

It is not my province to evaluate the work 
of Yasuo Kuniyoshi. Among his best-known paint- 
ings, besides the figures, are many still lifes and 
animals for which he had a special understand- 
ing. One of his pictures is a portrait (no less) of 
an iron stove of the type used to heat all the Wood- 
stock studios and it arouses such nostalgic mem- 
ories that it is impossible for me to judge it as 
pure art. His painting was not realistic but he de- 
picted the particular significance of each subject. 
His pictures received innumerable prizes in the im- 
portant exhibitions and his work is represented in 
many museums; yet Kuniyoshi was more interested 
in selling his paintings to little people who often had 
to purchase by installments, than in getting the 
largest prices from the important collectors. Above 
all he was a painter’s painter. 

During the nineteen-thirties many Woodstock- 
ers were occasionally invited to the Brain Research 
Laboratory on Ohayo Mountain to hear a talk by 
Dr. Joshua Rosett of the Physicians and Surgeons 
College, Columbia University, and of the Neurolo- 
gical Institute, on the “Mechanism of Thought, 
Imagery and Hallucination.” It is not easy for a 
layman to discuss Dr. Rosett’s theories, but I do 
know he divided the functions of the brain into 
three categories, each of which, he said, is deter- 
mined by the degree of the individual’s orientation. 
When thinking, a person tends to detach himself 
from his immediate surroundings but his processes 
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of deduction remain consecutive and logical. Under 
the classification of imagery he placed the poets, 
the painters and the writers who he called the day- 
dreamers whose thinking was not practical. And 
this concept led to many discussions between us. 
Dr. Rosett had a briliant mind and now it amuses 
me to look back upon my efforts to argue with him 
against his theory. These arguments sometimes 
took place in the stone house, the greater part of 
which he built himself, and where he would serve 
supper before a large open fire. He had other in- 
terests besides the study of brains and could talk 
with knowledge and enthusiasm about gardening, 
the forests, the wild flowers or mushrooms. Col- 
lecting mushrooms was an especial hobby and his 
method of casting them in metal and giving thent 
realistic touches of paint was unique and made his 
collection permanent. 

The last category of the functions of the brain 
Dr. Rosett mentioned was hallucimation and this 
he described as a state of almost complete unconsci- 
ousness or thorough disorientation from physical 
surroundings. He was particularly interested in 
studies of abnormal thinking processes. 

According to one of the doctors associated with 
him in the Department of Neurology at Columbia, 
Dr. Rosett later turned his research to the investi- 
gation of the conduction system of the cerebral 
hemisphere and developed a revolutionary tech- 
nique whereby he was enabled to burst apart the 
compact tissues of the brain which through pressure 
separated the fibers. This permitted detailed dis- 
section of the brain. Subsequently he invented a 
method for continued study by preserving slices of 
the tissues of the brain in bakelite. (At the Ohayo 
Mountain laboratory probably antedating the bake- 
lite invention he used slices of wax models to illus- 
trate his talks.) 

From a collection of tributes to the memory of 
Dr. Rosett published after his sudden death in 
1940, after telling of his contribution in teaching 
neuroanatomy to medical students, Dr. Henry 
Alsop Riley said that it was characteristic of him 
that he had to bring his ideas to realization and to 
a concrete and effective form .. . there was an 
interweaving of a sense of structure with function, 
and a sense of philosophy that kept him on the 
ground in whatever he touched upon . . . He was a 
man who to a rare degree combined imagination and 
action. 

At the top of the Ohayo Mountain road in 
the old house formerly occupied by the quarryman, 


Alec Bonesteel, the Alfeo Faggis lived during the 
twenties with their son Giannino (who later angli- 
cized his name to plain John); and it was here 
Faggi made some of his finest pieces of sculpture, 
working in the 150 year old barn which stood across 
the road from the dwelling. Subsequently he built 
his own home and studio in the woods along Ploch- 
mann Lane. He was born near Florence, Italy, in 
1885 and his initial appreciation of plastic work 
came at about the age of six when at a puppet show 
he noticed a small figurine of a man playing a 
flute. He became so enamored of this trinket that 
he could not resist the impulse to take it. Hand- 
ling that figurme awakened his passion for cre- 
ative art, but his conscience destroyed his pleasure 
and in obedience to his mother’s command he re- 
turned it to its owner. His father was a fresco 
painter and gave the boy lessons in drawing which 
after a few years was followed by study at the 
Academia in Florence. He rented a little hole va- 
cated by a shoemaker which became his studio 
while for the next five years he attended life classes 
and visited museums, winning meanwhile the three 
highest medals at the Academia di Belle Arti. 

It was while studying an early Michelangelo 
sculpture at the Casa Buonarroti that an old guard 
said to him, “The master said that the artist ought 
not to copy things as they are but as they ought to 
be.” These words pronounced by an elderly caretaker 
were a revelation of the true field of art—the realm 
of the imaginaton. Towards the end of his studies in 
Florence he began to understand the inner signifi- 
cance of primitive Christian art and it was from 
this comprehension that his genius sprang. 

There is a story about a beggar woman who 
came to the house of Faggi’s parents and read 
Alfeo’s fortune. He remembers she predicted he 
was to make a name for himself in sculpture but 
that his fame would not come about until he went 
to America. This happened as the woman pre- 
dicted. He went to Chicago, which at first appeared 
to him as a barren land, but this desert-like atmos- 
phere spurred him on to the fruition of all he had 
derived from the great masters of Florence. He 
made a resolution that, now freed from traditions, 
he would work as if he were the first artist under 
the stars. This determination gave him strength 
and within a period of about three years he cre- 
ated his large “Pieta” now in the church of St. 
Thomas the Apostle in Chicago and the St. Francis 
of Assisi in Wheeling, Ilinois, besides several less 
important works. Soon after the outbreak of the 


First World War under the stimulus of deep emo- 
tion Faggi began the Stations of The Cross which 
were commissioned by Mrs. Frank Lillie who 
was an early patroness of his sculpture. Work upon 
these Stations was interrupted by his service as an 
officer in the Italian Army. He recalls towards the 
end of the campaign seeing the tragedy in the figure 
of his general who stood alone facing the enemy 
as all his soldiers were fleeing south because this 
was the disastrous fiasco of the Trentino. The Sta- 
tions were not completed until after he had settled 
in Woodstock in 1921. They are probably his 
most significant achievement, although they cre- 
ated considerable controversy before being placed 
in St. Thomas the Apostle Church. There is a 
Giotti-like simplicity in the character of Faggi’s 
work which is particularly noticeable in the Stations 
of the Cross. 

Alfeo Faggi has a theory that climate and 
background are responsible for the encouragement 
or deterioration of the artistic impulse. He cites 
Florence, Paris and Woodstock as places where cre- 
ative imagination is stimulated but, he adds, the 
prime qualification for intellectual development de- 
pends upon the structural shape of the person’s 
head. He believes the cultural background must 
fit the temperament, hence the large numbers of 
mystics in Tibet, intellectuals in Boston or cranks 
in California! This last comment shows that be- 
sides his concentration upon sculpture Faggi has 
a rare insight and sense of humor. He is one of the 
most dedicated artists in Woodstock and nothing 
is allowed to imterfere with his work. He has 
stripped living requirements to the minimum, par- 
ticularly since the death of his musician wife Bea- 
trice Butler. Now he leads a Spartan life with 
work and the inspiration of his Dante. Yet at an 
occasional dinner party after a couple of drinks he 
can be an entertaining guest and his sudden hearty 
laugh always carries congenial companions along 
with his merriment. One evening at a dinner party 
at Stonecrop he was reminded by Kami, our Sia- 
mese, of an experience he had with a cat. It was 
the day he was taking his wife to a sanitarium 
and they were walking along the lane when a 
strange cat appeared, rubbing its back against 
Faggi’s legs and trying to wrap itself around hy 
ankles. “Beatrice told me, ‘It is because you are 
going to be lonely that he has come to be your 
companion; please keep the cat.’ If you ask me 
I will,” he replied and he took the cat home ob- 
serving that the animal had one eye open and one 
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closed, likewise he had one ear erect and the other 
down. Looking at him Faggi realized the cat 
was more intelligent than himself. However he said 
to him, “I not like fleas and though I don’t see 
any fleas maybe you have them, so I feed you, 
but you must sleep outside on the porch. ‘Yes,’ the 
cat replied. He stay around for several days and I 
make drawings of that cat, and then the cat he say, 
‘You not artist but a business man. I go away now.’ 
Soon he disappear and I never see him again, but 
I sell all those drawings and he was right I do 
business from that cat!” 

To my regret I have not kept more notes of 
Alfeo’s remarks. For example, he has said, “The 
spirit whispers, never shouts;” “Self criticism and 
the creative process must go hand in hand;” and 
he has also remarked, “The true artists wrests anew 
each day against death of the spirit.” 

During the intermediate years Faggi made 
several portraits, including one of Rabindranath 
Tagore. While the Indian poet was posing he sang 
melodic poems. And at the time a curious inci- 
dent occurred: Faggi had been given a room at 
a hotel close to Tagore’s apartment and one day 
on the way to work he inadvertently left the key 
inside and neither the desk clerk or anyone else 
could be found who could unlock the door. Relat- 
ing the misadventure to Tagore the latter said, “Do 
not worry you will find when you return that the 
door will be unlocked. And to Faggi’s amazement 
this proved to be true. His sculpture of Tagore 
shows the great spiritual quality of the Hindu. An- 
other portrait he made was of the Japanese poet 
Noguchi whose work is not well known in America. 
He met him in Chicago at the home of Mrs. William 
Vaughn Moody and Faggi describes Noguchi’s face 
as looking like ivory smoothed by a thousand years 
of handling. His modelling of the sensitive face 
of the poet has overtones of intellectual subtlety 
which are impossible to describe. Noguchi wrote of 
how well the bust was received when hung in 
the Imperial Museum in Tokio. 

The afternoon I read Noguchi’s letter I was 
sitting in Faggi’s orderly little house at a big square 
table polished to a dark luster which was a plea- 
sure to feel under my palms as we talked. He 
brought photographs of all his important pieces of 
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sculpture to spread around me, and although I 
had seen most of the originals it was rewarding 
to study the photographs. Seeing the reproduction 
of the Whitman figure which is now in the Buffalo 
Museum, I asked, “How did you decide to do this 
statue without clothes?” “Because Walt Whitman 
was always naked to the world,” the sculptor re- 
plied. “I had thought about it for a long while 
until I saw the finished statue outside among the 
trees and then I could carry it out. Most of my 
work has come to me like that; after long thinking 
it suddenly appears to me out in the woods in its 
final form.” The winter afternoon was passing and 
Faggi turned on the lamps and made coffee but we 
continued the conversation. He spoke of the Martin 
Ryersons of Chicago who had invited him for din- 
ner when he first arrived in America. Fortunately 
they spoke Italian and Mrs. Ryerson asked him, 
“How do you like our native oysters?” which were 
being served. He replied, “Signora, I find them 
horrible like dead mice.” Nevertheless the Ryer- 
sons remained his good friends with human under- 
standing and help for his problems. “I have been 
blessed by the people I have known,” continued 
Faggi, “they connect and have helped me in my 
work.” 

There was the sound of bounding footsteps 
along the path and on to the porch. It was John, 
the son, come from New York where he heads a 
department at Columbia University, a disting- 
uished-looking man with Italian charm and Yankee 
forthrightness. 

Alfeo Faggi has now returned to modelling the 
more classical religious themes which stimulate his 
creative impulse more than secular subjects. It is a 
rare spiritual experience to have him show his work 
The odor of wax and metal, plaster 
and wet cloths dominate the senses until with the 


in the studio. 


solemnity of a priest before a shrine the sculptor 
uncovers the pieces one at a time, or pulls from 
The cool studio 
light falls upon the bronze or stone or perhaps an 


a cabinet one of his drawings. 


unfinished work in green plastecene casting shadows 
to enhance the design. No form exists for itself 
but is an integral part of the whole as one line in 
a poem is dependent upon another. 


XI 


THE UPPER HAMLETS 


Shady and Lake Hill 


uring the eighteen hundreds Shady was more 
D populated than now. The Bristol Glass Com- 
pany attracted hundreds of people, some of whom 
made the window glass which was their chief pro- 
duct and others supplied the fuel for the factory or 
“teamed” the sand and the glass back and forth to 
the Hudson River. Many of the workers’ houses 
have disappeared; for example, there was a row of 
little homes along the Church hill, one of which 
belonged to “Aunt” Sophronia Greiner, a widow 
of a glass blower. When the last company failed 
she was left with a baby and took up sewing, going 
to live at the houses where she worked. She became 
a good tailor of men’s clothes but she also had the 
reputation of being a great taster when meals were 
being prepared. Her employers were kind to her 
and always sent her home with enough food to 
last over the week ends. Hers was the last dwell- 
ing to stand on the hill but all that now remains 
are a few roses which in June still bloom along the 
road, 

Back of the church is a large hall built through 
the zealous work of the King’s Daughters Society. 
A small group of them sewed and cooked the build- 
ing into existence. Fortunate were they who ate 
those old-fashioned church suppers and bought the 
patchwork quilts which paid for the hall. There 
was a store in the hamlet and for years Clark North 
who was almost blind walked from West Hurley 
with the mail in a bag over his shoulder. During 
the blue stone era there was a stone dock near the 
store run by Peter Havey. Later John Johnson 
had a blacksmith shop and the Post Office near 
the store, and the few letters that arrived were kept 
in a drawer with the horseshoe nails. Bristol also 


had a grist mill, two saw mills and a turning shop. 

A man from Connecticut by the name of Fer- 
guson set up grindstones at the foot of Hutchins’ 
Hill by an outcrop of shale which he ground to ex- 
tract red color for paint. This product was used 
locally and I have a sample from a barn at Bears- 
ville proving its durability, but like so many other 
projects it did not last and all that remains to 
show of Ferguson’s ingenuity is the hole in the 
shale bank. This shale can be seen at the head of 
the Shady valley just beyond the old Vosburgh 
home. The valley winds and narrows between 
mountains so high that only the midday sun shines 
into it. No wonder when the name had to be 
changed (because there was another Bristol in New 
York State) it was called Shady; but the secondary 
meaning of the word should have been consideerd 
and the inevitable quips avoided. 

In 1860 James Vosburgh, son of the glass 
blower Richard, bought the powder keg shop which 
had been run by Timothy Colburn and con- 
verted it into a turning mill which is still operated 
by the Vosburgh family. Originally it ran by the 
power of a water wheel which was replaced by a 
motor, but the same precision handwork is re- 
quired to form the spindles for banisters, posts for 
beds and legs for tables and chairs which the com- 
pany sells to the same furniture store in Kingston 
with which they have done business for three gen- 
erations. We are told that an expert turner must 
have learned his profession in youth. The ability 
runs in certain families here in Woodstock, among 
whom the Vosburghs and Wilburs are the best 
known. The shop is a fascinating place to visit and 
watch the spindles whirl as the workers hold their 
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chisels against them with varying pressure to con- 
form to a pattern while the wood shavings and 
sawdust stream out giving off the rich scent of 
hardwood. The dust covers everything, smoothing 
the floors and tables and even powdering the heads 
of the men, creating a haze which catches the light 
from many windows. The engine roars, the con- 
veyor belts clap and the chisels hum until the work 
stops, and then the only sounds are the Sawkill 
spuming through the race outside and the gentle 
voices of the turners. They are kindly people, al- 
ways willing to turn a baseball bat for the neighbor- 
hood boys. 

The Vosburghs lived in the three last houses 
in the valley where it narrows and the Hutchins’ 
Hill road commences to climb until on top of the 
mountain it comes to an indeterminate end. Hikers 
may be lured further along an old wood road that 
in the past connected with Mink Hollow. Up this 
road lived the Roses, old Doc Hasbrouck, who ran 
a saw mill and fathered innumerable children (so 
they say), John Hutchins and later the Burns. The 
Burns’ farm is about a mile off the main road up a 
lane which leads to a plateau with open fields and 
a fine outlook. In recent years this place has be- 
longed to the Kingsburys. 

Dr. John Kingsbury was a former Commission- 
er of Charities in New York City, member of Gov- 
ernor Sulzer’s Committee which revised the health 
laws. He was also a member of Governor Roose- 
velt’s N. Y. State Health Committee and General 
Director of the Association for Improving the Con- 
dition of the Poor. During World War I he was 
a Red Cross Director in France and Italy and later 
was on the Executive Committee of the Serbian 
Child Welfare Association, besides working for 
numerous other relief organizations. For fourteen 
years Kingsbury was Director and Secretary of the 
Milbank Fund and it was during this period he 
travelled in the Soviet Union studying the Com- 
munist plan for combating disease and the after- 
care of the patients. He admired the Russians and 
was frankly critical of his own country which 
alienated many of his friends, but there were other 
sides of his character which were endearing. One of 
these was his love of nature. He had made a study 
of the mushrooms of the Catskills, and in his ram- 
bles through the pastures and woods he gathered 
many species of edible fungus, some of which had 
previously been considered poisonous. The only 
party to which I regretted not having been invited 
was a dinner given by the Kingsburys where mush- 
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rooms were served with every course and where, for 
a short period, the lights were turned out and the 
guests continued the meal under the eerie illumin- 
ation of fungus. 

Kingsbury was President of the Amateur As- 
tronomers Association and the star parties he gave 
during the season’s busiest meteor showers were 
memorable, especially in the earlier days when they 
were not crowded. The guests would arrive at 
nightfall with blankets, prepared to lie on their 
backs out on the terrace all the night watching the 
stars and counting the meteors that fell. As they 
watched it would seem as if the bounds of the uni- 
verse would retreat until they were gazing into 
space beyond time and comprehension. Each group 
would watch a section of the sky counting the me- 
teors, the total being reported to headquarters in 
New York City. Dr. Kingsbury would give an in- 
formal talk on the night sky, full of information 
but always accompanied by stories of the mytho-. 
logy and poetry of the stars. At one of the star 
parties the head of the Hayden Planetarium gave a 
talk and I remember during one special Perseid 
shower the constellation Perseus was outlined by 
candles anchored in the swimming pool which 
added beauty to the night scene. Kingsbury with 
Sir Arthur Newsholme wrote “Red Medicine” and 
was the author of several other books. He was a 
member of the Council of the World Peace Con- 
gress and Chairman of the American Soviet Friend- 
ship Association. 

According to Wigram’s map, John Hutchins, 
for whom the hill was named, had a three hundred 
acre lot. It apparently included the present Kings- 
bury property. In the old days there was a con- 
necting lane between Hutchins’ “outroad” east to 
the old Glass Manufacturing Association’s plant. 
Here under the mountain was a village described in 
the chapter on the glass companies. Among sev- 
eral families who lived there the MacDaniels were 
prominent. Martin MacDaniel is now the only one 
of his generation left. He remembers the old 
roads. For example, as a boy he walked a route up 
to The Plains, the village deserted for over a hun- 
dred years, and from there to Echo Lake and be- 
yond to the Plattekill Clove. He also is familiar 
with all the woods and streams as well as the peo- 
ple of the old times. For years now “Martie” and 
his wife have operated the Cold Spring boarding- 
house back of Meads on the Shady Road, a road 
which did not exist when he was born. In the 
summer the boardinghouse is always full of people 


who return year after year to enjoy hiking, riding 
and swimming in the mountains. The food is good 
and it is a cool place to stay, exposed to the winds 
which blow off the Twin and Indianhead moun- 
tains. 

On a winter’s afternoon when the boarders have 
gone and the farm work is finished I have driven up 
the steep road to visit the MacDaniels in their com- 
fortable overfilled kitchen. Martie MacDaniel pa- 
tiently answered my questions. Occasionally he 
said something significant as when he remarked, 
“You know there are tides in the mountains as well 
as in the sea.” It sounded like a poem! He had 
been talking of an incident which took place when 
he was a boy. He had tagged along when the old- 
er men had gone coon hunting in the moonlight on 
Indianhead. There had been a prolonged dry spell, 
therefore they were surprised to find a spring bub- 
bling up and overflowing near the Dymond Hollow 
bear trap. His father told him to go to the house 
and fetch all the pails and kettles he could carry. 
They filled all of these and it was well they did be- 
cause the next morning they found the spring dry. 
To this Mrs. MacDaniel added, “Yes and I’ve seen 
it happen to the spring back of this house. All at 
once on a moonlight night it will rise and over- 
flow for no reason we can see unless it’s the pull of 
the moon.” 

Martie talked of the Overlook Hotels for which 
his father had hauled the lumber: For the first one 
built and, after that had been destroyed by fire, 
he also provided the wood to rebuild it. He showed 
me a prospectus for one of the openings dated June 
1874, J. E. Lasher, Manager. Among the attrac- 
tions were “Cumulative exercises or health-lift 
rooms for ladies and gentlemen in the hotel under 
the charge of an experienced instructor.” The mu- 
sic was furnished by H. T. Wagner of New York 
City. Alf Evers has written an interesting account 
of the recreation and social life of the Overlook 
Hotel for the New York Conservationist Magazine 
and therefore I do not go into a description of 
other activities. I have another prospectus of thc 
Overlook for 1893 when the hotel reopened under 
the management of Neal & Co. From what Mac- 
Daniel says the Company was largely in the hands 
of Ira H. Hasbrouck of Kingston. MacDaniel’s 
sister, later Mrs. Wilbur Cashdollar, recalled every 
afternoon when she was a girl taking, by buggy, 
large cans of milk to the hotel. On one occasion 
a bear followed the rig and frightened her ‘most to 
death because the road was too steep for the horse 


to run on. However, she kept the animal away 
with flicks of the whip and delivered her milk. As 
we were talking in the kitchen MacDaniel’s son 
came in from a hike to Echo Lake. He was very 
animated because he had seen an enormous wildcat. 
“It was the largest one I have ever seen!” he said. 
There is a photograph of one of these bobtailed 
lynx shot by one of the Wilburs which measured 
over five feet. 

This led to talk about wild animal adventures 
remembered by the MacDaniels. Years _ before, 
Martin’s brother, Lincoln, had been out on the 
mountain fighting a fire when, exhausted, he 
had thrown himself down to sleep by the 
edge of the forest. He awoke to find a panther 
nuzzling him. Keeping still he realized the panther 
was covering him with leaves. As soon as the an- 
imal went away MacDaniel arose and after plac- 
ing a log in the leaves he climbed a tree. Soon the 
panther returned with cubs but they were cheated 
out of their feast. The man remained in the tree 
until daylight before he dared return home. Mar- 
tin’s father, Nathan, married Louise Taylor from 
another back-of-the-mountain family. She was a 
strong girl like her mother-in-law “Aunt Betsie.” 
Louise was able without difficulty to saw through a 
four foot log. While walking to his hay field one 
morning Nathan encountered a panther. When 
the animal advanced toward him he held up his 
scythe facing the animal and retreated down the 
mountain backward to eventual safety. All of 
Louise and Nathan’s sons were taught before they 
were ten years old to handle a yoke of oxen and 
draw logs from the woods. Their farm could never 
support the family through cultivation of the soil 
alone. Consequently they resorted to the forests; 
cutting fuel, bringing out logs to the saw mills for 
planking and making shingles. They stripped hem- 
lock bark for the tanneries and during the Civil 
War cut alder for the manufacture of gunpowder. 
After the failure of the Woodstock Manufacturing 
Company glass works the MacDaniels moved to 
farms along the newly-opened road between Meads 
and Shady. Along here five of their homes were 
strung. 

At the corner where the Fern Hollow road be- 
gins the one-armed Oscar Howland built his home. 
It was not an old house at the time I lived in 
Shady. He came from the Mink Hollow family 
who were famous hunters, his father having shot 
fifty bears during his life. For several terms Oscar 
Howland was Tax Collector for the Town. With 
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one arm he could hoe or shoot a gun with the best 
of the men. He had a large family and eked out a 
livelihood selling skins and rendering down skunk 
fat which produced a cup of fat per animal, worth 
fifty cents. He also gathered medicinal herbs such 
as. ginseng (Panax) which grew in the mountains 
under beech and butternut trees. In China it was 
used for many purposes including an aid to fertility. 
It happens that our chipmunks are very fond of 
the red berries of the plant and it is obvious that 
the disappearance of the ginseng and the increase 
in the number of chipmunks must be tied in to- 
gether. Howland tried cultivating gold seal and 
ginseng in his garden. They require lath covering 
for shade and an exceedingly acid soil. As the 
seed of the latter takes eighteen months to ger- 
minate and two more years to grow to harvest 
size, it isn’t a very profitable crop, especially when 
the roots have to be dried for market and only 
bring $6.00 a pound. 

In the old days there was a distillery at Phoe- 
nicia where the oil of wintergreen (gautheria) was 
extracted. Gathering the wild berries provided 
an income for women and children. Mrs. Van Wag- 
ner of Willow who was in her nineties during the 
early thirties told of many home remedies from 
the plants of the fields and woods. Arbutus was 
known as gravel weed because it was used for 
kidney troubles. “We never thought of it as a 
flower,’ she said. Mayapples were used as a sub- 
stitute for calomel, and pennyroyal and sassafras 
for croup. She would apply crushed plantain 
leaves on her children’s bruises, and make an onion 
syrup for their colds. She said, “There’s not a 
weed that grows which isn’t good for something.” 
It was from her I learned the method of making 
vinegar from maple syrup. Water is added to make 
it spoil and when kept in a warm place it will fer- 
ment and turn to vinegar. 

After leaving the hamlet of Shady the main route 
follows the course of the brook which flows from 
Cooper’s Lake. Before the rise of the road the 
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home of Sidney and Henry Cowell is on the left. 
They are musicians who settled in Woodstock 
Township without knowing it was an art center. 
They had come at Percy Grainger’s suggestion to 
the Williams Band School at West Saugerties. Lik- 
ing the mountains they had searched for a house 
and found this one at Shady. They both belong 
to those dedicated few to whom the world outside 
their art is merely a background. 

Sidney Cowell was a California concert pian- 
ist who studied in Paris with Cortot and later with 
Bauer. As a student of Ernest Bloch and Cowell she 
became interested in folk music. During the great 
depression she worked in the Resettlement Admin- 
istration to encourage folk music among the new 
householders. This led her to making a study of 
the music of various communities among national 
groups settled in the United States. The Library 
of Congress has many of her recordings of the 
music brought to this country by the Finns who 
provided their traditional chants, the songs of the 
Portugese in California and that of the Yugoslavs, 
the Armenian-Americans and others. She has prob- 
ably provided the Congressional Library with folk 
recordings from more different places than any- 
one else. She has traveled all around the world 
with her tape recording machine. It has led her 
into adventures in Ireland, in the Orient, in Greece 
and Iran. 

Sidney Cowell has also been interested in early 
American hymns. In the Library of Congress she 
accidentally came across the names of the Edsons, 
both father and son, of Mink Hollow, who com- 
posed hymns over a century ago. This led to a 
meeting with descendents of the Edsons with whom 
she went on a trip to Mink Hollow to try to re- 
discover the grave of Lewis Edson, Senior. The 
descendents could only remember that it was beside 
a stone wall. Here they assembled, probing and 
scratching through a century’s accumulation of 
leaves, hoping to locate the slab which marked the 
grave. With rumps uppermost they were far too 
intent to notice the irate owner of the farm who 
had posted himself above them. He was amazed 
to find this usually quiet corner of his pasture astir 
with city folks. Upon his demanding what on earth 
they were doing the honest answer only added to 
his disbelief. “A likely story!” he scornfully said. 
However, he did not volunteer any opinion as to 
what he supposed they might be doing. No doubt 
he thought it was a subversive occupation, and 
certainly it was sub-something. Unfortunately the 
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search had to be abruptly halted. Subsequently 
another Woodstocker, Harold Manierre, came for- 
ward with a photostat copy of a rare Edson hymn- 
book to present to the Library. Sidney Cowell 
trained a choir to sing these hymns at the Shady 
church. 

In the early days of our friendship we invited 
the Cowells for dinner. After the meal, seated com- 
fortably in an easy chair, Henry Cowell said, “If 
you will get your recorders we can have music.” We 
did not have recorders and didn’t even know what 
they were, a fact for which he later chided me, say- 
ing I could not be very familiar with Shakespeare. 
That evening he substituted by playing shepherd’s 
music on a reed flute. The Cowells enjoyed our 
flowers, particularly the herb garden. Shortly after 
one of his visits he wrote two compositions for us 
to whistle while we gardened. These were included 
in a collection of his work published a few years 
ago, but do not have on them the distinctive in- 
struction that they are to be whistled while we 
gardened. 

The first time I heard Henry Cowell play was 
years ago at the New School For Social Research. 
It was an exciting experience seeing him pluck the 
strings, pound the keys with his fists and even go 
behind the piano to get a particular effect from 
its innards. His radical departure from conven- 
tional composition and playing created a storm of 
criticism. Yet now his symphonies are played by 
the great orchestras and his original work is con- 
sidered a prelude to contemporary American com- 
positions. In his earlier work there was talk of 
“tone cluster” experiments, and the shrieks of his 
“Banshee” were the subjects of long discussions. 

Henry Cowell was born in San Francisco and 
he attributes his interest in Oriental music to his 
early association with Asian playmates. Another 
influence was a neighbor’s enthusiasm for the Greg- 
orian chants which he shared. At eight he aban- 
doned a career as a child prodigy of the violin. At 
sixteen he began formal training in composition 
under Charles Seeger. Later he travelled in the 
Orient and made several trips to Europe, one 
under a Guggenheim fellowship to study non-Euro- 
pean music in Berlin, and these experiences left 
their impression upon his music. His world tour 
was sponsored by the U. S. Department of State, 
the U. S. Information Agency and the Rockefeller 
Foundation. He has written an enormous file 
of all kinds of music, among them about thirteen 
symphonies. Many of his compositions may be 
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heard on recordings. Besides the symphonies, 
among his best known work are the “Persian Set” 
recorded by Stokowski and his orchestra, and 
“Ongaku”, a two movement piece of a Japanese 
character. Cowell teaches at Columbia and at the 
New School, and for four years was President of 
The American Composers Alliance. One of his 
latest achievements has been writing in collabora- 
tion with his wife, the life of the composer, Charles 
Ives, with whom he was associated for years, and 
whose chief publisher he was. 

Beyond the Cowells the road comes out of the 
woods and lies coiled in an S ready to rise up 
Cooper’s Hill. But just before the ascent begins 
there is a road on the right leading past new cot- 
tages and through the fields to one of the older 
houses. It lies in a depression of the hills where the 
rivulets gather the rain to keep the grass always 
green. It was a hundred years old when the artist 
John Taylor bought it in 1927 and although he 
has made improvements he has retained its quaint 
aspect. It still looks like an old farmhouse with 
low ceilings above the parlor, dining room and 
lean-to kitchen. When it belonged to the Lapo 
family it is said that thirteen little Lapos were 
born in the attic. Now it shows the taste of its 
cultured owners. The living room is painted 2 
special tone of pink above the white wainscoting. 
Upon the walls are small paintings, French in char- 
acter, which somehow fit in with their simple fur- 
niture and rag rugs. This has been the setting for 
many perfect French dinners cooked by Lucette 
Ruellan. 

John Taylor was born in 1897. He worked 
under §. MacDonald Wright in California and 
Boardman Robinson at the Art Students League 
and went to Paris to finish his art studies. While 
in France he met and married another artist, 
Andree Ruellan, and brought her and her mother, 
Lucette, to his home in Shady. Meanwhile the old 
farm barn was removed and in its place they built 
two large studios for themselves. Here the husband 
and wife each achieved success in their work and 
considerable recognition in the world of art. John 
Taylor received a Guggenheim fellowship; he has 
served as instructor at the Art Students League 
Summer School and has taught in Indianapolis, 
Pennsylvania State College and at Tulane in New 
Orleans. He received the gold medal of the Ameri- 
can Watercolor Society and various mentions at 
the Carnegie show and elsewhere. He received a 
Citation and Grant from the American Academy of 


Arts and Letters. He was elected a member of 
the National Academy in 1958. His work is in 
many of the museums throughout the United 
States. It is interestng to follow his development 
through various phases of naturalistic painting to 
his present expression in abstract designs. He will 
not stop there because he is constantly experi- 
menting and growing. 

Andree Ruellan was born in New York of 
French parents. When still a child her work was 
chosen to show at St. Mark’s in the Bowery where 
noted artists like Henri and Bellows were exhibit- 
ing. Naturally this encouraged her ambition. She 
studied Sculpture with Leo Lentelli and drawing 
with Maurice Sterne. She received a scholarship 
for further study in Rome and at the end of a year 
went to Paris where she studied with Dufresne and 
Waroquier. 

She had her first one-man show in Paris. After 
five years in France she returned to the United 
States with her painter husband. Since then her 
studio in Shady has been headquarters although she 
has spent many months painting in New York, 
New Orleans and Paris. She has had nine one-man 
shows and her work is represented in a number of 
the large museums and art collections. She re- 
ceived a Citation and Grant in Arts from the Amer- 
ican Academy of Arts and in 1950 a Guggenheim 
Fellowship for creative painting in Europe. 

Andree Ruellan’s work shows the subtle humor 
and delicate insight into character that is both 
French and feminine. She has said that she believes 
the artist must go to nature for renewal of his 
impulse but it is imagination that enables him to 
dominate his material and to create what is truly 
personal. 


The Sugar Loaf Mountain Witch 


Three quarters of the way up the lake hill there 
is a lane leading north and up toward the skyline 
of Sugar Loaf Mountain. The lane peters out 
when it arrives at the old Van de Bogart house, but 
there were wood roads in use a hundred years ago 
leading into Mink Hollow and the Burns’ farm 
which is off the Hutchins’ Hill road. Once upon a 
time, not far from the Burns’ house, there lived a 
witch who coveted one of her neighbor’s piglets. 
He refused to give her one, which so enraged her 
that the wicked woman bewitched his entire litter 
until they would do nothing but dance on their 
noses. The farmer, realizing what had befallen his 
pigs, was obliged to cut off their curly tails which 


he threw into the fire. This cured the piglets of 
their compulsion to dance, but it injured the witch. 
She was found scratching in the farmer’s fireplace 
trying to save the charred remains of the tails 
and was badly burned. Thereafter she limped 
around with one misshapen foot upon which she 
wore three socks. Otherwise she was a comely 
person who married and had a family, but she 
would never give up her bad practices and even 
boasted, rather than was ashamed, of her powers. 
A man, who if he were living now would be over a 
hundred years old, remembers seeing her and des- 
cribed her to me. “She was a short woman with 
black hair and bright eyes and a complexion white 
as snow.” On more than one occasion she was test- 
ed with a three cent piece and it was found that 
if a broom were laid across the threshold of a door 
it would bar her entrance. She had special magic 
words she used, such as “Pocks E’Rollins,” and 
whoever heard her utter these words was sure to fall 
upon evil experiences unless he or she resorted to a 
witch doctor. 

One of the most famous witch doctors was Doc 
Brink of Lake Katrine. I may use his name be- 
cause his grandson Theodore Brink, readily admit- 
ted his grandparent’s reputation, even describing 
the simple herb remedies he used to cure his pati- 
ents. The old Doc used cathartics and carmina- 
tives as well as mumbo jumbo to exorcise the evil, 
but he was careful never to demand a fee out of 
respect for the law, though he did not refuse gifts 
of eggs or meat. He held to the belief that to be effi- 
cacious the salves had to be made from water running 
with the stream, not aganst it. Theodore showed 
me a hand-blown bottle in which his grandfather 
kept the wash for sore eyes and told me the wash 
had to be made of snow water but only from the 
last fall of the season. 

This witch had a granddaughter who was the 
lovely Dianthe with whom Enoch Purdey kept 
company notwithstanding the witch’s disapproval. 
The Purdeys lived on the lane in the house later 
owned by Hercules Davis. One afternoon Enoch 
set out to visit his girl, feeling reasonably sure 
Dianthe would accept his proposal that they be 
married. However, there were obstacles to hinder 
their romance which were beyond his ken. The 
first problem was to find a few minutes to speak 
to the girl in private because the grandmother con- 
trived to have one of the family with them all the 
afternoon. When it was time to do the evening 
chores the witch, accompanied by the other child- 
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ren, was obliged to go to the barn to milk and do 
the other tasks, and this gave Enoch his oppor- 
tunity. Immediately he began his impassioned 
plea, but the words were left hanging on his lips by 
the loud and untimely crowing of a cock just 
outside the door. It jolted him out of his romantic 
mood, and each time he brought the conversation 
around to the subject of marriage, the cock would 
begin to crow. The suiter felt completely baffled 
and as night was approaching he reluctantly bade 
farewell to the beautiful Dianthe. When he opened 
the door he found a white cock on the threshhold 
staring at him with its beady eyes. In a fury he 
gave the bird a mighty kick which sent it flying off 
unhurt, but left the youth with a bruised toe. The 
sore spread up his leg and eventually caused his 
death. Doc Brink had been called in to see the 
wound but he could not cure it, yet he refused to 
accuse the witch whose name was well known. Thus 
ended the romance of Dianthe and Enoch. 

Enoch’s father was Gilbert Purdey whose near 
neighbor was John Rowe. The two men had mar- 
ried Eighmey sisters, but they were continually in 
disagreement. According to my informant, old 
Justice Sickler, who was born in 1857 and knew 
about these people, Rowe did not have “much 
principle and Purdey was hot-tempered.” (In the 
Town records of 1845 one James Bogardus received 
a judgement for damages against John Rowe, but 
it does not state what the damages were.) The 
quarrel between Purdey and Rowe was aggravated 
by the six sets of bars which had to be let up and 
down on the lane to keep their cattle confined to 
their pastures. 

Mrs. Purdey was expecting a child and one 
winter’s day Gilbert went off with the oxen to 
fetch the “granny woman” who lived at Shandaken. 
He was in such a hurry that he neglected to replace 
the bars and when he returned he discovered that 
Rowe had put them back and nailed them in place. 
Purdey took his ax and shattered them into kind- 
ling. There is no record of the baby’s arrival, but 
the quarrel which developed has never been for- 
gotten. Both families were members of the Meth- 
odist Church in Little Shandaken (now Willow), 
and a church trial was held there with Barnett 
Eighmey as Moderator. During the progress of 
the trial the reliability of each man’s word was 
questioned. 

To prove that his opponent did not tell the 
truth Rowe brought up an old argument about 
a dog. One of the Riseleys, who lived in the grist- 
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mill house at Bristol, claimed his dog had been 
shot. Rowe said Purdey was guilty, which Gilbert 
denied. Rowe tried to prove it had been done by 
Purdey; pointing to the remains of the dog, he 
indicated it must have been shot with his gun. 
Purdey claimed he had bought the gun from Rowe 
after the dog had been killed. The fight about the 
dog became so heated that the original cause of the 
trial was forgotten. The trial continued for a long 
time. Eventually Purdey was persuaded to say he 
was sorry for his anger, but Rowe refused to say as 
much, and the preacher suspended him from church 
for six months. Meanwhile Rowe left the church 
with many members of the congregation following 
He brought to Little Shandaken a Wesleyan preach- 
er named Lowerie who established another church 
which was built a mile east of the Methodist one. 
This is the little white church on the corner of 
Mosher’s Lane which stands out so starkly from 
the hill with its tower cocked skyward. For years 
it was called the Dog Church. 

In 1847, according to a paper in the possession 
of Philip Van de Bogart, Gilbert Purdey, John 
Rowe and Martin Booth (who lived at the end of 
the road) signed an agreement to open and main- 
tain the road between the Cooper and Booth prop- 
erties to the houses of the signers. Sixteen years la- 
ter this agreement was attested to before A. Elwyn, 
Town Clerk. Thus the matter was kept boiling 
for many years! 

Most of the hamlet of Shady is in Great Lot 
26 but at the foot of the road to Lake Hill begins 
the line of Great Lot 25 of the Hardenburgh Pa- 
tent. This was the portion of Benjamin Fanieul, a 
merchant of New York City. Later it was owned 
in succession by James Desbrosses and then by 
John Hunter. Desbrosses sold lots on perpetual 
leases to various local people including Jeremiah 
Reynolds and Thomas Treadway Smith. In each 
deed it was stipulated that the purchaser should 
pay annually a quitrent of one shilling per acre in 
Spanish milled dollars valued at eight shillings per 
dollar. In 1794 Smith acquired his tract which in- 
cluded 15714 acres known as the Lake Farm. For 
a while the glass companies held title to this prop- 
erty, but in 1842 the farmhouse was being run un- 
profitably as a tavern by John Winne. At this 
time William M. Cooper, traveling as a salesman, 
stopped there overnight and, liking the place, de- 
cided to purchase it on lease. Eight years later 
after the anti-rent rebellion he was able to buy the 
property outright from Elias and Ann Hunter. 
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Later he extended the farm across the pond, then 
known as Shandaken Lake, and acquired the water 
rights. 

The Jacob Cooper family first came to Wood- 
stock in the eighteen-twenties and settled in Yan- 
keetown, now Wittenberg. Jacob had been a Col- 
onel in the War of 1812. In the Town records he 
is shown to have been an Overseer of Highways and 
in 1833 he was elected a Justice of the Peace. His 
son, William M. Cooper, married Catherine Eltinge, 
left Wittenberg and later returned to settle his 
large family in Lake Hill. According to his grand- 
son, Ashley Cooper, besides farming he ran a saw- 
mill, the tavern, the Post Office and a store. When 
the plank road was built the Cooper family also 
operated the tollgate. In recent times the city of 
Kingston bought the lake for their water supply 
and removed the barn which was across the road 
from the house. I wept when the barn was des- 
troyed because, like poetry, the barn was beautiful 
in line and color and as rhythmical as the surround- 
ing mountains. I was only able to salvage a few 
of the rafters which are now incorporated in my 
stone house. The barnyard was almost surrounded 
by buildings weathered silver gray, their sagging 
roofs of different heights, their forms pushed 
crooked by the winter gales until they seemed to be 
bowing toward each other in a crazy dance. The 
hand-hewn timbers, carefully pegged, might lean 
but they would never break from the storms. They 
could have stood for another century protecting the 
yard which in the sun at noon was like a steaming. 
bowl. Here’ the cattle wallowed knee-deep in 
manure, the chickens scratched around for grain 
and the smell was rich with the essence of the 
farm. Inside the barns were impressive with huge 
rafters seen high aloft in the dim light and the 
beams below were fourteen inches thick. Where 
they could be reached above the stables someone 
had tacked pictures of buxom ladies in tights of the 
kind given with chewing tobacco. Here in the bay 
of the barn was the sweetish odor of hay and grain. 
The soaring rafters and the great height created a 
feeling of awe like the effect produced by a cathe- 
dral. 

The house has double-decker porches from 
which doors lead into halls with comfortably large 
rooms on either side. On the ground floor are the 
parlor and the room which formerly held the bar. 
Behind this is a spacious kitchen painted Dutch 
blue. Mrs. Hannah Cooper Vosburgh has written 
of her life on the farm as a girl. She told of the 


quilting bees, of the big dinners during the but- 
chering when the neighboring men gathered to help 
with the work outside while within the women made 
sausage and headcheese. She told of the husking 
contests when a boy lucky enough to find a red 
ear could choose a girl to kiss. In the fall the barn 
would be cleared for the harvest dances and she 
remembered the fiddling of Kit Lindsley. After 
the square dances sweet cider and pumpkin pie 
would be served. 

It was forty-five years ago that I made my 
first sketch on that farm. My work was engros- 
sing and I paid no heed to the hour or the thought 
of a five mile walk back with my gear. The farmer 
had done his evening chores and had long since 
carried the milk across the road, when he returned 
with a glass of milk for me. It was Ashley Cooper, 
concerned because I had not eaten. He invited me 
into the kitchen where I met his wife, Jessie Van 
de Bogart Cooper, and thus began a friendship 
which lasted as long as they lived. I bought a lot 
and built a studio on their farm. Ashley Cooper 
proved to be the kindest of men and whenever 
there was a storm he would tramp up the hill to 
make sure all was well. Mrs. Cooper taught me 
how to live in the country without any of the mod- 
ern conveniences. Every movement of her trim 
body was efficient; that was why she could always 
spare a few minutes for reading to keep her mind 
alert. The cellar was her refrigerator, an outhouse 
served for plumbing and the water was _ hand- 
pumped from a well and brought in by the pailful. 
On the stoop her blond head might be seen above 
the blue churn paddling the golden butter in a 
wooden bowl or preparing the vegetables. Occasion- 
ally she would look beyond the washbench in the 
maple shade and through the gray-limbed apple 
trees to the last dip before the ground fell away 
to disclose the valley. She was never indifferent 
to nature; between her and her environment there 
was peace and in that lay her strength and charm. 

Many years ago-there lived a farmer along 
the Little Shandaken road who believed he hal 
worked harder than anyone else in the region. By 
the end of the summer the hay and grain which 
was packed into his barn was valued at six hundred 
dollars and he was very proud of this accomplish- 
ment. One Sunday in the fall it became this farm- 
er’s turn to entertain Dominie Waters for dinner. 
The Dominie told the farmer he had “no call” to be 
overproud of his crops because the Lord had pro- 
vided the sunshine, sufficient rainfall and the fine 
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haying weather which had made the bumper crop 
possible. Then he called upon the farmer to give 
thanks to the Lord for his success. The farmer 
replied that it had been his work, not God’s, which 
had filled his barn to overflowing and for it he 
wasn’t beholden to anyone. 

It was a beautiful day without a cloud in the 
sky but in mid-afternoon suddenly a thunderhead 
reared over Mount Tobias. It stayed compact and 
ominous as it moved to the center of the valley 
and hung above the proud man’s farm. As the 
neighbors watched, a ball of fire descended from 
the thunderhead and dropped plumb down upon the 
barn, reducing it to ashes. Ben Lane, his wife and 
many others testified to seeing this happen. 

The Mink Hollow road runs from Lake Hill 
along the Beaverkill almost to the Greene County 
line. A hundred years ago this area was well pop- 
ulated but now most of the houses have been 
torn down to protect the city of Kingston’s water 
supply. There are no longer families living there 
by the names of Howland, Edson, Gridley, Mosher 
or Sickler and but one family of Wilburs left. 

There used to be a sawmill near the upper 
bridge in Woodstock, which burned down in a thun- 
der storm around 1916. It was called Sully’s Mill 
although it had been built by Ulysses Boice. It was 
sold to that interesting character Dan Sully who 
with his wife spent his last years at what is known 
as the Mill Stream Farm. Sully was a comedian 
of considerable reputation when he married Louise 
Arzula Dulaney (herself an actress) from a family 
who lived in Mink Hollow. In that remote valley 
they would return to rest between engagements and 
to invest their savings in real estate. 

Mrs. Sully’s mother had taken for a second 
husband Charles Fox who was a circus clown before 
he acted in vaudeville, and his wife became a bare- 
back rider in the circus. Other members of the 
family were a nephew, Wilbur Crane, who was 
in the movies and later a director; and his sister. 
Edith Crane, who married the actor Power. But 
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all these people are long since gone from Mink 
Hollow. Years ago a neighbor told me that when 
Mrs. Fox retired there was such a gay aura regard- 
ing her career, at any rate in the thoughts of the 
village bucks, that at night she was obliged to take 
pot shots at the loiterers outside her windows—or 
so the story goes! A niece of the Sullys is Mrs. 
George Wilbur who was taken by them when she 
was two years old to be the baby in one of their 
acts and she remained with the troupers touring 
the whole country on one-night stands until she 
was sixteen, when she reversed the usual process by 
becoming disillusioned by the stage and marrying a 
wood turner. As there was no suitable place for 
rehearsals in Mink Hollow, Sully, who had a fine 
pair of sorrel horses, would drive his troupe down 
to the Methodist Hall in Woodstock where there 
was space for them to work. Mrs. Wilbur remem- 
bers the Sullys when they had sold their holdings 
in Mink Hollow and were at the Mill Steam Farm. 
Here in the barn they rehearsed the country com- 
edies which were often written, at least in part, by 
Dan Sully. Mrs. Will Elwyn in her Gay Nineties 
recollections describes the Kingston Opera House 
when it had a fine auditorium and was filled with 
well-dressed audiences, and she remembers seeing 
there Dan Sully acting in a play he had written 
about Woodstock village life. 

The road over the clove to the higher Cats- 
kills was in use at the time of the Revolution. Sev- 
eral Tories were known to have fled through there 
to avoid capture by the Committee of Safety which 
was rounding up British sympathizers and they be- 
came the first settlers in Hunter Township. In 1921 
I drove the last carriage to go through the clove 
when the road was scarcely more than a freshet 
run. It was too rough to keep seated in the buggy 
and at great peril from the careening vehicle I guid- 
ed the horse from the ground as he plunged down 
the mountain. Soon after the bridge over the 
Beaverkill was washed away and the road became 
a trail. 

This path through Mink Hollow was a favorite 
hike for one of Catskill Mountains’ best known 
poets, Bliss Carman. He was born in Canada but 
for many years spent his summers in a slab bark 
cabin in the woods above the Kaaterskill Clove. 
He wrote many poems showing his love for the 
mountains, among them “The Mountain Gateway.” 
He was a tall man with a long haircut combed flat 
to his head, heavy-lensed eyeglasses and a gentle 
smile inviting friendly conversation. Sometimes 
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when he tramped through Mink Hollow he would 
be going to visit his friend, the English writer Rich- 
ard LeGallienne, who lived in a cottage on the 
Daily place. The latter was as tall as Carman, 
but his fine head was capped with graying curls and 
he was not easy to approach. Probably for greater 
privacy he moved from Byrdcliffe into Mink 
Hollow. Along the mountain paths he would occa- 
sionally be seen stepping silently as only a hunter 
or a lover of the forest would. He seemed ever 
ready to absorb the beauty of the wild places, and 
he shared with Carman an understanding of the 
Catskills. He wrote an essay on Woodstock print- 
ed in the first catalogue of the Art Association. 
It was written with charm but unfortunately it is 
only a fragment of the story of our town. 

A half mile from Route 212 on the Mink Hol- 
low road there stands one of the oldest houses in 
Woodstock Township built soon after the Revolu- 
tion by Elias Hasbrouck. At that period this local- 
ity was the most populated section of Woodstock 
and here the first town meeting was held in 1790. 
Elias Hasbrouck was elected Supervisor; John Row, 
Clerk; Petrus Short, Samuel Mower and William 
Snyder, Assessors; Row and Mower were made 
Constables; Zackary Short, Collector; Andreas Rise- 
lar and Bement Lewis Overseers of the Poor; Petrus 
Short, William Snyder, Hendrick B. Krom and John 
Longyear, Overseers of the Highways. 

The grandson of one of the Huguenot founders 
of New Paltz, Elias Hasbrouck was born in 1741. 
He became a merchant in Kingston, having his 
place of business as well as his home near the corner 
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of Main and Wall Streets. When the Revolution 
began Hasbrouck was one of the first patriots in 
Kingston to sign the Articles of Association. In 
1775 he received a commission as a Captain of the 
Line in the Third Regiment. He recruited his own 
company and led it to Albany where they became 
part of the American Army under General Richard 
Montgomery, and marched under him to Mon- 
treal. From there Captain Hasbrouck was ordered 
back to Ulster County and was appointed Captain 
of the Scouts and Rangers guarding the frontier 
which included Ulster County. He was one of the 
few soldiers who tried to defend Kingston when it 
was burned by the British General Vaughn. He 
sometimes served as quartermaster supplying food 
to the French as well as the American armies along 
the Hudson River. 

Although his house had been burned by the 
British soldiers he tried, after the war, to re-estab- 
lish his business in Kingston. However, by 1787 
he had moved to Little Shandaken where he built 
himself a home, and farmed the land. The exterior 
of the house has been changed to stucco but the 
old outlines remain as they were and much of the 
interior is believed to be as it was one hundred and 
seventy years ago. Captain Hasbrouck died when 
he was fifty and he and his wife Elizabeth are 
buried in a little cemetery on the east side of the 
entrance to Mink Hollow. A lane has been run 
across his grave but the stone has been reset a 
few yards away. Here, quite neglected, is the grave 
of our first Town Supervisor and most distinguished 
early citizen. 
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WORLD WAR I 


n September, 1941, there was a_ spectacular 
I display of northern lights which hovered in the 
sky above Woodstock and up and down the Hudson 
River valley. The pulsating streaks of fire were 
a magnificent sight but awe inspiring like an omen; 
and those watching spoke in strange tones or just 
looked at each other as if made mute by the eerie 
light. There was a tendency to seek one’s friends 
or neighbors to watch and wait together. There 
were rocket-like projections and waving flags of 
gold and silver and bands of light in the rainbow 
hues. One person discerned a giant V of fire, an- 
other an eagle. The patterns continually changed 
as the flames leaped and fell and gathered into fiery 
tongues that licked the sky. The tension increased 
as if electric currents were being discharged upon 
the earth beyond man’s ability to absorb. These 
fireworks continued far into the night disrupting 
radio reception and, according to the telephone com- 
pany, slightly affecting their service. Nobody could 
recall a greater display of northern lights in this 
locality and perhaps it was an omen foreshadowing 
for Woodstock the war years. 

Dr. James T. Shotwell former Professor of 
History at Columbia and Woodstock’s most disting- 
uished citizen; first had the idea of recording the 
war activities in this village. He came with a plan 
for me to collect the war records which eventually 
developed into this book. 

This is the story of our village, a tiny fragment 
of America in the Catskill Mountains and how it 
met the emergency of World War II. Now that it 
is over and the reckoning added up I think we can 
be proud of Woodstock. 


One of the first drives took place several 
months before Pearl Harbor when Thomas Carey 
and Eric Lindin went into action to secure funds 
for the United Services Organization. In all the 
years he lived in Woodstock Lindin never spared 
himself and soon after this drive when he went on 
the Ration Board he overworked to a degree which 
contributed to his death in November, 1942. There 
was another drive for the U. S. O. the next year 
at Alice Wardwell’s studio when Werner Vortrede 
gave a talk on Malarme. The total raised was 
$1,018.00 which exceeded Woodstock’s quota. 

In 1941 many Woodstock men volunteered for 
service. There is no list available of these boys 
and probably there were many who did not wait 
to be drafted, but remembered among them are 
the seventeen year old Pierpoint twins, Bill and 
Charles, who joined the Navy; Caleb Milne who 
became an ambulance driver in the American Field 
Service and was sent to the British Eighth Army 
in North Africa; his brother, Aubrey Milne, who 
became a Paratrooper; Clifford Wells, who went 
into the Navy; Walter Sarf who, being an artist, 
was assigned to Camouflage and John Faggi and 
Bob Carlson who were assigned to a Cavalry unit 
which for a time was stationed at Fort Devens be- 
fore being sent overseas to take part in the Nor- 
mandy invasion. The first of our young men to 
go into combat was Buddy Striebel who had gone 
to Canada to join the Royal Air Force. After in- 
tensive training he was sent to England and then 
to Malta where as a pilot he took part in many 
missions, distinguishing himself and receiving many 
medals before he was transferred to the U. S. Air 
Force in 1948. 
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On December 7, 1941, the Civilian Defense 
was activated in Woodstock. Albert Cashdollar 
had been made head of the Ulster County organi- 
zation and Martin Comeau was appointed Director 
in Woodstock. Offices were opened in the Comeau 
Building and here a twenty-four hour telephone 
watch was maintained prepared to alert the town 
in the event of an emergency. This was under the 
supervision of the Minister, Mr. Todd. It was a 
tiresome job but the room was warm and reading 
and writing were permissible. The Legion and the 
N. Y. A. boys volunteered besides many other cit- 
izens. An emergency police organization was set 
up headed at first by Theron Lasher, later by 
Allen De Lano. A station wagon was outfitted 
for an ambulance and many other disaster precau- 
tions were planned. Fire Chief Murphy came from 
Kingston to instruct the volunteer firemen who 
were led by Reggie Lapo; food experts arrived to 
lecture on preserving foods; and an inhalator was 
secured. When an alert was sounded most of these 
departments turned out with their arm bands hasti- 
ly pinned on and began to patrol the roads, to stop 
traffic and exert their authority to have all lights 
extinguished. There were frequent test blackouts 
when the siren would give its ominous wail. It was 
amusing to find our local artists, who made up the 
bulk of these brigades, directing traffic or tapping 
authoritatively upon doors to warn householders to 
turn off their lights. Some of them felt very im- 
portant, some did the job wishing they could do 
more and some felt just plain silly in their arm 
bands, according to their dispositions. 

Isabel Doughty headed the Red Cross unit 
prepared to deal with all forms of health crises, with 
230 active workers of whom there were two doctors 
and eight trained nurses, as well as trucks regis- 
tered for immediate duty. In the early days Dr. 
Cohn held classes in First Aid at the Firehouse and 
these lessons were difficult and by the time anyone 
had passed the advanced course they had reason 
to be proud of their certificates. Occasionally there 
would be an alert with a simulated disaster to be 
faced and some poor dumb souls would have to pre- 
tend to be burned or have received a fracture and 
allow the “experts” to manhandle them. But it was 
dramatic as the siren with its banshee howl started 
things going, sometimes with the fire engine clang- 
ing its way to the designated spot, followed by the 
ambulances who carried the “victims” to headquar- 
ters where doctors and nurses waited to aid them. 
The citizenry were never quite sure whether it 
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might not be the real thing. Alice Wardwell was 
appointed head of Social Services for Evacuees, a 
job which did not materialize. 

Alice Henderson headed the Housing Division 
of Civilian Defense. It began with a survey of 
evacuation of children from New York City. Ben 
Webster made a large scale map of Woodstock and 
within a couple of weeks a corps of volunteers had 
visited every house in the Township (approxi- 
mately thirty-six square miles to be covered) and 
had ascertained how many children could be accom- 
modated on each premise. A minimum amount of 
money was to be allowed for the children’s food but 
this would not begin to cover all the expenses in- 
volved in caring for them. It would entail real sac- 
rifice on the part of the householders. In this sur- 
vey the artists did not show up too generously. It 
was the homes where there might be several child- 
ren already that would sign up for the most evac- 
uees. In each of the seven school districts there 
was a committee appointed to receive and distri- 
bute the evacuees to their new homes. Miss Hen- 
derson never forgot that it was Wittenberg which 
was the first district to telephone to headquarters 
announcing they were prepared to accommodate 
more than a hundred children. Under the leader- 
ship of Mrs. Viehmann, Mrs. Van De Bogart, Mrs. 
Everett Cashdollar, Mrs. Griggs (a trained nurse), 
Mrs. Hegner (who collected clothes) and others, a 
detailed plan had been set up ready to be activated 
at an hour’s notice. A short time later a rehearsal 
was held in which the school children from Zena 
were brought to Wittenberg. 

The children from the Zena school were to 
pretend they were evacuees from New York City. 
Each one had his name and address pinned on him 
—except two little ones who were to make believe 
they had lost their tags and couldn’t remember 
their names. They played the game all the way 
to Wittenberg; played at being city children who’d 
never seen the country. “Is that a cow?” “TI never 


saw a cow before.” “I know how to milk a cow, 
you pump the tail up and down!” (shrieks of laugh- 
ter). 


Wittenberg lies in the valley, where there’s an 
old mill, one store and a bumpy road coming fin- 
ally to the church and school. As they drew near 
the church, men wearing Red Cross bands were 
standing in the road to help them park. They got 
out feeling solemn and shy. There was a reception 


committee. The chairman was at a table at the 
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foot of the altar. She sat with her lists and her 
index file and an imaginary telephone. She had four 
assistants. Over at one side was a trained nurse 
in a white coat and with a first aid kit. It is she 
who has taught the Wittenberg women how to han- 
dle the youngsters—you massage their necks just 
a little as you help them take off their coats—if 
they are nervous. You hold their hands when you 
welcome them, to find if they’re hot or cold. You 
tell them you want to look down their throats to 
see how empty they are. She has impressed them 
all with the need for being very quiet but very 
happy about having them. She says little children 
show shock in various ways, some by being noisy 
and some by crying or shivering and some by just 
smiling at you and not speaking at all, and these 
are the ones a grown-up must stay with and 
watch most carefully. 

The children (there will be eighty for Witten- 
berg when it happens) were put into pews and a 
few at a time taken to the desk and their names 
checked. The women played just as seriously as 
the children: 

“Was the trip a long one?” 

“Have you a brother or sister? We want to 
keep the families together.” 

“We're so glad you’ve come. We hoped you’d 
come up here if New York had any trouble.” 

The chairman pretended to telephone, Ding 
ding! “This is Wittenberg calling Miss Henderson. 
I wish to report that the children have arrived. We 
have one who isn’t on our list and two who have 
lost their tags.. We will hold these children until 
we have further information.” 

Then we went upstairs—one of those old-time 
social rooms with a kitchen leading off it—a long 
white room over the old carriage shed. On the 
floor along the walls there are to be beds; they are 
ready now, the men of the village having made 
them out of lumber, just wooden frames with wire 
springs and bedding, but now there were only two 
set up. They ate and there was no pretending 
about this! There were cookies and cocoa at long 
white covered tables. While they were eating a 
local character named Spanhake played his accor- 
dion. He is very tall and skinny and redheaded. 
He’s an ex-barber who was on the Titanic. He had 
also volunteered to cut the children’s hair. First 
he played “There'll be blue birds over the White 
Cliffs of Dover” and the children sang it with 
him. While they were singing the women walked 
around the tables with their cards and tried to 


decide which would be the best home for each 
child (getting a little acquainted with them with- 
out their being aware of anything.) 

Then a man arrived to call for his guests. He 
had just been notified that they were ready. He 
was to take three. They stood over in a corner 
and shook hands. He said: “We sure are glad you 
came. We got a cow and you can help milk her if 
you want to. Let’s go home and see her.” So they 
went out. Then a lovely big country woman stood 
up. This had not been planned. She said, “I'll take 
the last four children, it doesn’t make any differ- 
ence whether they are boys or girls or both. I 
want the ones that are left to the last.” 

The ladies asked the bus drivers to come and 
have coffee and doughnuts while the children sang 
songs. They sat down at the long table and they 
wanted Miss Henderson to tell them how she 
thought it had gone. One of the them said, “Our 
hearts are in it. We want it to be just right!” 
Another said, “Of course it won’t be as easy as this 
when they really come but we ought to know 
what to do—no matter what.” 

Alice Henderson said she was proud of them 
and she particularly liked the way they had learned 
to be so quiet and happy about everything. She 
said of course we were wondering if the children 
were really coming but that wasn’t our job at all. 
Our job was to be ready. She wished the mothers 
in New York could see this—they would be com- 
forted if they came when they had to send their 
children away. 

I might add a postscript to this to say that 
the above account was written to friends in New 
York who told Life magazine about it. In con- 
sequence the whole rehearsal for evacuees was done 
over again before Life’s photographers. However 
the story was never published because the Govern- 
ment did not wish to frighten the population of 
New York City. 


The Woodstock Observation Post 


The Woodstock Observation Post for the Air- 
craft Warning Service became active when the 
United States declared war in December, 1941. 
Bruno Zimm was in charge of one of the three posts 
set up in Woodstock Township. The other two, 
run by the Legion, were never properly organized 
and were subsequently closed by the Army. Mr. 
Zimm found himself alone responsible for report- 
ing all airplanes flying over the valley. It was mid- 
winter and the people whom he had enlisted to help 
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were unable to get up the mountain to assist him. 
For over two months he carried on, spending 
most of the daylight on a hilltop where he kept 
watch while he chopped wood. When an airplane 
appeared he would rush downhill and within a 
minute telephone the information to headquarters. 
At night he slept fitfully with one ear always 
cocked towards an open window. Mr. Zimm kept 
his vigil with great patience and courage and until 
the strain seriously impaired his health. Then 
realizing that the setup was not efficient he ap- 
plied to the Army to move the post nearer the 
village. 

On February 26th the Woodstock Observation 
post was located at Stonecrop, Rock City, and 
Anita Smith was appointed Chief Observer under 
the U. S. Army Airforce First Fighter Command. 
At first the telephone was placed in a recondi- 
tioned tool house and the observers sitting in a 
nearby field would hurry at the first sound of an 
airplane motor to flash their report to the Filter 
Board in New York City. Teams of instructors 
were sent by the Army to help recruit personnel 
and to make the post function better. At first the 
observers stayed for four hours on duty but as more 
help was enlisted this was reduced to two hour 
shifts with two persons on duty together. The 
staff consisted, besides the Chief Observer, of Allen 
Cochran, Assistant C. O., and Eugene Ludins as 
Recognition Officer. 

The story of the building of the Observation 
Post will long be remembered. Everyone on duty 
contributed pennies, nickels and dimes. Anita 
D’Costa waved a model plane before the audience 
at the Playhouse to collect funds. Benefit concerts 
were given by Clara Chichester, Inez Richards, 
Englebert Roentgen, Horace Britt and others. Nel- 
son Shultis, Zimm, Cannon, Clark Neher, Friedberg 
and Arthur Wolvan brought lumber. The lumber 
companies donated material and about every elec- 
trician and carpenter in the township, led by 
Arthur Wolven, gave supplies and a day’s work 
to construct the little building. Charles Rosen, the 
well-known landscape painter, and Alexander Pea- 
cock, the house painter, helped to paint the ex- 
terior. How proud the “spotters” were when their 
gay little Post, painted white with blue trim and 
a red door, was commissioned by Lt. Drum on 
July 21st, 1942. By now there were over a hund- 
red observers and the Post was manned continu- 
ously by two “spotters.” Every week Publicity 
Director, Gladys Hurlbut, wrote articles under the 
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heading “Looking Up.” Usually these were items 
about the spotters or to urge new recruits to help 
on the post; sometimes she wrote rebuttals of crit- 
icism. One of these ended, “How can we forget 
that some members of the Woodstock colony gave 
a party to celebrate the fall of Warsaw?” 

On June 14th she wrote: 

“This was to be gossipy and gay . . . We were 
going to end with the news that a foundation has 
been laid for our Post and that under the corner- 
stone is a four leaf clover. This was to be all our 
column until we read about Lidice. When we got 
to the Post our youngest spotter was on duty. His 
name is Don Randolph and he is twelve years old. 
He started as an assistant observer but he was so 
good he was promoted. He knows more about the 
planes than most grown-ups .. . this morning he 
stood out in the field ‘looking up’. He ran to the 
telephone when he saw the planes. His face was 
very serious. When his time was up he got on his 
bicycle and went home. His mother was waiting 
for him; she had his dinner ready. He was safe. 

“Lidice was a town in Bohemia as all the sad 
world knows. There is nothing there now. The 
homes have been burnt. There are no men, they 
have all been shot. There are no women, they have 
been taken to ‘camps’. The children have been 
placed in ‘suitable institutions’. There is no Lidice 
today because not one soul would tell if he knew 
anything about the hero who shot the Nazi hang- 
man, Heydrich. 

“As Don went home to dinner our village was 
quiet. Women worked in their gardens. Men went 
about their business, the mail came in. The little 
Carey boy ran his fire engine up and down in front 
of his father’s store. It looked like any summer 
day, but it was not. Something was happening to 
all of us. A rage was swelling in us as we thought 
about the children of Lidice crying for their moth- 
ers. Woodstock is about the same size as Lidice. 
—G. H.” 

It took real stamina to man the Post through- 
out the following winter. One night the tempera- 
ture dropped to 32 degrees below zero with a gale 
blowing, yet the listening window was never closed. 
The little stove puffed valiantly and showers of 
blessings fell on those kind friends who, unable to 
serve themselves, gave fuel. From Kingston came 
Frederick Snyder to give a dramatic lecture that 
brought in over a hundred dollars. The town truck 
brought donations from the Roentgens and the 
Wehle’s and La Monte Simpkins brought a truck 


full of logs. The Anderson brothers and Herminie 
Kleinert sent checks for wood to fill that ravenous 
stove, and always the skies were searched through 
every kind of weather all day and all night. Many 
observers had never before heard the bark of a fox 
or seen one at midnight race across a frozen patch 
of moonlit meadow. They listened to the hoot owls 
and heard the eerie call of a pileated woodpecker, 
and when summer came they listed all the birds and 
held a contest to count the repetitions of the whip- 
poorwill. The coldest weather merely hardened 
their determination not to fail and rarely did they 
skip a night shift, which would necessitate calling 
out the Chief Observer. Pushing their cars to re- 
luctant starts, sliding over ice and digging through 
snowdrifts they came! A couple of times their cars 
had to be abandoned and they walked miles on foot. 
Once the FitzPatricks’ station wagon slid beyond 
control and left its owners to seek shelter overnight 
along the road. One icy day Rhoda Chase came 
to the O. P. only because she commandeered a mop 
to help her walk on the ice. 

The first attack upon the Post was made by 
mosquitoes who arrived in trillions until a smudge 
pot was set up. Another attack was made by grem- 
lins. Wilfred Bronson took issue with them at 
once and captured their likeness. He placed in 
captivity the pictures of the gremlin who blew down 
the chimney to choke the observers, the gremlin 
who steered the ax off the kindling block, and the 
gremlin who glued the firewood with ice and snow. 
Nancy Chase then captured the gremlin who flew 
over the mountain making sounds like airplane en- 
gines to confuse the spotters, and being hung in 
the O. P. these reproductions helped subdue the 
gremlins. One dawn a strange figure was observed 
in the herb garden below. It was reminiscent of 
the Maverick but fortunately the sheriff was not 
notified for it turned out to be a wonderful female 
scarecrow made by Lucille Blanch to be auctioned 
at the Library Fair. 

Many of the high school pupils volunteered for 
daytime duty. Dick Lapo was the Junior Chief 
Observer and he brought in many recruits. The 
youngest spotter was five months old: Pixie, daugh- 
ter of Marianne Appel and Austin Mecklem. She 
came on the midnight shift, wrapped as a papoose. 
She slept peacefully propped by the stove while her 
parents were on watch. 

One day the Chief Observer found a comic 
strip tacked on the wall. It was a “Dixie Dugan” 
strip by J. P. McEvoy and J. H. Striebel. The 


story was about a fat and bossy Chief named Smith 
and the Observation Post was unmistakably our 
own. It showed a spotter arriving with a child 
whom the Chief Observer refuses to allow on the 
Post. Just then an airplane goes past overhead 
which the Chief hastens to report but is unable to 
identify. The child screams, “That’s a Boeing B 17, 
Flying Fortress”, which saves the record. The 
child, Imogene, is then made an honorary spotter by 
the discomfitted Chief. 

The story gave us a hearty laugh! 
Striebel was responsible for the cartoon. 

For several months Ruth Downer held the rec- 
ord for the most planes spotted, but Elsie Speicher 
surpassed her until the Wetteraus took the final 
lead. Besides the airplane records to be sent week- 
ly to the Army there was a register on the Post. 
But as the observers were most articulate it was im- 
possible to keep this book unmarred. Eventually 
one side of the sheet was kept for comments and 
there began a series of humorous entries. Two old 
friends who hadn’t met since returning from Paris 
years before found each other through these pages, 
and as their correspondence continued the other 
observers breathlessly followed their weekly notes. 
Bits of bad poetry soon appeared and caricatures 
were pinned up on the bulletin board, which started 
an avalanche of repartee. 


Fritzie 


Verse flight of Elsie Speicher 


Wish to hear spot history? 
No longer a mystery. 


Full of experiment 
(Just full of merriment). 


But with our concentrate, 
Three planes we contactate! 


High in the sky 
We see them fly. 


And send our clarity, 
Without hilarity, 


But hearts that palpitate 
To Army Flash 68! 


Half the people serving on the Post had some 
ax to grind: religious tracts were left around, anti- 
smoking propaganda was discovered in the match 
boxes, many complaints, and constant ranting by the 
Chief Observer on the subject of alertness and 
order were scratched across the pages. One morn- 
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ing she found among the airplane reports to be 
sent to the Army: 2 A.M., 1 skunk — high — 
smelled — N. — close! 

The second winter there were stove troubles. It 
was difficult for the old timers to realize the pre- 
sent generation did not know how to keep a wood 
stove going. Many urged that we get a coal stove 
and we were offered one which had been discarded 
at the Lutheran Parsonage. The problem was to 
have it carted to the Post. One late afternoon 
when the thermometer was rapidly falling to zero 
the Chief Observer saw one of the spotters at the 
corner with his truck. On duty at the Post were 
two husky men, and this combination had irresis- 
tible implications to the Chief. Soon the truck 
and driver, who had taken a couple of drinks too 
much, were commandeered and one reluctant man 
was lured into the vehicle and, with the Chief 
Observer fluffed up in a sheepskin coat serving as 
ballast in the rear, a careening passage was made 
to the Lutheran Parsonage. Here it first occurred 
to them that there was something unorthodox in 
their arrival before the Minister this Sunday after- 
noon—even if they were only concerned with the 
contents of his ex-chicken coop. However the 
Minister being himself a mid-night spotter, sympa- 
thized with their cause. The stove—one of the 
parlor ornament species—was carried out dripping 
legs, lids and iron filagree, making dirty marks on 
the clean snow. Later it was assembled up on 
the Post and after the usual stove pipe cussing, it 
was lighted where it burned so fiercely it became 
a hazard to the surrounding walls. Meanwhile 
the old wood stove was inched out upon the deck 
with its pipe still attached and the fire from the 
dismembered elbow belching wildly into the night. 
(The C. O. still maintained that it was a good 
stove and from that time on there was coal trouble 
instead of wood.) 

In March, 1943, Eugene Ludins was chosen 
to go to New York at the Army’s expense for in- 
tensive study of airplane recognition. Having suc- 
cessfully gone through this course he was made 
Recognition Officer of the Woodstock O. P. and 
came back to instruct the observers. He was an 
excellent teacher and for two nights a week classes 
were held at the Town Hall. Within two months 
96 observers were given certificates as qualified 
Recognition graduates. A second class was held for 
forty more and when in July the Army ordered 
them to report the names of the airplanes they were 
spotting the observers did an excellent job. There 
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were several who were outstanding in identification 
and a team was formed to challenge other Posts. 
The Woodstock team consisted of Alma Simpkins, 
Doris Barclay, Anita Mower, Jack Taylor, Hannah 
Ludins, Wendell Jones, Konrad Cramer, Elizabeth 
Carter and Mr. Todd. The only points they lacked 
were inability to win contests. Other good times 
were enjoyed when the spotters met for “fish fries” 
at the Maverick Restaurant. Doris Barclay would 
play the piano and the Allen Waterouses sang pop- 
ular songs, while Wilna Hervey and Nan Mason 
sang and played the guitar. 

On October 4, 1943, at eleven P.M. a call came 
to the Chief Observer from Capt. Patterson con- 
firming General Arnold’s radio orders regarding 
the curtailment of the work of the Ground Obser- 
ver Corps. Paul Fiene and Eugene Speicher, who 
were on duty at the Woodstock Post, signed off 
with mingled emotions of relief and regret. The 
fire was allowed to die out and the little house 
on posts with the windows open to the sky was left 
silent and alone for the first time. The Chief Ob- 
server gathered up the records, made one final mid- 
night tour around the deck before closing the door. 
Night and day for nearly two years the spotters 
had kept faith—part of an army of 600,000 volun- 
teers guarding the coast of America from sneak 
attacks. 

When the Observation Post was dismantled 
and the lumber sold there was $213.00 left in the 
treasury. At a special meeting of the observers 
it was voted to give this money for the pleasure of 
the young people. Subsequently part of this sum 
was given to the Woodstock baseball club for uni- 
forms; the remainder was spent for games which 
were given to the American Legion Post. 

In closing this story of the observers it is nice 
to record the names of those whe received medals 
for serving over 250 hours of faithful duty on the 
Post. They are: 

Louise Bolton 

James Carter 

Isabel Doughty 

Lura Haupt 


Mabel Chase 
Konrad Cramer 
Margaret FitzPatrick 
Philip FitzPatrick 

Julia Leaycraft Eugene Ludins 

Allen Cochran Malette Davis Russ 

And the Chief Observer, Anita M. Smith — 
over 1200 hours. 


On the first Memorial Day after Pearl Harbor 
Lt. Bob Browning spoke on the Woodstock Village 
Green. He is a casualty of the first World War 
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and is now known as the Dean of the Hudson River 
radio commentators. He said, “There is no room 
for brotherhood and Fascism in the same world.” 
Later he added, “This war we are engaged in is a 
total knock down, winner take all, loser lose all 
fight and there isn’t one act by any of us that 
doesn’t have a direct bearing on the outcome of 
the struggle.” He warned, “Don’t forget that the 
winners write the history. If Hitler wins who is 
going to write the history of the things we love? 
Who will define the meaning of the words—life, 
liberty, freedom?” From his wheelchair the words 
of Bob Browning were impressive as he said, “It is a 
lot easier to die for a cause than to live for one.” 

Taking part in that Memorial Day parade 
were the boys of the Drum Corps with their spi- 
rited music. Two of their members, Roger Cashdol- 
lar and Ronald Mower, sounded taps at the cem- 
etery. Afterwards the Legion entertained the Drum 
Corps and a beautifully decorated cake donated by 
the baker, Lenhard Scholl, was consumed. 

For twenty years Woodstockers have enjoyed 
the sight of Alexander Peacock walking in the parade 
in his Royal Scots Regiment kilts. Born in Dum- 
fermline, Scotland, he was a veteran of the Boer 
War and served with the British Army in Egypt 
and India and wore two medals presented to him 
by Queen Victoria besides service medals and 
ribbons and the Royal Scotch Badge. He con- 
tinued taking part in the parades until he was over 
ninety years old and invariably attracted all eyes 
because Mr. Peacock was a fine figure even in old 
age and the kilts were conspicuous. He was moder- 
ately well educated and had keen wits which ac- 
companied by his strong Scotch speech made him 
popular to have around as a house painter. His 
grandson, Jackie Peacock, was lost in a bomber 
over France. 


Red Cross 


Mrs. Mildred Todd, wife of the Dutch Re- 
formed minister, headed the Woodstock Chapter 
of the Red Cross before we went into the war 
because she had always responded whole-heartedly 
to the needs of the village and county besides 
the appeals for suffering people everywhere. After 
the war began in Europe one of her projects was 
a Red Cross table set up every week at the Market 
Fair. Under the direction of Mrs. Mabel Robeson 
and Mrs. McDougal flowers, which were contribut- 
ed, sold for the benefit of the Red Cross. One of 
the best flower growers in the town was a Japanese, 


Kimura, who brought enormous bouquets week 
after week, contributing a large share to the success 
of the table. Marion Bullard collected prints by 
local artists which were also sold for the Red Cross 
at another table. By fall Mrs. Todd was able to 
announce they had raised enough money from 
these tables and other donations to provide three 
completely equipped cots for air raid shelters in 
England. Meanwhile other workers knit socks 
and scarves for the British soldiers. 

Woodstock, England, appealed to its name- 
sake in New York State for aid and binoculars and 
many other items, including emergency kits by 
the dozen, were assembled by our sympathetic 
townsfolk to be shipped to the embattled English 
Isles. Mrs. Todd also directed the Bundles for 
Britain drive. She gave me a canister to be placed 
in the Herb Shop, but it did not fill very fast, most 
of its contents being from the change I myself 
dropped in. Determined to remedy this situation 
the following plan was tried. Every day numbers 
of clients were shown through my herb garden 
where a free lecture was provided and they were 
given bouquets of fragrant or interesting herbs. 
Now I would interrupt this routine in front of 
Sweet Cicely saying, “The virtue in this plant 
lies in that when carried it makes one irresstible 
to the opposite sex. It is too precious to give away 
but if you contribute to Bundles for Britain you 
may have a sprig.” Within a very short period the 
canister provided $60.00 for the cause. If the client 
was an elderly man he usually gave a dollar. And 
nobody looked at me to ask if I had tried it! Mrs. 
Todd, with Mrs. Shotwell, was also active in rais- 
ing money for the British when Coleen Moore’s 
doll house, which was exhibited around the country, 
came to the village. 

After Pearl Harbor the whole town responded 
to the call of the Red Cross. A work room was set 
up at the Twin Gables under the supervision of 
Mrs. Helen Buttrick and later another work room 
was opened in Willow under Mrs. Wilfred Bronson’s 
direction. Hospital jackets, pajamas, dresses, crib 
quilts and baby flannels were among the things 
produced. It is impossible after fifteen years to 
trace all the work done. Even the County records 
have been destroyed. Within two weeks a Waltz 
Ball was held for the Red Cross at the Town Hall 
with Mrs. Julia Leaycraft as chairman. Vladimir 
Padwa directed the string ensemble for the waltzes 
and Percy Hill of the Cheats and Swings provided 
music for square dances. Several hundred dollars 


125 


were made at this one party. 

In February a Valentine ball was held for the 
same purpose. It brought out the largest crowd 
ever to assemble at the Town Hall. Mrs. Bullard 
was chairman and Norbert Heermann and Ben 
Webster were Masters of Ceremony. Before me 
now is one of the programs made by Maud and 
Miska Petersham, a delightful looking valentine 
with Cupid amidst the traditional frills and flow- 
ers and love birds. These programs were sold and 
there was an auction of the posters which had been 
made by local artists. On the program were listed 
many waltzes and polkas, one of these polkas hav- 
ing been composed by Vladimir Padwa who lived for 
years in Woodstock. In reminiscing about this 
gay ball which was attended by people from all 
over the County, an amusing incident comes to 
mind. It was a cold night and everyone came in 
their heavy coats which were checked (at a good 
price!) at the cloak room. There was a punch sold 
by the glass but there was no hard liquor in it, 
and a few of the guests repaired to the local pubs 
for serious refreshments. One of these gay blades 
returned to the check room as the attendants were 
giving out the wraps. He was in just the right mood 
to be free of any inhibitions and proceeded to 
start his own drive for the cause by forcing the 
reluctant guests to pay a premium for the release 
of their coats. He would hold up a garment saying, 
“Surely it is worth a dollar te redeem this beauti- 
ful fur, or this handsome greatcoat?”’, and he would 
refuse to release it until the furious customers paid 
up. The Committee was unable to stop this out- 
rageous form of blackmail, and they would not 
have been surprised if future Woodstock entertain- 
ments had been shunned. However people are tol- 
erant especially if it is for a good cause; and the 
trick did bring in many extra dollars for the Red 
Cross. 

Looking back on those war years it seems the 
musicians were as generous as any one group in 
giving their talents. Many of their efforts have 
gone unrecorded. One benefit concert is remem- 
bered which was held at the home of the Cohns. 
Another was held at the Town Hall by the Britt 
Sextet, composed of Horace Britt, Carlo Pisitello, 
Gerald Kuntz, Conrad Held, Reno Bologini and 
Edwin Ideler. On another occasion Mildred Dill- 
ing gave a recital at her home for the Red Cross 
but for each named there were probably a dozen 
more who contributed. 

The teen-age set gave two amateur theatricals. 
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One was “Junior Miss” which made $200.00, half 
of which went to the Health Center and half to the 
Red Cross. This performance was so_ successful 
they tried again the next year, presenting “Little 
Women” with Kiki Randolph, Nellie Robinson, 
John Heller and James Carter in the leading roles. 
This time they netted $295.00 for the Red Cross. 
One of the entertainments of which we have little 
information was the Variety Show held in April, 
1944, for which Mrs. Hugh Elwyn was chairman. 
If the proceeds for this and other parties were 
known it would undoubtedly increase the total 
amount raised for the Red Cross during the war 
years, but Mrs. Todd’s accounts are not available 
and the County Chapter has not saved its records. 
The incomplete figures we now have are $7,148.01. 
In addition, if the articles made and collected 
were piled together they would make a sizeable 
mountain. In 1942 there were eight cartons of 
books collected and sent off under Isabel Doughty’s 
direction. I remember a party given just after the 
war for the collection of used clothng to be distri- 
buted by the U. N., including several boxes of good 
shoes donated by the village cobbler, Ross Pagliaro. 
It amounted to six trucks of garments! I have 
forgotten what was the attraction at the Town 
Hall on the next occasion but I do remember the 
Rev. Mr. Todd and myself at the door accepting 
old clothes as the price of admission. A group of 
County orphans who had been farmed out to pri- 
vate homes were herded down off the mountain 
to see the show; and through some misunderstand- 
ing the coats and hats they were wearing were 
donated to the cause. All went well until the 
performance was over and they came to ask for 
their wraps. By that time the cloak room was 
filled ten feet deep and up to the ceiling, and we 
were obliged to loan them coats and hats to wear 
home through the very cold night air. Provided 
with descriptions of the missing garments Mr. Todd 
and I spent hours the next morning trying to locate 
them. The clothes gave out a nauseous odor which 
made us feel faint and we were in peri of being 
smothered by an avalanche of garments as we 
sweated in that small enclosure. A few of the hats 
and coats were retrieved but others had to be re- 
placed with the best clothes available. The young- 
sters were very irate with us even if they were 
given better garmnts than those they had lost. 
There were several U. 8. Bond drives, during 
one of which there was presented a concert at the 
Town Hall where Dr. Shotwll spoke during the 
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intermission, and $7,965.00 worth of bonds were 
sold. I believe one of these drives was headed by 
Mrs. Walter McTeigue; anyway on the last day she 
organized a pretty girl raid on every restaurant, 
at the Art Gallery where there was some enter- 
tainment, at the Country Club and the movie 
house. It took place on a beautiful summer eve- 
ning and they secured an incredible number of 
pledges and our quota was surpassed. Mrs. Julia 
Leaycraft was chairman of the Fourth and Fifth 
Bond drives. On the last drive Woodstock achieved 
the third largest sale of bonds in Ulster County. 
This was partly due to the efforts of Mrs. Lillian 
Downer and Mrs. Friedberg, representing the Le- 
gion, manning a booth in front of the Post Office. 
It is reliably recorded that during the war years 
Woodstock purchased $175,904.05 worth of bonds! 


Salvage 


One of the major village activities was collect- 
ing scrap and it continued for years. Even before 
Pearl Harbor we were asked to donate aluminum to 
be placed in an open cage on the village green. In 
this way 810 pounds of aluminum were collected. 
Many housewives gave their favorite pots and pans 
and in some cases were chagrined to find later 
they were missing from the heap. Then some 
bright person conceived the plan of puncturing 
every utensil before it was added to the collection, 
thereby rendering them useless for cooking. This 
happened during a period before we were all pull- 
ing together for victory. About four months be- 
fore Pearl Harbor Marion Bullard wrote of this 
epoch in the Ulster County News: 

“... Surely no village of its size has so many 
nationalities, races, varieties of political conviction, 
so many shades of religious belief, so many lan- 
guages spoken in front of the Post Office on a 
summer morning at mail time. Matching every 
group is an opposition group and a reporter with 
fingers crossed holds a note book and pencil gin- 
gerly. We have Isolationists in our midst, appar- 
ently well financed under the banner of America 
First, and its representatives working furiously to 
undermine all that Aid to Britain, Free France 
and Fight For Freedom groups are building up.” 

Later she wrote: 

“During the past week or so disruptive publi- 
city has been spread in Woodstock by paid agents 
of America First (which backfired) and the result 
has been a much more rapid increase in Free French 
sympathizers with considerable outspoken condem- 


nation of the methods of the isolation element for 
their efforts to disunite the nations at this time.” 

Considering all these diverse elements it is to 
Woodstock’s credit that when the need arose we all 
pulled together for victory. 

To resume the story of the salvage collections, 
we were soon asked to save paper and metal, rags 
and rubber. The Boy Scouts did a fine job collect- 
ing old paper which sometimes amounted to a thou- 
sand pounds to be rounded up in our station wa- 
gons. To publicize the scrap drives Mrs. Helen 
Buttrick wrote and produced a skit for the radio 
entitled “Presents for Uncle Sam” in which Mr. 
and Mrs. Todd took leading parts. The Ulster 
County News carried a story of Marion Bullard’s 
scottie, the Bold Keppock, who was chairman of 
the Dog’s rubber drive. He urged all his canine 
friends to donate their rubber toys by placing them 
in a container in the portico of the Dutch Church. 
There is no record of how successful he was, but we 
do know of people who collected a great deal. Up 
at Lake Hill alone Jules Simpson assembled over a 
ton of rubber during one drive. These collections 
were usually brought to a reception center where 
Joe Friedberg was very active with helpers baling 
paper or rags, weighing rubber or metal to be taken 
to nearby towns where it was sold. The Town 
trucks under Joseph Hutty did a big job in cart- 
ing. 

Early in the salvage collections it was decided 
to use the money gained in these sales to buy 
Christmas presents for our service men and women. 
Myron Hall was made chairman of the committee 
to buy and send these gifts to the soldiers. 
Serving on the committee were Bertha Thomp- 
son, Lura Haupt, Ray Allen, George Braendly, 
John Hall, Henry Houst, J. Augustus Shultis, 
William Van Wagner, Craig Vosburgh and Lloyd 
Woods. Helen Buttrick worked on_ publicity, 
Donald McLennan was secretary, Mr. Todd was 
treasurer and Joe Friedberg and Lamont Simpkins 
salesmen. It was no easy job this group took on. 
The metal scrap came not only from cellars and 
kitchens but also from abandoned quarries, choked 
streams, fill-ims and barnyard muck. For instance, 
somebody would report a piece of farm machinery 
rusting on the mountain, or a wrecked car pushed 
into a deep ditch or other inaccessible situation. To 
salvage these objects might require a powerful hoist 
or an acetylene torch to dismember its parts, and 
then the back breaking work of loading and unload- 
ing had just begun. In the first drive there was 
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collected what amounted to eighty pounds per 
every man, woman and child in the town, and this 
was sold for $689.05. In 1943 a further collection 
was made which sold for $324.53; thus over a 
thousand dollars worth of metal was recovered for 
the government. This money from salvage was 
used to send each boy and girl in service at least 
eleven articles which included subscriptions to 
weekly magazines, cigarettes and lighters, razors, 
fountain pens, shirts, candy and fruit cakes. These 
presents were sent for Christmas 1942 and 1943, 
and we presume for the following Christmas, al- 
though there is no record of what was done after 
Hall resigned. 

By February, ’42, a Victory Garden program 
was being planned with the actor Harrison Dowd 
as Chairman. Various persons donated land to 
be planted close enough for the gardeners to walk 
to the plots without consuming precious gasoline 
rations. Dowd had certain hours at the Civilian 
Defense headquarters when he could be consulted, 
and several times during the growing season he 
visited each of the registered gardens. Prizes were 
offered for the best garden and that year Mrs. 
Ethel Adams won the first prize, Mrs. Lucy Brown 
(who was over seventy) won the second prize for 
a thrifty little garden at her Zena home, and Mrs. 
Sonia Bronson in Willow won third place. The 
following summer the garden plots for the village 
were concentrated near the Country Club. It was 
here that David Minor, aged eight, who spaded and 
planted his own land made the best garden. Alfred 
Hutty, the etcher up on Ohayo, raised a potato 
weighing one and a half pounds which held the title 
of largest potato until the painter, Ned Chase, 
produced one which weighed one pound eleven 
ounces. Another artist, Allen Cochran, raised a 
tomato which weighed a pound and a half, and as 
far as we know the size of these vegetables was not 
challenged throughout the war years. 

Other projects to produce extra food included 
raising squabs, ducks, pigs and guinea hens. The 
last named birds will always be associated with 
Rock City where their hilarious shrieks advertised 
themselves to the whole neighborhood. Allen De- 
Lano decided to raise snails, supposed to be the 
most nourishing of foods, and he sent to France for 
a stock of these molluscs. His garden was full of 
grape leaves said to be their staple diet, and the 
Department of Agriculture aud Markets provided 
a leaflet on the Love Life of Snails which might not 
have been allowed through the mails if it had not 
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originated in a Washington bureau. Unfortunately 
at this time shipping from Europe became disor- 
ganized and it was many weeks before the snails 
arrived. When the box was opened out of a hund- 
red snails only two were alive, the others being 
very, very dead! The two survivors from France 
were placed among the grape leaves and no further 
history of them is available. We can only hope 
an entente was reached with the American snails. 

In 1942 two unrelated items appeared in the 
newspapers. One was about a new drug which had 
been discovered and was being rushed to aid an 
ill child. The drug was penicillin. 

The second story was a_ prediction which 
seemed fantastic. It said that within a few years 
entire frozen meals would be offered for sale all 
ready to heat and serve. 


China Relief 


There were many people in Woodstock who 
were concerned by the plight of the Chinese people 
but Mrs. Walter Weyl, who had been to China and 
had followed its efforts to be free of Japanese rule, 
was the person most responsive to their need. She 
was the leading spirit in the effort to raise money 
for medical aid and, with her co-chairman, Mrs. 
Rosett, provided an entertainment which was long 
remembered. A gala performance was put on at 
the Woodstock Playhouse on August 17, 1942. The 
Chinese Ambassador to Washington, Dr. Hu Shih, 
accepted an invitation from Dr. and Mrs. Shotwell 
to visit them and be the principal speaker. Mrs. 
Weyl and her assistant, Miss Bollman, made sev- 
eral trips to the city to collect material from China- 
town and the Chinese Relief Committee to be sold 
at a bazaar which preceded the entertainment. Be- 
fore the sale a Chinese dinner at the Dutch Church 
Hall was provided by Charlie Wu, a restauranteur. 

Every detail of the entertainment had been 
beautifully planned. The painter, Yasuo Kuniyoshi, 
made a design for the program cover which was a 
quotation from Confuscius in decorative Chinese 
characters brushed in black ink on an orange- 
colored scroll. Even the acknowledgments at the 
back were couched in suitable language: “The Un- 
worthy Committee in charge of the entertainment 
wishes to express its heartfelt thanks to the fol- 
lowing most noble and generous contributors of 
gifts.’ This was followed by a list of Friends of 
China. Allen Waterous sang the Star Spangled 
Banner accompanied by Clara Chichester on the 
piano. The first number was a motion picture, the 


next was a play presented by the Red Gate Players. 
There was a “Plate” dance and a Chinese “War 
Dance” by Chin Wai. After the Intermission Dr. 
Shotwell spoke, introducing Dr. Hu Shih, who had 
been called the father of the Intellectual revolu- 
tion in China. Next Hu Shih spoke on present day 
China in his usual scholarly fashion. The music was 
provided by Vladimir Padwa and Adrian Siegel. 

The net amount raised was twelve hundred 
dollars. As reported in The Freeman the Chinese 
benefit performance was “the most outstanding 
event of the season.” With the proceeds from the 
United Nations fete which took place the follow- 
ing year the Committee For Medical Aid for China 
made a total of $1,703.00. 

The afternoon following the entertainment at 
the Playhouse the Shotwells had a garden party 
in honor of the Ambassador. lt was a gathering of 
friends on their wide terrace overlooking the Wood- 
stock valley which we all recall with pleasure. On 
closer acquaintance Dr. Hu Shih proved to be a 
very genial personality and there was good con- 
versation, good music and a good buffet supper 
served on the porch which all the guests enjoyed. 


France Forever 


In April, 1941, Philip Buttrick, who had served 
with the French Army in World War I, for which 
he received the Croix de Guerre, told a few friends 
of an organization called France Forever which had 
been started after the collapse of France, for pro- 
moting resistance and to keep alive the spirit of 
“Liberte, Egalite and Fraternite.” Soon afterwards 
a meeting was held at Stonecrop in Rock City 
where almost a hundred people gathered to hear 
representative of France Forever, Jean Steck. He 
began by relating his own experiences as an officer 
in the French Army, how his regiment had been 
sent to face the mechanized Germany with rifles 
dating back to 1872. He said, “The French were 
brave but what could they do?” He had been 
taken prisoner and placed with thousands of other 
Frenchmen in a cave where they were ignored and 
would have starved if it had not been a cave used 
by champagne growers. So they sustained life for 
weeks by drinking bottles of champagne. He 
brought a film about the Free French forces in 
England which Mr. Todd ran through the church 
moving picture machine. General de Gaulle was pic- 
tured making a speech ending with the stirring 
words, “Soldiers of France wherever you may be, 
ARISE!” 


It was decided to start a chapter in Woodstock 
which had the distinction of being the first begun by 
American rather than by exiled French nationals. 
Philip Buttrick was elected the first chairman, Alice 
Henderson vice-chairman and Anita Smith secre- 
tary-treasurer. By the end of 1942 $173.00 was col- 
lected in membership dues and sent to headquarters 
in New York City. Before the end of the war there 
were almost three hundred members in Ulster 
County belonging to the Woodstock chapter. After 
Buttrick went to Washington on a special assign- 
ment for the government, Miss Elsie Goddard be- 
came chairman. 

To raise money for France Forever the Com- 
mittee decided to hold a fete on July 14th. For this 
the Woodstock Playhouse was loaned by Robert 
Elwyn; Andree Ruellan and Stanley Crane designed 
a souvenir program; Elizabeth Cowan-Griffith be- 
came stage manager and Harry Kaufman of the 
Shubert theatres sent several acts from New York. 
Evelyn Case, singer on the Ford Foundation pro- 
gram, opened the program with the Star Spangled 
Banner; sang the Marseillaise, and also some 
“Chansons Populaire.” A string quartet composed 
of Vetetto, Lenard, Britt and Cohn played De- 
bussy. Paul Haakon danced, giving a very fine 
performance. There were ballet numbers danced 
by Rosina and Milo Snyder of the Paris Opera, and 
there was a scene from Shaw’s “Saint Joan” with 
Richard Kendrick, Kay Strozzi, Don McHenry and 
Ivan Triessault. Besides there was a Degas Tableau 
with Marion Lloyd and Joen Arliss. The comedy 
of the evening was supplied by a vaudeville team 
of Masters and Rollins which made the audience 
roar with delight, the feminine member of the two 
appearing to be made of rubber! It was a gala 
performance said to have been the best show ever 
presented in Woodstock. 

Between the acts a resolution was submitted 
and passed by the three hundred people in the 
audience authorizing the Secretary to send a tele- 
gram to President Roosevelt and one to Secretary 
of State Hull, favoring recognition of the Free 
French Forces of General de Gaulle by the govern- 
ment of the United States. It was signed by John 
W. Taylor, Charles De La Vergne and Albert Gra- 
sier for the Woodstock chapter. 

This performance netted $527.00. Thus en- 
couraged the Committee held fetes on the two suc- 
ceeding Bastille Days. Besides there were concerts, 
moving pictures and lectures presented. The first 
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concert was given by Inez Richards, William Kroll 
and Horace Britt who donated their music in a 
long remembered program of French music which 
included the Sonata in A of Faure. 

On June 26, 1942, after a movie was shown at 
the Town Hall Lt. Richard de Roussy de Salles 
spoke. A surprise guest at this time was Captain 
of Gunnery Francois Picard-Destalon. Alice Hen- 
derson had known this naval officer since he was 
a child but had no knowledge of his whereabouts 
since the surrender of France. When the news- 
papers mentioned the arrival of the battleship 
“Richelieu” in New York to repair damages suf- 
fered at Casablanca, on a hunch she sent a tele- 
gram to the Captain enquiring if Picard-Destalon 
was aboard. He was, having guided the enormous 
battleship with its stacks and funnels dismantled 
to pass under the bridges going up the East River 
to drydock. Being the only officer who could 
speak fluent English he was the spokesman for the 
ship with the Americans. He knew the U. S. auth- 
orities were prepared to outfit the vessel but was 
amazed to find it included clothes, down to warm 
underwear for the sailors. Coming from Casablanca 
they had been in dire need of woolen clothing for 
the New York winter season. 

A second concert was held in 1945 with Flor- 
ence Heckman, Inez Richards and Englebert 
Roentgen. On this occasion there was an address by 
Louis Dolivet, Editor of The Free World, who 
spoke on the San Francisco Conference. 

The total amount raised for the Free French, 
which included the proceeds from the French booth 


at the International Bazaar, was $4,089.79. Besides * 


the money, as soon as France was cleared of the 
enemy, about twenty-five persons made “package” 
adoptions of French children, in this way not only 
sending the children much needed food and clothes, 
but starting an entente which has lasted for years. 
It is impossible to calculate the innumerable col- 
lections of clothes which were sent to France. 
There is another story connected with the 
friendship many Woodstockers feel for France 
which is worth telling. On August 25, 1944, news 
came over the radios that Paris was liberated after 
four long years of German occupation. In the vil- 
lage the church bells rang in the valley and rever- 
berated through the hills and into the hearts of the 
people, because most of them loved Paris for her 
art, her science or, at the least, for her gayety. The 
news spread rapidly and soon about a hundred peo- 
ple gathered on the village green to listen to the 
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ministers and the priest give prayers of thanks. A 
group of children had been summoned from the 
French Camp in Byrdcliffe, and one little boy was 
chosen to raise the Tricouleur along with the Amer- 
ican flag. He was a tiny boy made over-serious by 
the war, a son of General Luguet, head of the Free 
French Air Force, and his heart burned with patri- 
otism. Ever since he had been in exile he had re- 
membered every morning to raise the French flag 
above his bed and every night he took it down and 
carefully folded it away. At a signal from Mr. 
Todd, the minister of the Dutch Reformed Church, 
he pulled the rope that lifted the flags. When the 
Tricouleur and the Stars and Stripes hung free on 
the staff he stood proudly at attention though a 
trifle bewildered by the sudden ending of a familiar 
dread which had become a pattern in his short life. 
Joyously the crowd around him sang the Mar- 
seillaise. 

Russian Aid 

Although later Russia fought bravely for her 
fatherland it will never be forgotten that she signed 
an infamous pact with Germany on August 23rd, 
1939. By this pact the Soviets were given an all 
clear signal to annex small nations such as Lithu- 
ania, Latvia and Finland and to be acquiescent to 
Hitler’s armed aggression throughout the remainder 
of Europe. When this alliance was made public 
many of the idealists who had sincerely believed 
in the ultimate good of the Soviet concept resigned 
from the American Communist party. Those who 
remained in the party showed their obedience to 
the Moscow line by passive resistance if not out- 
right attempts to discredit the cause of Britain and 
France. But when Germany threw in her armies 
to invade Russia, suddenly the Soviet-American 
puppets made an about face and declared them- 
selves for the Allies which were soon to include 
the United States. 

Notwithstanding the ultimate policies of their 
leaders the Russian people soon underwent a ter- 
rible ordeal and the whole free world sympathized 
with them. They were now on our side in the war 
and our government’s policy was to help their 
army with vast stores of munitions, and we were 
encouraged to send aid to their suffering popula- 
tion. At that time a branch of Russian War Re- 
lief, Inc. was formed in Woodstock with Mrs. Vlad- 
imir Padwa, the wife of the pianist, as chairman. 
A sewing group was formed which did quantities of 
work of various kinds. Mrs. Ned Chase and Mrs. 
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Henry Morton Robinson collected 273 pounds of 
used clothing, Miss Neva Shultis had charge of 
assembling 52 relief kits, Mrs. Sluizer and Mrs. 
Kingsbury, head of the knitting project, produced 
25 sweaters, 22 scarves, 2 helmets and 20 pairs of 
socks. All of these were for one shipment. 

One of the early benefits for Russian Relief was 
a basket picnic held on the Shotwells’ terrace. There 
was a tremendous crowd present. Girls in costume 
sold caviar, vodka and cigarettes amongst a typical 
Woodstock crowd which was at its most colorful 
best. An all Tschaikowski program of music was 
played by Horace Britt, Vladimir Padwa and Wil- 
liam Kroll. There were a few works of art sold in- 
cluding a Persian blue bow] of Carl Walters’, a mir- 
ror in a carved frame by Ludins, a drawing by 
Archipenko, a lithograph by Lucille Blanch and a 
signed copy of Edmund Gilligan’s new book, “The 
Stranger in the Vly.” This party netted $279.00. 

Subsequently a movie “Tania” was presented 
in Kingston for Russian Relief, and a meeting was 
held at the Town Hall in Woodstock at which 
General Victor Yakhontoff spoke; there was another 
talk given by Nadia Krinkin. At the last two 
events $239.95 was made. There was a concert 
given by Padwa and there was a “Tribute to 
Russia” supper held where the guests were Lt. 
Arkady Sedoc of the U.'S.S.R. Navy, Miss Lydia 
Palmina, on duty with a Russian convoy, and M. 
Gemennov of the Moravian Republic. The speaker 
on this occasion was Mr. Nicholas Summerville and 
Mr. LaMonte Simpkins was auctioneer for posters. 
Another benefit was a dance recital by Alexis Kos- 
loff. 

Finally, in 1944, there wag the Fourth Christ- 
mas Party for Russian Relief at which the Rev. 
Howard Melish was speaker. TI have no record of 
the three other Christmas parties or of how much 
was collected from them or many of the other 
entertainments. The Russian Relief totals are the 
most incomplete of any of the war efforts in the 
village and the only figure obtainable, including the 
sum from the United Nations Fete, is $931.00, 
which is certainly incomplete. 


Little Nations 


Dr. Shotwell was chairman of a meeting in 
the summer of 1942 to raise money for the smaller 
nations. Before this meeting a smorgasbord was 
given by the Norwegian-Americans in the _ base- 
ment of the Dutch Reformed Church at which two 
hundred and forty persons were served. Later in 


the main church there were speakers for seven 
nations. 

Belgium was represented by Mr. George Potie, 
a member of the City Council of Brussels. Unfor- 
tunately we do not have a record of what the 
speakers said. Mr. Felix von Kahler, who escaped 
from Prague early in the war, spoke for Czechoslo- 
vakia. Mr. Van Dissel gave a moving account of 
Dutch resistance under Nazi rule as well as telling 
stories about the Spanish Republican Army. He 
also sang Dutch songs. Mr. Einstein Drogseth spoke 
for Norway; Reinald Matheson sang the Norwe- 
gian national anthem and children in their national 
costume sang Norway’s folk songs. Matheson had 
been on the New York police force and was called 
“The singing cop.” 

Mr. Kasmir Hudela, a tailor and head of the 
Kingston Polish Relief Society, gave a speech in 
broken English about the plight of his people under 
the Germans which aroused considerable sympathy. 
Mr. George Radin talked on Yugoslavia and as 
he stepped upon the platform a recording of the 
song of the Chetniks was heard. A _ short time 
before Mr. Radin had pointed out that the guer- 
rillas of General Draza Milhaylovich in Serbia 
were the only United Nations forces fighting in 
enemy territory. 

A collection was taken for aid to these little 
nations. Due to the smorgasbord the Norwegian 
group were entitled to a larger amount of the 
money raised, but Mr. Drogseth said the seven 
nations were to share the whole amount equally. 
Shortly thereafter Dr. Shotwell announced that 
seven hundred dollars had been collected and dis- 
tributed. That same season the artists held a 
benefit ball for the smaller nations. It was called 
“Rendez-vous in Rio.” At this dance six hundred 
dollars were made. 


Nine Nations Fete 


During the first week of September of 1943 a 
fete was held on the village green to raise funds for 
the relief of nine nations. By this period most 
Woodstockers had given to their limit for each 
national drive as it came along. This new plan was 
to hold a joint fete for two days and make it so 
unusual that it would bring forth those who had 
not hitherto been reached and even have a county- 
wide appeal. The artists Anton Refregier, Marion 
Greenwood and Wendell Jones made a general plan 
for a street of booths to be placed along the west 
side of the green with the Dutch church and the 
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dark maple trees making a handsome background. 
The street was limited to pedestrians and the result- 
ant effect was of a row of peasant cottages gor- 
geous in color and design. It required weeks of 
preparation but the result was spectacular. Each 
national group produced a booth or house with their 
own racial characteristics. 

The British booth was run by Mrs. Llewelyn 
Summers, Mrs. Stagg and Miss Helen Shotwell. The 
last named made the main decoration which was a 
brilliant 30x40 painting of the Royal coat of arms. 
They sold cakes which went so fast they could not 
be transported from their cars to the booth before 
the customers pounced upon them. Costume dolls 
were also sold because Mrs. George Bellows re- 
lated the story of the hard work she put in dres- 
sing Scotch dolls. Instead of there being one as 
she expected, Helen Shotwell brought her six to be 
dressed in authentic Highland clothes. Fortunately 
Mrs. Bellow’s sister was visiting her and helped 
or she would never have finished them in time for 
the Fete. Miss Shotwell received donations of sugar 
coupons for making a Scotch type marmalade re- 
quiring three days to cook, some of which was sold 
in jars decorated by Mrs. Toni Drake. Helen tells 
an amusing though rather tragic incident about 
when she was finishing a batch an air raid black- 
out sounded and four gallons of marmalade burned 
beyond retrieving. She must have cooked quan- 
tities because on marmalade alone they made 
seventy dollars and the total amount raised for 
Britain was $402.44. 

The Yugoslavian booth was one of the most 
colorful with a painting of their double-headed eagle 
on the roof. On either side was a giant-sized figure 
of a peasant in bright costume waving a flag to 
flank each side of the crest. The interior of the 
little building was decorated with warm colored 
Oriental rugs and embroidered blouses, and other 
readily salable articles were shown. Mrs. John Kings- 
bury and Mrs. George Radin were in charge of this 
booth. The latter with her husband had come to 
America in 1941 with a group from the Yugoslavian 
Government. The chief of these, besides the young 
King Peter, was General Simovitch who had been 
Premier shortly before the Germans took over Bel- 
grade. On the invitation of Dr. Kingsbury and Dr. 
Shotwell, General Simovitch and Mr. Nicolich, a 
Minister of the Government, came with the Radins 
to Woodstock. General Simovitch soon left to 
take over the direction of their army in exile. The 
pilot of a commercial plane who flew most of the 
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Yugoslav Government to Athens was Savo Milo 
who was an officer in the reserves. He served later 
as Captain in the U.S. Air Force and in 1945 when 
his wife and son joined him after their escape from 
Belgrade they settled in Woodstock. The Milos 
purchased Meads Mountain House which they have 
been running successfully for several years. These 
Yugoslavians were staunch backers of General 
Draza Milhaylovich and his Chetniks and were very 
sad when Tito, the Communist, was recognized as 
head of the government and had Milhaylovich 
killed. It is understood they considered the Russian 
occupation of Yugoslavia as an aggression rather 
than a liberation. 

Those who sympathized most with the plight 
of the Chinese people erected a round pavilion bril- 
liantly decorated with gold paint and_ glittering 
jewels which attracted many customers. It was 
not long before they had to hang up a sign “All 
sold out” because their tea and drapes and other 
Chinese goods were so popular. Mrs. Walter Weyl 
and Mrs. Rosett were in charge, assisted by Miss 
Mari Bollman and Mrs. Charlie Wu, wife of the 
editor of a Chinese weekly newspaper. Miss Boll- 
man designed and built the pavilion. During the 
two days of the festival $503.00 was made which 
was more than any other group contributed to the 
total. 

The Norwegian booth was in charge of a Mrs. 
Schon of Ohayo Mountain who had done so much 
work for Norway during her winters in Brooklyn that 
she had been decorated by King Haakon. The de- 
sign of the booth featured a rampant lion surround- 
ed by mountain peaks. It was edged with a typical 
Scandinavian border design. The main product 
sold was canned fish, although they also offered 
embroidered vests and other clothes. Mr. and Mrs. 
Eiste Drogseth were very active helpers. They 
were the first of the Norwegian group to settle on 
Ohayo Mountain. Their booth made $260.00. Mrs. 
Drogseth also worked on the smorgasbord served in 
the basement of the Dutch church the first evening 
of the fete, but she gives all the credit of its suc- 
cess in making $160.50 to the chairman, Mrs. But- 
trick. After the supper the crowd danced on the 
green to the music of William Spanhake of Witten- 
berg and his square dance band. 

In its simplicity the French booth showed most 
distinctly among its more ornate neighbors. It was 
white with a decorative knot of blue, white and red 
ribbons beneath a golden cock with the ribbons 
swirling down one side. Gold letters on the white 
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ground spelled out “Liberte, Egalite et Fraternite” 
and of course there was a "Vive la France” in 
jaunty writing across the entrance. It had been 
designed by the artists Antoinette Schulte and 
Bradley Tomlin. (This was before his abstract 
period.) The booth was enthusiastically manned 
by Antoinette Schulte, Alice Henderson, Andree 
Ruellan and her mother, Mrs. Ruellan. For an 
example, when they were sold out they would 
rush home for another bottle of French wine or 
go to the bakery for more lady fingers which they 
tied, several together, with tricouleur ribbons and 
sold at an outrageous profit. 

The village baker was a German who spoke 
with a strong accent and with his brusque manner 
was not always accepted. When the committee 
for the French went to pay him for the hundreds 
of lady fingers they had purchased he quietly 
handed them a receipted bill and refused to take a 
cent of pay for them. Whenever there was a ben- 
efit for the Red Cross or other worthy cause Scholl 
(for this was his name) always donated a big 
layer cake which was frequently auctioned off for a 
large price. He refused to make any profit from 
the Christmas cakes that were sent to the soldiers, 
selling them for the cost of the ingredients. Among 
these cakes was one I sent in a gift parcel to a 
friend who was an ambulance driver with the 
British army in Italy. Heaven only knows how the 
package found him on Christmas day huddled 
under fire in a cellar trying to nurse a desperately 
wounded enemy soldier of only eighteen years. It 
was impossible to move the boy and all that could 
be done was to make him more comfortable. The 
ambulance driver opened his package and finding 
the fruit cake he offered the wounded soldier a 
piece, placing fragments of it on his tongue. “It 
tastes like cake I used to have at home. Thank 
those who sent it,” the soldier whispered in Ger- 
man. A contented expression came over his fea- 
tures as he relaxed upon the stretcher. A few min- 
utes later when the ambulance man looked again 
he had died. Thus a circle was completed. A few 
months later the baker’s only son, Lenhard Scholl, 
Jr., was killed with the American army in France. 

The Netherlands booth was made by William 
Cramer and Brock Brockenshaw who painted upon 
it an antique clock tower with blue Delft tiles. 
Inside there was a fireplace covered with more tiles. 
Miss von Sturm, Mrs. Liesje Cramer and Mrs. Paul 
Reiff sold the goods which consisted mostly of 
small replicas of Dutch tiles, of cheese, mustard and 


cocoa, all products of the Netherlands. They wore 
Dutch costumes which they had made themselves 
with others which were for sale. 

In looking over the colored photographs of the 
international fete there is one showing the Greek 
booth on which is an inscription in large letters, 
“The Glory that is Greece.” On the counter can 
be seen a Grecian statue and flowers; their national 
flag is in the background, in front of which are 
two pleasant looking ladies whom nobody now rec- 
ognizes. Evidently there were no Greeks living 
permanently in the town at that time, and it was 
from a newspaper clipping I learned that a musi- 
cian, Mrs. Raisse Tselentis, had taken charge of 
this booth. When questioned Helen Shotwell could 
not give much information, but she said the booth 
had looked so empty she had given them a collec- 
tion of her pictures which were promptly sold. She 
said further that her friends were mean enough to 
quip that it took the Greeks to sell them! This I 
will not confirm because I know many other pic- 
tures by Helen Shotwell have been sold. Anyway 
the Greeks made $116.23. 

The Russian booth designed by Wendell Jones 
was probably the handsomest in the show. On it 
were painted scenes of churches and icons, peasants 
and their sheep and singers, all produced with Ori- 
ental lavishness of color. On the roof there was 
a large figure of a soldier and two workers done 
in a masterful way. Mrs. Padwa was in charge 
of selling peasant skirts, blouses and handkerchiefs 
and many smaller items. They made $412.79. 

The last of the nine nations was Czechoslo- 
vakia, whose building was dominated by two large 
decorative figures of a peasant man and woman 
painted on long panels which flanked the booth. 
The roof was unusual because it was cut to resemble 
the skylme of a city which, presumably, was 
Prague. Although they did not have many things 
for sale and only made $109.00, the booth was 
admired and added enormously to the attractive 
aspect of the street of many nations. Mrs. Felix 
von Kahler was in charge. She, her husband and 
daughters left their home for Paris when the Ger- 
mans entered the city of Prague. A few years 
later when France capitulated they again had to 
flee and joined the refugees crossing into Spain. 
They were among the last to leave over the Inter- 
national Bridge from Henday to Irun before that 
gateway to Spain and on to Portugal was closed. 
They described seeing acres and acres of fine cars 
abandoned on the French side by the refugees. No- 
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body could take with them more than they could 
carry themselves as they walked across the bridge 
over the river. I have seen photographs of the von 
Kahlers’ beautiful home in Czechoslovakia but they 
had to leave everything behind but one certificate 
of stock which they managed to hide from confis- 
cation by the Germans, and it enabled them to live 
for a few years in freedom here in Woodstock. 
The second night after the booths were all 
closed there was a ball at the Town Hall which 
ended the festivities. Mrs. Philip FitzPatrick and 
Mrs. Eugene Ludins (the sculptress, Hannah Small) 
were the chairmen, with Norbert Heermann, an 
artist, the Master of Ceremonies. Mrs. Wetterau 
had collected small pictures from the artists which 
sold for a total of $275.00. The Catskill Mountain 
Star printed a good story of the whole fete and in 
it they said, “One of the highlights of the ball was 
the appearance of the English soprano, Dorita 
Court, who presented a program of light operatic 
numbers.” The best costume prizes were given to 
Miss Amy Small and Murray Hoffman. Gail Fee- 
ley was crowned “Miss Woodstock of 1943” by a 
committee of judges who were Doris Lee, Alfred 
deLiagre, Jr., Henry Morton Robinson and Joseph 
Kesselring. This ball brought in $637.50. The 
grand total for the whole fete came to $3,402.24. 


Friends Service Committee 


From 1943 to 1948 a group of about eight wo- 
men met every week at the home of Mrs. Anton 
Otto Fischer to sew and knit for the Friends Ser- 
vice Committee: They had no idea how much they 
had accomplished, only remembering that “a lot 
of material had been sent them and gone out made 
up.” Some of the workers were more enthusiastic 
than skillful and on a couple of occasions sewed 
the little boys’ pants hindside before, but this was 
remedied before the clothes left Woodstock. For- 
tunately the Friends had kept a record and upon 
inquiry divulged that Mrs. Fischer’s group had 
made seven hundred and forty-four garments. All 
of these required careful labor and included items 
such as five hundred ninety-eight boys’ shirts, also 
mittens, jackets, ete. 

Other people sent what must have been hun- 
dreds of pounds of used clothing to the Friends 
but it is impossible now to trace the amount. In 
one effort Alice Henderson with Marion Bullard’s 
help collected and shipped one hundred and thirty- 
two pounds of candle ends to the Friends Service 
Committee. At another time they collected dozens 
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and dozens of spectacles, including the lenses, to be 
shipped overseas. Presumably the people were 
found to match the lenses rather than the other 
way around. 

There were other churches and organizations 
which contributed to the war effort or sent help 
to the liberated people of devastated Europe. For 
example, in one campaign the parishioners of St. 
Joan of Are Chapel contributed seven hundred 
pounds of soup, milk and baby foods to be shipped 
overseas through the Catholic Welfare Confer- 
ence. And they probably duplicated this gift 
many times. 

The Christian Scientists worked hard for years 
collecting clothes and food which they sent to spe- 
cific people in the freed countries of Europe. 

In assembling the story of what was accom- 
plished in Woodstock during the war it was possible 
to study the few records which were saved and 
to use material remembered by those who were 
in the midst of the activity, but trying to check 
dates and amounts through contemporary news- 
papers was most difficult. The local papers were 
weeklies and of these there are no complete files. 
In fact only a few scattered copies of Woodstock’s 
own newspapers are extant. Of the county publish- 
ers the only office which has saved back files is 
the Catskill Mountain Star whose coverage of 
Woodstock was not too full during the war years. 
The publishers of the Ulster County News have not 
preserved their files, nor were they to be found 
in the Kingston Library. The Kingston Daily 
Freeman which is in the library restricted their 
Woodstock news items to a few inches per week. 
This may be accounted for by the fact that Marion 
Bullard’s pages in the Ulster County News gave so 
excellent a coverage of our village events. She had 
kept a fairly complete file of her own articles and 
these, after passing through several hands, have 
fortunately ended up in the attic of the Woodstock 
Library. After a thorough search I discovered 
them in an old unmarked carton. 

In reading Marion Bullard’s editorials called 
“Sparks” I have been deeply impressed by her wit 
as well as her indefatigable energy in fighting for 
the important issues in our village. When she was 
convinced of what was right she plunged into it 
with all her strength without consideration for her 
own popularity or whom it might alienate. Thus 
she irritated many persons but they respected her 
integrity as a newspaper woman, and as the years 
pass most of the reforms she advocated have been 


realized. She never allowed her feelings to become 
incrusted with the hardness of disillusionment and 
she was always ready to work to alleviate hard- 
ship. Her wit, which was considerable, made her 
best editorials sparkle and showed in her conversa- 
tion. Yet her greatest success was on the radio 
broadcasting the Woodstock Hour. This hour was 
filled with news and interviews and in the role of 
making people give an interesting account of them- 
selves she excelled, whether they were great scho- 
lars, politicians, artists or Just old-timers. All of 


these were given time for expression. If there were 
recordings of these interviews they would form a 
contemporary history of Woodstock as well as show 
the great talent that Marion Bullard possessed 
as an interviewer and reporter. 

It is impossible to estimate all the individual 
work, money and gifts (often at a real sacrifice) 
which went from Woodstock to the war victims. 
If all the other villages in the United States gave 
an equal amount it must have helped a little to 
alleviate the hurt and suffering people of the world. 
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XII 


THE SOLDIERS’ STORIES 


uring World War II over two hundred young 
D men and women from Woodstock were moved 
into positions all over the world. Some of them 
belonged to families who were accustomed to travel 
but it is those who were born in the village and 
who may never have been away to whom the great 
adventure must have been catastrophic. They are 
older men now and glad to be home at jobs in 
garages, in restaurants, driving trucks or working 
for firms requirmg the technical training they re- 
ceived in the armed forces. Knowing their service 
records one remembers their experiences in the Coral 
Sea, Guadalcanal, the Philippines or Japan; and 
to ask if they remember perhaps Tunesia, Sicily, 
Italy, Normandy or the Rhineland brings an inter- 
ested light in their eyes. Their knowledgeable world 
has expanded far beyond the Catskills. One man 
especially remembers the mules and the mud at 
Monte Cassino; another the GIs slugging along 
through the Normandy hedgerows; another tells 
of finding a reproduction of one of Speicher’s paint- 
ings in an abandoned Japanese command post; and 
another remembers the stench of Jap corpses which 
were so much more odoriferous than our own dead. 
A pleasanter memory is that of one youth who 
recalls sipping wine at a cafe table along the 
Riviera as the German shells screamed overhead. 
It was just General Kesselring firing from the 
heights along the Italian frontier towards the Ame- 
rican position behind Antibes, and did not spoil his 
enjoyment. They called this the Champagne Front 
because it was easy to get passes to the Riviera 
and luxury. 

There were Woodstockers in various fields of 
activity besides the armed forces who contributed 
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to the winning of the war such as those in defense 
plants. Unfortunately we do not have lists of 
them although we know, for instance, that Ruth 
Downer, Jean Lasher and many others worked 
faithfully to produce material to keep the armed 
forces supplied and Anne Leaycraft worked on 
charts for the Navy in the Hydrographic Office 
in Washington. There was Phil Buttrick who col- 
lected detailed maps of France from us for a secret 
purpose which undoubtedly had to do with invasion 
plans. 

Some of our people worked in the Office of 
Strategic Services and even now after ten years 
will not divulge their experiences. Among these 
was the exciting adventure of Frank Schoonmaker 
(of wine fame but whom we knew as the publisher 
of the “Hue and Cry”) who was brought up in 
Woodstock; and Walter O’Meara who told us his 
story privately but refused to allow it to be pub- 
lished. 

Among those in the Merchant Marine were 
Kaj Klitgaard, an artist, who also wrote of his ex- 
periences as a sea captain; and Jack Feeley, a 
veteran of World War I. He was Chief Pumper on 
a tanker which during the war crisscrossed the At- 
Jantic carrying oil from South America and the 
Dutch Islands to Europe, Africa and the United 
States. They sighted enemy submarines and had 
several narrow escapes. Henry Barrow worked in 
three theatres of the war and while captain of the 
latest type of oil tanker had his ship torpedoed and 
sunk in the Caribbean Sea. Kenneth Downer was 
Regional Director for the United Seamen’s Service 
under the Shipping Administration in the Pacific, 
and was attached to the Army in New Guinea. He 


had some high adventures with typhoons and an- 
other with a fire on a ship filled with ammunition 
and high octane gasoline which was tied to a dock. 
He volunteered to help the crew cut the lines and 
dump some of the inflammable cargo which, al- 
though there was a minor explosion, prevented loss 
of lives and saved the ship and the dock. 


A few persons have suggested this chapter is 
not Woodstock history. In a narrow sense they are 
right for it is really the stories of what befell our 
people when they were sent away from the village. 
Who could deny that when these boys and girls 
left our valley they carried the image of Overlook 
and the Village Green in their minds and hearts? 
When they returned they were different because of 
the foreign experiences which were superimposed on 
their minds and some of their individual adventures 
I have tried to record because they are now a 
part of the Woodstock character. I have attempted 
to reach every person who served in the war to get 
their stories. Here are a few of them which were 
usually told me or written in letters. Several of 
the soldiers ended their letters with “Thank you for 
including me in the history of my home town.” 


Dr. Hans Cohn’s Story 


Hans Cohn was the doctor in Woodstock when 
World War II started. Coming as a refugee from 
Germany in the thirties he knew the worst side 
of the Nazis. By 1941 he was an American citizen 
and ready to serve his new country. While waiting 
for his ‘commission, besides his regular practice, he 
taught classes in Red Cross First Aid; but not 
many months passed before he was called by the 
Army. Dr. Marie Biebe took his place as village 
doctor for the remainder of the war years. 

When Dr. Cohn returned to Woodstock, upon 
being requested to write an account of his war ex- 
periences, he said he was too busy. However, 
enough people pestered him to tell his adventures 
and so one winter evening friends were invited to 
his house where he said he would relate his story 
this one and only time. After the talk was finished 
I went home and stayed up all night to write all 
I could recall. Later this manuscript was typed 
and sent to Dr. Cohn, and within a half hour of 
receiving it he was at my door prepared to correct 
my mistakes. This was my indirect method of pro- 
curing the following account. 


After his basic training Dr. Hans Cohn, then 
a lieutenant, was sent to Camp McCall, N. C., in 


February, 1942. Reporting to the head of the 
Medics, he was ordered to a glider battalion of 
the 11th Airborne Division. At that time nobody 
knew of just what an airborne division consisted. 
Dr. Cohn said smilingly that he hadn’t volunteered 
as a paratrooper to be a hero or for the adventure, 
but after working out with the gliders he concluded 
it was the safer branch of the two! 

On his first glider trip sitting next to the pilot 
he was aware they were not on their course and he 
wondered about the jeep tied behind him if they 
should crash. They came down on an emergency 
field and if he hadn’t pulled up his legs they would 
certainly have been fractured, because they burst 
a hole in the hull and the sandy earth flew up into 
their faces. If this was what could happen on an 
ideal take-off he wondered how it might be in 
enemy territory. So he joined the Paratroops. The 
Paratroops were being given very stiff training and 
their doctor naturally had to keep up with them. 
As the average age of these men was twenty-one or 
twenty-two, he felt like a grandfather. 

The 11th Airborne left for Pacific duty on May 
5, 1944, and saw service in New Guinea, Leyte, 
Luzon, Okinawa and Japan. The night before the 
paratroopers made their first combat jump was 
hard. And the next morning they had no heart 
to eat their breakfast of powdered eggs. Dr. Cohn 
said it was impossible for him to eat; even the 
familiar sounds of the airplane engines warming up 
made him uneasy. He knew it was different this 
time as they climbed into their C-47’s. The smell 
of gasoline made them seasick. Everyone looked 
grave and one boy read his Bible. It was cold but 
they were sweating, and every soldier’s eyes were 
alert for the little light up front. They were part of 
a large fleet of transports and a command plane 
would give them their orders. At last it came, the 
light flashing green, which meant two minutes from 
the target. They stood up to prepare themselves 
and when the light flashed red they jumped one 
right after another barely seconds apart. They were 
dressed alike with no distinction between officers 
and soldiers for the Japs tried to pick out the 
leaders to shoot first. His medical supplies were 
carried in an ammunition belt and he was weighed 
down with other equipment including a couple of 
hand grenades. Upon landing they abandoned 
their parachutes and ran to a rendezvous. It is 
essential that paratroopers assemble quickly for 
they have small individual strength and their power 
depends in getting together as a fighting division. 


137 


Without heavy equipment these troops are obliged 
to do more man to man fighting in battle than 
troops of the other services. 

It was the end of October, 1944, when the 
11th Airborne Division landed on Leyte, one week 
after the main invasion. The Japanese had been 
pushed back into the mountains and the 11th was 
camped some distance back from the port, expect- 
ing to be sent over to the north coast where the 
front then was. Up beyond them a regiment of 
Negro engineers were working at some construc- 
tion and as that area was believed to be cleared 
they had not posted guards around their camp. In 
the night the Japs counterattacked sneaking down 
off the mountains in considerable force. These 
engineers were holding a small perimeter and had 
sustained a number of casualties. The 11th was 
ordered to march to their relief, but Dr. Cohn was 
asked by his Colonel to go with him to their im- 
mediate assistance in a small cub plane, there being 
a small airfield close to the engineers that he hoped 
had not been captured by the enemy. They flew 
over the spot and not seeing any Japs landed and 
ran for the woods. They hurried as fast as they 
could but floundered in mud up to their hips. Dr. 
Cohn told how he got stuck and began to swear so 
hard that the Colonel had to shut him up for fear 
it would bring the Jap snipers down on them. They 
did reach the engineers, and he began giving blood 
plasma immediately. The casualties were in a hut 
on the outskirts of the camp and while the doctor 
was working on a wounded Negro there was a burst 
of shell fire through the hut. He told how he 
dropped to the floor all but one arm which was 
holding the tranfusion bottle. The firing grew 
worse and they had to evacuate the wounded and 
shortly the Japs captured that hut. 

Meantime the main force of the airborn troops 
arrived but instead of a full division they only 
had 350 or 400 troops which was so inferior to 
the Japanese strength that if the Japs had pushed 
their attack they would have had a good chance of 
winning. Dr. Cohn remarked that this was typical 
of the enemy who in this case had a good plan 
to counterattack and capture the port of embarca- 
tion with its enormous supplies, while the main 
American forces were occupied on the far side of 
the mountains, but their fighting strategy was not 
equal to the task. Evidently they had not known 
of the arrival of the airborn troops, but they now 
had them completely surrounded. Just at dusk 
that evening a great formation of Jap heavy planes 
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flew over evidently as a cover for a low flying 
group of bombers. “Crump” down came the bombs, 
the Americans trying to shoot them even with 
their carbines for they lacked heavy firepower. 
The following days the Japs were gradually 
pushed back and their attack failed. As soon as 
the individual Japanese felt pressure they would 
generally commit hara-kiri. The American losses 
were serious especially among the engineers and 
signal corps. One hut where the attack had start- 
ed was full of signal corps boys killed in bed as 
they had not considered it necessary to set a guard! 
One man who had tried to escape was shot when 
he became stuck in the mud. 

When this area was cleaned up the para- 
troopers were sent on to their original objective on 
the front back of the mountains. It was a wild 
place and difficult to dislodge the enemy who con- 
tinually sniped at them. Few prisoners were taken 
although headquarters ordered them to send some 
back for questioning. It was a five hour climb 
through difficult jungle mountains to the base sub- 
ject to sniping and it was easier not to take pri- 
soners. The Japs finally cut their supply line 
leaving them without food or medicines. The doc- 
tor had to do what he could with only his hands 
to help the wounded. They had a number of casu- 
alties but for every American lost there were at 
least 200 Nips killed. They had encircled a group 
of the enemy and were waiting to attack when their 
Japanese interpreter intercepted a message from 
the enemy’s commander to his field officer, saying 
that reenforcements would be brought up during 
the night. Forewarned, the Americans ambushed 
this large force and killed them all. Their bodies 
were piled high and as there was no opportunity to 
bury them they soon stank. The stench of dead 
men pervaded the air all through the camp and 
for some unexplained reason the decomposed Japs 
smelled worse than the American dead. Dr. Cohn, 
or Captain Cohn as he then was, said he did not 
know which was worse, the smell or the hunger they 
underwent, but he would never forget either one. 

For days they starved there high on the moun- 
tains until they were obliged to retreat. The sol- 
diers went first to clear the path, followed by the 
doctor and his group who carried down the casu- 
alties on improvised stretcher poles. The trail was 
almost perpendicular, requiring sixteen or more men 
to carry one stretcher. As the first units descend- 
ed they saw on the trail a Jap soldier standing for 
surrender with his hands above his head. When the 


soldiers motioned him to come forward he hesi- 
tated, trying to make the Americans come to take 
him. The officer in command became suspicious 
and ordered his men to shoot. The troops bypassed 
this spot, but when Dr. Cohn and the stretchers 
came to it they were obliged to keep to the trail. 
As they reached the dead Jap they ran into a line 
of enemy fire, but miraculously nobody in the 
group was hurt. However, it proved the dead 
Jap had been a decoy. 

Dr. Cohn was with the American forces that 
arrived on Luzon in January, 1944. The forces 
were even larger than those of the Normandy 
landing. After landing the troops were sent by 
forced marches toward Manila. The main forces 
rather unwisely moved ahead of their protecting 
flanks. This spearhead was pushed ahead by their 
General who was racing to reach the capitol first. 
When a mountainous ravine was reached the Jap- 
anese attacked without warning, shooting down 
with little opposition from the surprised Ameri- 
can column. Reinforcements had been rushed up 
but to everybody’s horror they were not armed. 
They were fresh youngsters hurriedly trained and 
shipped overseas ahead of their arms, and here they 
were defenseless against Japanese fire. Dr. Cohn 
said the destruction was terrible. The Medical 
Corps worked desperately. One of his comrades 
was killed by his side, the blood spattering over 
him. He saw the young boys dead all around him. 
Perhaps, Dr. Cohn said, it had been a necessary 
choice to equip the army in Europe ahead of the 
eastern forces, but he could never forget the sacri- 
fice of these youngsters on Luzon. 

The final chapter of Dr. Cohn’s experience 
with the army took place when at dawn on August 
29th the 11th Airborne Division made the first 
American landing on Atsugi airstrip in Japan. It 
was here, 8 hours later, after the airfield was com- 
pletely secured, that the Supreme Allied Com- 
mander, General Douglas MacArthur, arrived. It 
was the 11th Airborne band that played to welcome 
him as the conqueror of Japan. When they had 
finished the General said to the leader: “I want 
you to tell the band that that’s about the sweet- 
est music I’ve ever heard.” 

Dr. Cohn returned home to Woodstock in No- 
vember, 1945. 


The narrative which follows is told from the 
point of view of two sailors who took part in the 
action and is therefore more realistic than any con- 


ventional history could be. However, it should be 
stated that their experiences took place during one 
of the great naval engagements of the war. This 
battle of Leyte Gulf included the largest ships and 
other units of the Japanese Navy which had been 
concentrated into two task forces to fight off the 
landings on the Philippine Islands. Over a dozen of 
the enemy carriers and many of their other ships 
were sunk or damaged. The American forces 
amounted to a greater tonnage but some of their 
battleships were ones salvaged from the sneak at- 
tack on Pearl Harbor and were not in top condi- 
tion. In all the American fleet lost six combat 
vessels against twenty-six of the Japanese fleet. 
For us it was a great naval victory and it destroyed 
the might of the Japanese Navy. Planes from the 
carrier Princeton had destroyed 34 enemy aircraft 
and the sky appeared to be cleared of them when 
out of a rain squall came an enemy “Judy” diving 
through a cloud to drop a 550 Ib. bomb on the 
Princeton. 


Warren Riseley 


While Warren Riseley was serving in the Pa- 
cific on the destroyer Gattling during World War 
II he took part in the rescue of the survivors of 
the Princeton among whom was a friend from 
Woodstock, Bob Brinkman. It occurred off the 
island of Samar in the second battle of the Philip- 
pines and ended with disastrous losses for the 
Japanese although it cost us one of our largest 
aireraft carriers, the Princeton, as well as a cruiser 
damaged. 

Riseley recalls that about ten one morning 
there was an attack by the enemy but that they 
were driven off without damage to the U. S. Fleet. 
After the fighting the Princeton was landing her 
planes when he saw a plane circling the carrier and 
crash upon her flight deck and penetrate to a 
lower deck where planes were being refueled, which 
created a terrible blaze. At first it was hoped the 
Princeton could control the fire but Riseley’s ship 
as well as three other destroyers and the cruiser 
Birmingham were ordered to stand by. These 
ships took turns pulling alongside the stricken car- 
rier trying to help fight the fire and remove its 
men. After the second approach their ship came 
under heavy attack from Japanese planes and for 
the next hour Riseley was kept busy at his twenty- 
millimeter gun station on the starboard side away 
from the sight of the burning Princeton. He saw 
the Gattling rescue squad jump into the sea with 
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lines around their waists to rescue sailors who were 
swimming in the water. He asked several of those 
rescued if they had seen Bob Brinkman but none of 
these men knew him. It was impossible to inquire 
further because the enemy aircraft were flying 
close, trying to shoot the men in the water, and the 
guns were kept busy trying to keep them off. After 
the air was cleared the Gattling was about to make 
another run for the carrier when the Birmingham 
signaled she would go first and for their ship to 
follow close behind. By now the Princeton was 
burning badly and as the Birmingham went along- 
side the ammunition magazine exploded, blowing 
the carrier in two, the stern sinking at once. The 
Birmingham was damaged and almost everyone 
aboard was killed from concussion. Riseley could 
see her crew spread out on top side mortally 
wounded. 

Now they had two ships which were casualties. 
There were still men to be seen on the bow of the 
Princeton and the destroyer pulled alongside to 
remove them. They already had about two hund- 
red rescued men aboard who needed attention, most 
of them having been horribly burned as well as 
having other wounds. The Gattling’s crew applied 
salve to the burns and replaced their clothes and 
gave them cigarettes, although there were many 
who could not manage their smokes. He remem- 
bers holding a cigarette to the lips of a sailor whose 
face, hair and eyes were terribly burned yet who 
managed to take a few puffs before the doctor 
came to give him a shot of morphine. There were 
wounded lying all over the decks until they could 
find room for them below. 

Meanwhile the other destroyers fired torpe- 
does to sink the section of the Princeton which 
was still afloat. About dusk the Gattling headed 
back to her base, being obliged to go slow to keep 
pace with the stricken cruiser Birmingham. The 
next morning as they passed the Japanese air base 
at Yap they came under air attack once more but 
passed through unscathed after shooting down one 
enemy plane. Later that day they came to their 
base on the atoll of Ulithi where they tied up 
alongside another destroyer which was carrying 
survivors. Warren Riseley heard his name called 
and discovered it was Bob Brinkman from Wood- 
stock! He took his friend below deck and gave 
him clothes and cigarettes because Brinkman had 
jumped into the sea without anything. Fortunately 
he was not injured and Riseley was able to notify 
Mrs. Brinkman that her son had been rescued. 
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The next day the Gattling was ordered back 
to Luzon to rejoin the fleet with which they saw 
more action. Their ship was at sea continuously for 
sixteen months, was in nine invasions and two sea 
engagements. They accounted for about eight 
enemy planes and two ships. After Iwo Jima they 
returned to the United States for repairs and after- 
wards returned again to Asiatic waters. From Guam 
they accompanied the Missouri to Tokyo where 
they put in three months on occupation duty. The 
Gattling received many awards, including nine stars 
for Asiatic-Pacific duty. 

* * * * 
Bob Brinkman 

(After hearing Warren Riseley’s story of the 
sinking of the Princeton I wrote Bob Brinkman 
and this is his answer:—) 


Letter From Bob Brinkman 


“Well, it has been quite a long time ago since 
I was on the USS. Princeton (CVL26). To be 
exact it was on the 24th day of October in the year 
of *44 that the best ship in the Third Fleet met its 
untimely death. 

“I shall give you as much of her history as 
I can, up until the day she was sunk. 

“First off, I enlisted in the regular Navy on 
July 17, 1942. I went through my “boot” at NRTS 
Newport, R. I. 

“On September 10, 1942, I was assigned to the 
Aircraft Carrier U.S.S. Sangamon. We took this 
ship on a “shakedown” in Chesapeake Bay and on 
October 10th we set sail for the island of Bermuda. 
We arrived there seven days later, and anchored 
off of Hamilton, the capital. We provisioned, took 
on bombs, small-arms ammo, and aviation gaso- 
line. Six days later we sailed for parts unknown. 

“Then one day, much to our surprise, we met 
up with the largest convoy of ships I had ever 
seen in my life. We knew then that something big 
was coming up. Our Captain passed the word, 
telling us that we were to help support the first 
landing in French Morocco. Immediately prepa- 
rations were made for the coming D-Day. We had 
practice landings, gunnery, fire drills, abandon ship 
drills, ete. We got so that before the first sound of 
the gong had died we were out of our bunks and 
halfway up to the flight deck. 

“Finally the day dawned, November 10th, 
1942: I was assigned as an aerial gunner to a TBF 
(torpedo bomber). We crossed the coastline at 
0500 hours on the dot.. The French people were 


in the streets, waving and jumping around when 
they saw our insignia. We met no opposition in 
the air. We had it made easy, as the saying goes. 
This wasn’t to last though. All of a sudden, from 
out of nowhere, there were planes all around us; 
we were caught unawares. They had come out 
of the sun, and no one knew what was up for a 
second or two. We fought them off with no losses 
to us, and headed for home. This went on for 
seven days. At one time we (the ship) were so 
close to the shore that the coastal batteries opened 
up on us. At the same time they spotted a peri- 
scope in the wake of our ship. Immediately a can 
(destroyer) came across our fantail (rear) and 
dropped her depth charges. Scratch one sub. 

“On the 17th of November, *42, we headed 
back for Norfolk, Va. What we called that city 
in those days couldn’t be mentioned in any book, 
or this letter as far as that goes. 

“We ran into a North Atlantic gtorm of all 
storms three days later. The waves were moun- 
tainous; they smashed our flight deck to splinters; 
ruptured our catwalks and gun mounts, so that 
they were unsafe for use, and washed away all our 
life rafts and small boats. Our aircraft were also 
damaged, and we lost six of those on the third day. 
Finally, when we had ridden out the storm, we 
were off the coast of Labrador. We had Thanks- 
giving at sea. Spam, cold tea, peas and crackers. 
Real choice. At last we reached Norfolk, and dis- 
embarked for the NAS (Naval Air Station) which 
was to be our home for two weeks. 

“Some of our men were being transferred to 
US.S. Princeton, which was being built in Phila- 
delphia, Pa. 

The rest of us departed Norfolk, for the blue 
Pacific. We went directly to Noumea, New Cale- 
donia, where we met three other aircraft carriers; 
the Saratoga was the biggest. 

“We were at Noumea about ten days when 
the whole squadron was sent to Henderson Field 
on Guadalcanal, to support or soften up the inva- 
sion of Munda. We lost no planes but ‘Washing 
Machine Charlie’ kept us awake all night. Went 
through a few night bombing raids, but no casual- 
ties so far; we were far too lucky. Our first casu- 
alty was not due to combat. A plane went through 
the barrier and killed my best friend. It was a 
pretty gory sight, one that I will never forget 18 
long as I live. 

“You’d be surprised what a prop (propeler) 
can do to a man. 


“After a series of raids on Munda and Bou- 
gainville, we returned to the States for dry dock. 
We got to stay thirty days, and headed for Pearl 
Harbor again. This is where I was transferred to 
the USS. Princeton. 

“We went through the Marshalls, Gilberts, 
made raids on Mindanao, Truk, Ponape, Kwalja- 
lein, Eniwetok, Poi, Majuro, etc. We met stiff 
opposition there. My plane was shot up pretty 
badly at Majuro, and we had to ditch at sea. We 
were picked up an hour later. Next we went to 
Saipan, Tinian, Guam and Rota. This was the 
big “Turkey Shoot’. Our squadron alone knocked 
down 286 planes that day. We also connected 
the Jap fleet for the first time. Admiral Mitscher 
immediately dispatched all available aircraft to 
attack. We had flown about 100 miles when we 
spotted the Jap force. Immediately the TBFs went 
to the sea level, dive bombers from out of the 
sun, and fighters came in from all angles, strafing 
and bombing. We sank our ‘fish’ into the guts of 
a cruiser, and saw her head for Davy Jones locker. 
We were well pleased. The aircraft carriers were 
so badly damaged that the Jap planes couldn’t 
land or take off. 

“We winged our way home; it was getting 
dark; we couldn’t find our carriers; finally, thanks 
to Admiral Mitscher, the ships put on their lights 
to direct us home. No prettier sight had we ever 
seen. All the planes were low on gas; we landed on 
the first carrier that could take us. We were split 
up all over the place. We were lucky we got home. 
Just as we landed we ran out of fuel. Some of the 
other planes weren’t so lucky. We lost seventy-five 
that night in the drink, compared to a loss of ten 
in the attack. We also lost thirty men that night. 
Some of the flight crews were found the next day. 

“One incident did happen that shook us up. We 
had given a plane a wave off; when it went by the 
island we could see the meat ball on the side. It 
landed in the sea, exploded; it was loaded with a 
high explosive, enough to do great damage to our 
flight deck, not counting the number of lives that 
would have been lost. 

“The next day we pulled into Saipan for am- 
munition, gasoline and provisions. We were there 
one day. We could see the fighting still going 
on. They had not invaded Tinian yet. They were 
softening up the beaches with artillery fire then. 
The Battle of the Mariannas was drawing to a 
close. 

“Upon scouting around Guam, we saw a man 
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running on the beach waving an American flag. 
We found out later he had been teaching the na- 
tives during the Japanese occupation in guerilla war- 
fare. He had been on the island ever since the Japs 
took it over. 

“We then headed out for a raid on Ulithi atoll, 
where we met no opposition at all from the air. 
The atoll was taken in a matter of weeks. When 
we anchored in Ulithi we had to keep guards all 
night as the Japs would tie explosives to their 
backs, swim otto one of the ships, and blow it up, 
themselves with it. We spotted one our last night 
in port, but he didn’t get very far. 

“The next day we headed out and were told 
we were going to raid Mindanao. The first raid 
since 1942. I had been grounded by then, so I was 
in the gasoline detail (refueling planes). 

“We had raids every morning and every night. 
The reason these raids are mentioned and not the 
others is these were last ditch defenses by the Japs 
and they threw everything they could at us. We 
stayed there for three days, never getting a full 
night’s sleep due to the air attacks. 

“We then got a surprise. We were to go to 
Formosa. To tell you the truth we were all shak- 
ing; no force had ventured that close to Japan 
before and nobody knew what to expect. We found 
out alright. After our first day of raiding every- 
one was lined up for chow when the G.Q. went off. 
No one had a chance to do much. I and two 
buddies of mine were on the flight deck on watch, 
when all of a sudden there were Jap planes all 
around us. We ran to a 20 mm. I was in the 
mount; we started firing at a twin engine ‘Betty.’ 
We pumped at least two magazines into her and 
she blew up just about fifty yards from us. We 
were all singed from the heat, but no serious 
burns. We got the Navy Commendation Medal 
for .that. 

“That night, the 23rd of October, 1944, we 
were told to meet the rest of the Third Fleet at 
Leyte Gulf in the Philippines. 

“By 0400 on the 24th we were preparing our 
first attack on Leyte. We were close enough to 
see the mountains. We had no raids on the ship; 
everything was peaceful. We had reported a ‘bogie’ 
(unidentified aircraft) was in the area. No one 
paid any attention to it. 

“I was in the hangar deck on phone watch 
when, all of a sudden, I heard a loud explosion and 
saw smoke about half-way down the deck. We had 
been hit. It was a lucky hit. It disrupted all elec- 
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trical and water power. Our hangar deck was 
loaded with torpedo planes fully loaded with ‘fish’, 
gasoline and auxiliary gas tanks. Fire broke out 
immediately. I saw ten of my friends vanish down 
that gaping hole in the deck into a fiery inferno. 
Their screams were ear-splitting; then all was si- 
lent. Most of the hangar deck had been killed or 
were badly wounded. My phone wires had 
been cut, so I immediately went to start exting- 
uishing the fire with anything I could lay hands on. 
We were trying to keep the ‘fish’ from exploding. 
We didn’t succeed. I was blown half-way up the 
deck and I went out on the catwalk and up to the 
flight deck. We started pushing the planes over 
the side to make more room for the men. We 
ditched ammunition, everything. 

“Finally the ‘fish’ started going off in succes- 
sion; our flight deck looked like somebody had gone 
down the middle of it with a huge can opener. We 
were told to ‘Abandon Ship.’ I jumped over-board 
and tried to blow up my life belt; a friend of mine 
didn’t have one and was fighting—he couldn’t 
swim. I pushed it over to him, but he never got 
it; he had gone under. So there I was, no life 
jacket, my clothes starting to drag me under, when 
I looked up. There was the Chaplain; he threw me 
a mattress. I was never so thankful in all my born 
days. I picked up two more men and we floated 
past the burning ship to a group of men that had 
a life raft. This may seem like a tall tale to you 
but it actually did happen. There were twelve of 
us all told. 

“We talked about nothing else but our reha- 
bilitation leave in the States. What we were going 
to do (which can’t be mentioned, by the way); 
where we were going, and when were we going to 
get paid. It was the only way to keep our minds 
off of things. The Japs attacked about three more 
times but didn’t hit the ship. Finally after six hours 
in the water we were picked up by a can. 

“We circled the Princeton, helping when we 
could, looking for buddies and fighting off air at- 
tacks. 

“We got a warning that twenty-five enemy 
planes were in the area, so we had to leave the 
Princeton lay. They were driven off, and we pro- 
ceeded to the aid of the Princeton in hopes of sav- 
ing her. But fire had leaked into the after bomb 
storage and gasoline tanks. Just as the cruiser 
Birmingham pulled alongside the after part of the 
Princeton blew up, also damaging the cruiser. 342 
men, including the Captain of the Birmingham, 
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were killed instantly. The decks were nothing but 
a mass of blood, etc. These men were the fire fight- 
ing crew, that were going to board the Prinecton to 
try and put the fire out. 

“At five o’clock that afternoon all the ships 
left the Princeton’s side and put fire torpedoes into 
her hull and sunk her. There were tears in more 
than one man’s eyes when she went under. She 
went up in a sheet of flame; when the smoke had 
cleared away she was gone. She died hard, just 
like she fought. 

Bob Brinkman.” 


Anton Otto Fischer 


Due to his reputation as a painter of sea subjects, 
the artist Anton Otto Fischer was asked in 1942 
to join the U. 8. Coast Guard by its commandant, 
Admiral Waesche and was given the rank of Lieu- 
tenant Commander. His first series of pictures on 
Coast Guard subjects appeared in LIFE magazine 
aad he was then asked by the Coast Guard whether 
he would go on active duty to record what the 
convoys were up against in escorting merchant 
ships through the submarine zone in mid-winter. 
He was assigned to the U.S. Campbell, Coast Guard 
cutter on North Atlantic convoy duty and in Jan- 
uary, 1943 found himself on board a ship where he 
was old enough to be the father of every man on 
board, including the captain. On the return trip 
the Campbell ran into a wolf pack of German sub- 
marines. They fought them off all day with depth 
charges but in the evening there was close combat 
with one which surfaced suddenly right off the 
Campbell’s bow. The fight ended with the subma- 
rine sunk, but the Campbell itself hopelessly dis- 
abled. The engine room was flooded and the ship 
without light or power. She drifted helplessly for 
eight days about 800 miles off Newfoundland until 
a valiant naval tug managed to make its way out 
to the Campbell and towed her back to St. Johns, 
Newfoundland. Mr. Fischer painted the whole 
episode in a series of dramatic pictures which were 
reproduced in LIFE magazine. With the war’s 
end Mr. Fischer was retired with the honorary rank 
of Commander. 

Mr. Fischer was born in Munich, Germany in 
1882. He was orphaned at the age of five and at 
sixteen ran away to sea where he spent the next 
eight years on various types of ships all over the 
world. In 1906, with his savings of $750 he went 
to Paris and studied at the Julien Academy under 
Jean Paul Laurens for two years until his money 


gave out. Whereupon he returned to the United 
States and began his career as illustrator. He mar- 
ried the daughter of Adm. Sigsbee. 


James Kinns 


As soon as James Kinns was inducted into the 
the army his adventures began. This young man 
who had lived quietly with his wife and babies here 
in Woodstock suddenly found himself criss-crossing 
the United States from one training camp to an- 
other. In 1945 he was sent overseas as a member 
of the Signal corps and found himself in India 
where at first the masses of people in poverty de- 
pressed him. It was hard for him to understand 
the Hindu faith, one of the tenets of their religion 
being the veneration of all white cows, which 
nobody dared oppose and who had their own old 
age home where they were pastured in comfort. 
Even in one of Calcutta’s finest hotels when a white 
cow entered it was treated with respect as the staff 
gently persuaded it to leave. The monsoon came 
on while he was in India and he watched with 
amazement as two feet of rain fell within a few 
minutes, which the thirsty soil sucked up, and 
then within a day became powdery again. A slim 
Moslem boy, who might have been stunted from 
hunger rather than age, attached himself to Kinns 
and was determined to follow him to America. He 
did not get that far but he accompanied him on 
the Burma adventure. The boy had seen photo- 
graphs of a paradise which we call Wittenberg, 
Ulster County, N. Y. There were pictured Kinn’s 
wife and their home and, what astonished the boy 
most of all, was to see severa] automobiles belong- 
ing to Kinns and his in-laws. He tried to tell the 
Indian that he was just a workman but this made 
the boy even more convinced that everyone in 
America was a millionaire. When Kinns was sent 
to Burma the Indian boy sneaked aboard the trans- 
port and went along to serve him faithfully. 

In Burma Kinns found himself among many 
wonders and there were places with strange names 
which became familiar, such as Rangoon and Man- 
dalay and the Irrawaddy River, which he had never 
expected to see. He was put to work driving a 
supply truck over the Burma Road and he recalls 
the magnificent mountains, the flamboyant sunséts 
and the gorges dropping a mile or two below the 
road. Sometimes they drove eleven or twelve thou- 
sand feet high where it was cold when their convoy 
stopped to eat but they were not allowed to build 
fires; therefore he devised a rack close to the man- 
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ifold of the engine where he stowed the cans of 
daily food. When he was ready to eat he had only 
to open a can to have hot chow. The other drivers 
were surprised to see him eating warm food and 
soon he was requested to fit up dozens of similar 
racks for other trucks. There would be as many 
as 370 vehicles in a convoy and they were not 
allowed to travel in groups of less than six because 
bandits were likely to attack smaller units. Radio 
trucks were distributed along the convoy to keep 
them advised of danger spots. There were also 
pockets of Japanese guerillas to be encountered at 
such places as Myitkyina, Bhamo or Poashan— 
strange names to be remembered by the young 
man. 

They were carrying military supplies and _per- 
sonnel for General Terry’s army in China. At 
Kunming warehouses were filled with supplies 
guarded by native police who were watched by the 
half-starved population ready to steal whenever 
there was opportunity. If the thieves were caught 
they were hastily judged guilty or not guilty; if it 
was the former verdict they were shot, otherwise 
they were freed. There were no prison sentences 
because this would have meant feeding them and 
the prisons would have been submerged by thou- 
sands of applicants. Jimmie Kinns drove his truck 
over the Lido, the Stilwell and the Burma Roads 
and an extension in China known as the West 
Road which ran from Kunming to Kweiyang and 
on to Chungkin. In some places the road was so 
narrow it did not provide enough track space for 
the multiple tires on their huge vehicles and the 
outer treads might have to hang over a precipice. 
He had photographs of one such place which 
showed a lake far beneath the road. They would 
frequently encounter remnants of the Chinese First 
Army in groups of fifty or one hundred who were 
trudging their way to homes thousands of miles 
away near Shanghai. They had been boys when 
they had been inducted in 1933 and had been 
pushed back and back into the southern provinces. 
Those who survived the fighting, starvation and 
cholera now looked like old men as they crept 
northward. 

Among the photographs Kinns took are ones 
of a monastery in the mountains of Burma with 
a Temple of One Thousand Gods. It is a beauti- 
ful building with roofs which curve upward at their 
base, seen behind a lotus pool, with high mountains 
forming the background. He told of the many-hued 
lillies in the pool, of the two twenty feet high 


144 


statues of gods which are pictured in terrifying as- 
pect on the portico. Perhaps they were placed there 
to exorcise evil spirits from entering the temple. 
There was a monk who spoke English and _ told 
them a wooden carp, at which they looked, had been 
carved a thousand years before. Centuries of med- 
itation seemed to hang above the temple even as 
the ten-ton trucks rushed noisily by on the new 
road. But to Kinns a year in the Orient seemed 
a long time, and he was glad when he was ordered 
home. 

There were three wars progressing in China. 
The Nationalists were fighting the Communists; the 
Japanese had a war still going with the Chinese; 
and the Americans were fighting the Japanese. One 
of the last photographs Kinns took was of some of 
the fifteen thousand trucks they left behind and 
he would never know who benefited from them. 
He was sent back via the Suez Canal and the 
Mediterranean but fortunately they stopped in 
India where he parted with the young Moslem 
lad. It was winter and they had joined the aircraft 
carrier Essex to cross the North Atlantic when they 
encountered a terrible storm. It severely damaged 
the Essex and their prow was bashed in, leaving a 
hole wide enough for several trucks to have driven 
through, but they finally made their port in the 
United States. 


Robert Carlson 


Robert Carlson was brought up in Woodstock, 
being one of the three sons of the well-known land- 
scape painter John Carlson. When the United 
States entered the war he was a member of New 
York’s famous Squadron A which became a Cav- 
alry Tank Unit and was absorbed by the regular 
army. After Officers Training Carlson was assigned 
to the 635th Tank Destroyer Battalion and as 
First Lieutenant was sent to England preparatory 
to the Overlord Invasion. It is thirteen years since 
Bob Carlson rode his armored car onto Omaha Beach 
with his guitar tied on top; and now he is not sure 
exactly when it was although he thinks it was with 
the second or third wave of troops. His battalion 
had previously been given a map of the landing 
area to study and while waiting to board the trans- 
port he had busied himself making a relief map of 
that spot of the Normandy coast line. It was dark 
when their ship approached France and the officer 
in command was uncertain regarding the location 
of Omaha Beach and used Carlson’s contour map 
showing the exact outline of the bluff to steer by. 


They did not have a bad time climbing the 
escarpment because the enemy batteries had al- 
ready been silenced and after assembling their bat- 
talion they camped in a hedgerow about a half mile 
back from the beach. It was while they were 
waiting for the next move that Carlson recalls an 
incident of seeing some French “characters”, as he 
called them, come from a nearby farm, driving a 
donkey on which were two paniers holding jugs of 
champagne cider. Ignoring the danger of their 
exposed route they toured the entire field, giving 
long drinks to each man in each unit hidden in the 
bocage. Other French people brought them gifts 
of eggs and milk and showed their gratitude to the 
Americans. It surprised Carlson to see in the midst 
of the battleground which extended for miles the 
farmers going about their daily chores. There were 
rumors of German agents left behind who tele- 
phoned their positions to the enemy but this he 
could not verify. During their next advance with 
the First Division the 635th was constantly under 
fire and every night they would sleep in a trench 
covered with a camouflage of shrubs. 

One dawn they awoke to the sound of enemy 
planes circling their position and to their dismay 
found that the Normandy cows had eaten their 
camouflage. In a letter to his parents Bob des- 
cribes their advance across France as following 
roughly the route he and his older brother had 
taken a few years previously on a bicycle trip, but 
time and the war had changed the aspect of the 
places he remembered. He and another officer went 
ahead of their T. D. Co. to choose sites for guns 
in preparation for possible counterattacks. He felt 
like a pawn on a chess board but realized he was 
very lucky to be alive. As an example of his for- 
tune he described a night before they were to 
start on a “drive forward. He decided to change 
the position of their armored car and his foxhole to 
be nearer to the command post so he would be the 
German 
planes roared overhead dropping bombs, and the 
spot where he would have been before the move 
received a direct hit. His guitar also survived and 
everywhere they went whenever there was an op- 
portunity Bob played and sang as he had done all 
his life. 

When asked if he had any dealings with the 
underground Carlson remembers an incident when, 
in the middle of the night, a little Renault full of 
men woke them out of sleep to ask for help in 


first to know when orders came to start. 


capturing a group of Storm Troopers who were 
holed-up on a farm in no-man’s-land. The Ger- 
mans were reported to be sleeping in the house 
and every morning hiding in the nearby forest. His 
commanding officer gave orders for Carlson to 
lead a platoon in two armored cars to help the civi- 
lians and off they started with the Renault leading. 
As they were passing through the American lines 
they were fired upon until they succeeded in estab- 
lishing their identity and were allowed to go 
through, but now the little car went last. They pro- 
ceeded to a house where they picked up a man who 
was familiar with the farm where the Germans had 
been hiding. He told them there was a dog on 
the premises and they would have to be very careful 
not to arouse him. When they reached the place 
the men were deployed to sneak in a circle around 
the house while one of the armored cars took up a 
strategic position hidden near the gate and they all 
waited for the dawn. At daylight a girl emerged 
from the gate and they grabbed her before she 
could shout a warning. They kept her prisoner for 
a couple of hours although no Germans appeared. 
The girl told them the soldiers had left two days 
before and finally they decided she was telling the 
truth, but before they entered they sent a volley 
of shells into the roof of the house. This set the 
house afire, which Carlson said he regretted doing 
because it was an attractive group of buildings; but 
he does not think it was destroyed. They proceeded 
to search the premises thoroughly and, although 
they did not find any Germans, they discovered an 
escaped American aviator hiding in the hay loft 
who was very pleasel to be rescued. The band of 
soldiers returned to their base without capturing 
any Storm Troopers but with a grateful GI. 
Carlson’s battalion went a short distance into 
Germany and it was there he experienced the 
most comfortable living of the campaign. For sev- 
eral peaceful evenings the men were invited into 
a farm cottage owned by an old woman who had 
a daughter, and a cow named Luna. There it was 
warm and they could play games or write at a 
table. The woman gave them milk to drink and 
for these soldiers it was a wonderful interlude be- 
tween battles. They were sufficiently relaxed to 
enjoy the comic events of the day, such as the 
rooster they called Herman who did a perfect goose 
step and they’d “count cadence” for him to march 
by. Carlson felt badly when a time came for him 
to turn the old woman out to be doubled up with 
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her neighbors so that other soldiers could occupy 
her cottage. It was not long before the direction 
of the war changed, but he never forgot the wo- 
man’s kindness. 

They had occupied a hill to relieve some battle- 
weary boys. There they received orders to fight 
their way to yet another hill which was accom- 
plished with the aid of tanks and only a couple 
of casualties, but the Germans poured into the 
small valley between the two hills and their bat- 
talion was ordered to pull out. They received or- 
ders to withdraw to a position deep in the Hurtgen 
Forest and from there they retreated back to 
Belgium. His platoon was put into the reserves 
as they had been taking a beating. This was the 
time of the Ardennes breakthrough when Carlson’s 
friend, John Faggi, was wounded in the Hurtgen 
Forest, and another Woodstock boy, Charles Carn- 
right, lost his life with Patton’s army in the with- 
drawal behind Metz. The German army com- 
pletely surrounded a town name Bastogne on an im- 
portant crossroad where another Woodstocker, 
Aubrey Milne, was fighting with the 101st Para- 
troop Division. 

After a rest period Carlson’s batallion was 
assigned to join fresh troops of the 71st Infantry 
to go with them into the next engagement. In 
his letters home he could not describe the battles 
but he did tell of the endless rain of the European 
winter and the cold. Their clothes were never dry 
and they had to ignore the discomforts, but he 
survived as did his guitar. In Germany he was 
able to have a wooden box made to cover the in- 
strument which he calls “the juke.” In describ- 
ing the men of his group he tells of the Indian 
driver who was by nature lazy but who, when 
needed, was always on the spot; of their machine 
gunner who had a talent for picking rumors and 
passing them on; their radio man was a farmer 
and another gunner was a Philipino and a dead- 
eye shot . But in the whole platoon there were only 
two men who were even remotely interested when 
he played, whether it were classical music or jazz, 
therefore he subdued his music. In the old days 
of the Cavalry, when he played the men gathered 
around him, hungry to join in the singing or to 
listen, but these soldiers were deaf to music even 
when it might well have eased their boredom for 
the war was almost over except for the waiting. 
As for Bob, he couldn’t have lived without his 
music. 
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Letter from Jean Barrere 


(Jean Barrere belongs on the Maverick in 
Woodstock where he spent all his summers in his 
parents’ home. His father, Georges Barrere, was 
the famous flute player.) 

“First I went to Africa—Casa, Oran, Algiers, 
Bizerte, Tunis, etc., etc. From there I was sent to 
Italy where I remained for a while doing what I 
considered silly work. Perhaps not silly but not 
quite as important a work as I wanted to be doing. 
The main thing in this job which was at all attrac- 
tive to me was the fact that it permitted me the 
opportunity of travelling a great deal. I went to 
Corsica, Sardinia, Sicily, and all over part of 
southern Italy. 

“After a couple of months in this capacity I 
‘worked a deal’ and got myself transferred to an- 
other organization. It was rather a unique one at 
that — it was a signal detachment which had 
served with the French Corps Expeditionnaire 
Francais through the African and Southern Italian 
Campaign. We went to France—entering at St. 
Raphael and became members of the Ist Airborne 
Task Force. We remained there with them for 
three months on what was called the ‘Champaign 
Campaign’ front which stretched from Menton to 
Grenoble. Our job was to hold the Germans in 
Italy so that when General Clark and his Fifth 
Army came up from the south they would be bottle- 
necked there. We did a lot of liaison work with 
the FFI and the Maquis in the Maritime Alps 
around Barcelonette and Briancon, ete. My activi- 
ties consisted mainly of maintaining wire communi- 
cations for the Task Force and also for the French 
—our ‘materiel formidable!’ was just a little too 
complicated for the average maquisard to cope 
with. 

“IT utilized the P.T.T. (Postes Telephone et 
Telegraphes) facilities a great deal—in fact did 
quite a lot of work renovating their systems for our 
use. I only had thirteen men with which to do 
this work but fortunately they had mostly all been 
associated with the Bell Telephone Company, and 
with the cooperation of the French linemen we did 
what I consider a.very efficient job. The Task Force 
was relieved by the 44th Brigade at the end of 
three months and fortunately for us we remained 
with them. Our work was the same and went on 
until March of ’45. 

“It was the most amusing front one could really 
be on—for instance, one could sit on the terrace of 


the hotel at Monte Carlo sipping dry martinis and 
watch the shells from the artillery which was behind 
us in and around Nice sailing over our heads. The 
PT boats in the bay could be seen firing shells into 
the hills around Vintimiglia and Menton where the 
Germans sat and looked down our throats. 

“T might also add as a sidelight that we had 
with us, when the Brigade took over, the 442nd Inf. 
Regiment—that wonderful bunch of American- 
Japanese. Really, it’s a shame when one reads 
some of the things they are subjected to on the 
Coast in this country—they were just about the 
best soldiers I have encountered anywhere. 

“Then in March they took our little detach- 
ment and brought us up to Vittel. They kept our 
outfit around Sixth Army Group headquarters but 
fortunately my thirteen men and myself were placed 
on Detached Service. We would go beetling off 
into the various outfits scattered out for a few 
weeks at a time, keeping in their wire or putting in 
switchboards and all that sort of thing—first into 
Alsace and then into Germany, entering at Saar- 
brucken, Kaiserlautern, Worms, Darmstadt, Lud- 
wigshaven, Mannheim, Heidelberg, Kaufburen, Ulm 
and down towards Nurnberg and Munich. At this 
point the war in Europe ended. 

“A few weeks later we found our little band 
in a staging area in Rheims awaiting shipping 
someplace? However, from the cholera shots and 
the sun-tanned helmets we were being issued it was 
obvious to even the meanest of intelligences that it 
was not USA bound. Fish heads not agreeing with 
me, plus the fact that I had not yet seen ‘la ville 
lumiere’, prompted me to pull another ‘deal’. I got 
myself transferred to a Signal Photographic Bat- 
talion which was stationed in Paris and so in the 
beginning of June I bade my fellows farewell in 
Rheims and went on my way to Paris. It so hap- 
pened that if I had stayed with my outfit I would 
have gotten home a great deal sooner than I did, 
as they started out for the Pacific and en route 
the war ended there and the ship turned around and 
headed for the United States. 

“However, I did not regret my decision in the 
least because it offered me probably the most inter- 
esting four and a half months that I spent in 
Europe throughout the whole war. I sat around 
in Paris not doing much of anything—taking care 
of administrative details for the Battalion for a 
while — and suddenly the executive officer called me 
in and asked me if I would like to go out on an 
extended trip of Europe with a motion picture crew 


which was going to make a film for the War Dept. 
It sounded interesting and I volunteered my services. 
It was to be for three months but I had the assur- 
ance that as soon as this mission was completed I 
would be able to come home almost immediately. 

“And so I started out with this crew making 
this picture. The picture was being made at the 
request of Governor Lehman to show the destruc- 
tion that had been caused by the war in Europe 
and to show what was being done about it (i.e. 
UNRRA). The writer and director of the picture 
seized this opportunity to show in the film also 
the German plan of systematically weakening the 
neighboring nations to such an extent that in an- 
other twenty-five years they will still be the strong- 
est nation in Europe and will be able to again try 
their plans for world domination—a fact which 
unfortunately not enough people are aware of and 
something which I thoroughly believe to be true. 

“So we left Paris and off we went. Here fol- 
lows the itinerary: Normandy, all Belgium, most 
of Holland, straight to Berlin, then down the Rhine 
to Nurnberg, Munich, across to Pilzen, then 
Prague and environs, then down through Linz to 
Vienna, south across the Yugoslav border to Bel- 
grade. Then by plane to Athens, across by plane 
to Naples where our vehicles rejoined us, north to 
Rome, Florence, Leghorn, the Italian Riviera, the 
French Riviera to Marseille, then up La Cote d’or 
to Lyons, Dijon, and then back to Paris. Quite a 
little tour, what? 

“And those damned jeeps—if I never see one 
again I shall be very happy—after bouncing along 
in one for eleven thousand miles the lower regions 
of one’s anatomy become very, very sensitive. Ob- 
viously I cannot go into detail as to the many, 
many experiences we met up with on this trip — 
someday perhaps I'll write a book on this myself. 
They are far too numerous. 

“However, in general I can say that we went 
into each country looking for the worst possible 
conditions that existed in that country in order 
to photograph it and I have never dreamed that 
so much misery and want could exist. You have 
to see it really to appreciate it. As for UNRRA— 
a great deal is said pro and con and as the world 
of today is prone to indulge in what I consider 
that gravest of sins — generalizing — you cannot 
judge really the good, or the bad, in UNRRA unless 
you see it for yourself. Myself, I feel this way: 
if all UNRRA did was to give one can of milk to 
one starving European child a year I would still 
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consider it worth while. This of course is a ridic- 
ulous example, however I believe it conveys what 
I mean. 


“The people of UNRRA seem to me to consist of 
three distinct types: those who are there simply to get 
a free tour of the world; those who have been over- 
seas and who are bored with conditions over there 
and who have taken jobs with UNRRA because 
they have nothing else in view; and thirdly, that 
minority, as in all organizations, which really try 
to do a good honest job. Oh, there are many people 
who are sincere welfare workers and do their best. 
Unfortunately they sometimes are swamped by the 
uninterested and incompetent surrounding them, but 
as a whole UNRRA is a very important and worthy 
enterprise; also the fact that idealistically it is the 
way the world should be run—think of it, forty- 
seven nations all contributing to a cause and work- 
ing together. Of course it can’t go without hitches 
and of course incompetents infilter into its ranks — 
with such a young organization it is inevitable—but 
be that as it may, the vast good and the relief that 
UNRRA brings to the millions suffering throughout 
the world far outweigh its many faults. 

“Now which of all these countries do I believe 
to be the most destroyed and the one which will take 
longest to get back to normal? It is without the 
slightest shadow of a doubt ‘La Pauvre France.’ 
Why? For numerous reasons. First of all, one fact 
which many people do not see, is that France had a 
terrible time during the last war and is still suffer- 
ing from it, to say nothing of this one. It lost a 
lot; the men and women who are supposed to be the 
leaders of France today were most of them the ‘war 
kids’ of the last war. 

“Then, too, the German occupation of France 
was a masterpiece of organization and it went on for 
a long time—four years. All those who resisted and 
were caught were deported to concentration camps. 
All the leaders of the country—the writers, the 
doctors, the priests were Sent away; the farms were 
then systematically pillaged; the farm equipment 
shipped off to Germany or wantonly destroyed— 
and then malnutrition. The people, to coin a phrase, 
were ‘devitaminized’ and when your system is lack- 
ing in the necessary amount of corpuscles and cal- 
ories, etc., a lethargy sets in which takes a long time 
to get over. 

“It was considered patriotic to be dishonest 
during the occupation and that is another thing one 
does not get over immediately. I don’t say the 
French are dishonest, no, not that, but instead of 


148 


squarely attacking a thing they have a great ten- 
dency to get at what they want by circumventing 
it—in other word, ‘se derouiller.’ It’s as if a great 


fat slug had settled itself over all of France and the. 


people are going to have to do a lot of pushing to get 
out from under. This same thing happened in all 
other countries — yes, but still and all not to the 
extent that it did in France. 


“The Frenchmen also has several characteris- 
tics which are not so prevalent in other countries 
which permitted the German plan to take hold. He 
is “Tres rouspetteur’; in other words, he loves to kick 
—if something goes wrong he will sit and kick about 
it for an hour before doing anything about it; sec- 
ondly, the little Frenchman has a genius for compli- 
cations. Both of these characteristics were like an- 
tennas and without realizing it permitted the Ger- 
man-wrought disruption to take a very firm hold. 
I could go on in this vein at great length but I think 
it’s unnecessary as I am sure you see what I mean. 


“The worst thing in Europe on the whole is the 
situation which the kids are in. Many times as I 
would find myself among a group of children and 
could see their thin faces, their swollen bellies, 
rickety legs and thin wrists, I asked myself, ‘Is this 
the face of the future?’ Well, if it is, something had 
damned well better be done about it and quickly too. 

“At the conclusion of this trip I was on I went 
to Southampton from where I sailed for America, 
coming across on the USS Aircraft Carrier ‘Enter- 
prise’ which made the crossing in five days. A few 
weeks later I was discharged from the army as a 
Captain and there ends a rather long interruption in 
my life. 

“My only hope is if I have any children that 
this same thing should not happen to them. Unfor- 
tunately we see things going on, in our country and 
abroad, which don’t make for a very bright future. 
I may have a prejudiced viewpoint but it seems to 
me the same old cliques are working again to set the 
world in chaos. I’m afraid the Wheelers and Tafts 
and Nyes are not satisfied yet. 

“One rather amusing incident happened to me 
after I was in Paris and before I started on this long 
trip making the film I told you about. I received 
a cable from General Tobin who was the Command- 
ing General of the outfit I was with on the Maritime 
Alps front, telling me to come down to Berchtesga- 
den, where the Brigade was then, to receive a deco- 
ration for services rendered during the Southern 
France Campaign. I hopped a plane and went down 
there and found that the French Government had 
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decided that I should receive the Croix de Guerre 
for my activities with them while we were down 
there. 

“A strange thing existed however—I have to 
go back about seven or eight years. A person born 
of French parents in this country, whether his par- 
ents are citizens or not, has to, when he comes of 
age, go to the French Consul and state whether he 
wants to be a Frenchman or an American. No mat- 
ter where you are born, if it is of French parents, 
in the eyes of the French Government you are con- 
sidered as a French citizen unless you go through 
this administrative formality of saying that you do 
not chose to be a French citizen. Well, I didn’t 
know about this and when I came of age failed to 
do so. 

“Alright—one fine day before we got into the 
war I received a card from the French Consul telling 
me to pack my bags and go and join such and such 
a division in Martinque. Well, I beetled down to 
the Consulate and said, “Look, boys, there must be 
some mistake.’ ‘Non, non, Monsieur,’ they replied 
and then explained this business which I have out- 
lined above. Well I was happily submerged in ‘Life 
with Father’ and had no intentions of going to Mar- 
tinique or any place else with the French army. 
Alright—I was declared a deserter and told that I 
could never go back to France, etc., etc., etc. 

“Well, now we switch back to where I get the 
telegram from General Tobin. I go to Berchtesgaden 
and in a very beautiful setting on the shores of the 
Hinter See, with much flourishing and kissings on 
cheek by the French General, and a very spit and 
polish military ceremony I am given the Croix de 
Guerre. After the ceremony I am at a party at 
General Tobin’s quarters where the French General 
was holding forth also. I went up to him and said, 
‘Mon General, do you know that you have probably 
committed the gravest error of your whole military 
career?’ With a look of terror he looks and me and 
says, ‘Que voulex-vous dire?’ To which I replied, 
“You have just given the Croix de Guerre to a deser- 
ter. Since I have come home I haven’t been to the 
Consulate to see what situation I am now in but 
somehow or other I feel that it will get straightened 
out. 

“T hope I haven’t bored you with my ramblings 
and hope that I have been able to be of some 
assistance to you. I shall probably be in Woodstock 
next week-end or the one after and will take the 
liberty of looking in on you. If there is anything | 
can do for you kindly let me know and I am at your 
service.” 


Paratrooper Pfc. Peter Carlson’s Story 


It takes the Army a mere four weeks to make 
a parachutist out of a civilian. He may not be 
experienced at the end of this month, but he has 
accomplished the primary purpose of his training. 
He has jumped from a plane in flight by means of 
a parachute. 

There are four phases of training. The men 
spend a great deal of time in a Mock Plane. In the 
plane they learn jump procedure and the proper 
means of leaving the plane quickly, but safely. Dur- 
ing a real jump, 24 men can clear a plane in 10 
seconds without mishap. A man now becomes fully 
aware of what he is training to do, hence, if any men 
are thinking about quitting, they usually wash out 
at this point. 

The last stage is mostly a pleasure because the 
men are dropped from 250 foot towers in open 
*chutes, and float gently to the ground. These tow- 
ers are precisely the same as the one used at the 
World’s Fair. 

On the eve before the first jump, each student 
packs two parachutes. Since he himself must jump 
both of these, he takes great care in packing them. 
He dampens both ’chutes with the perspiration from 
his streaming brow ere he is fully satisfied that both 
have an excellent chance of opening properly. 


At 7:30 P. M. everybody is in bed. There are 
a few who doze fitfully, but the majority lie on their 
backs chain smoking, listening for a board to creak, 
and wondering if their ’chutes will work okay. The 
usual train of thought about this time starts work- 
ing: “Wonder what’s on the menu for dinner to- 
morrow, and for crying out loud, will I be here to 
partake of the same? — Joe, your bitterest enemy. 
Darn nice guy. Too bad we don’t hit it off better 
together. Heck, I didn’t really have my heart in it 
when I placed cigar ashes in his beer the other night. 
I didn’t think it would make him sick—much. Yeah, 
I'll have to see Joe tomorrow and square things.” 

That’s only one sin. By 11 P. M. all past mal- 
doings have swarmed to the fore, and our student 
finds his pillow soaking wet. Suddenly this miser- 
able train of thought is snapped by a piercing scream 
from the far end of the barracks. Nightmares? And 
how! This new character whom I shall call the Vic- 
tim, starts to splutter: “No, you can’t make me do 
it! The air is too loose. Stay away from me [ tell 
ya—Eeee-ahhhh-a!” At this point our victim awa- 
kens. He knows he is shot for the night, so he 
joins the chain smoking group who appear to be 
on the verge of bursting into flame. 
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At 6:30 our victim finds himself in the mess 
hall trying to follow good advice by attempting a 
hearty breakfast. It takes all the intestinal fortitude 
he can muster to even so much as stir a cup of black 
coffee. He lights a Camel. Good for the nerves, if 
he remembers the slogan correctly. He looks lov- 
ingly around him. Today the mess hall looks un- 
usually cozy. He firmly believes he could sit there 
for all eternity drinking coffee and smoking Camels. 
His reverie is interrupted as the purring voice of 
the Mess Sgt. reaches his ears: “Where y’all think you 
is, at home?” Our victim is fully aware that he is 
not at home, but at Ft. Benning, Ga., and that he 
is on the verge of committing himself to someone or 
something. At 7:30 A. M. a grim, but determined, 
formation of men sets out for the airfield. Their 
heavy, plodding steps stir up strange, hollow echoes 
among the barracks along the road. Presently, 
through the chilly morning air comes a spine-tingling 
roar. Planes warming up. Our victim strains his 
20/20 orbs, and can barely make out the bulky 
shapes of the C-47s roaring into take-off position. 

Upon reaching the hangars, little time is wasted 
as ‘chutes are drawn and fitted. The men rush 
furiously about checking one another. An instructor 
blows a whistle, and the men line up according to 
their plane rosters and move out on the tarmac to 
load up. Our victim finds himself scrambling through 
the door of a plane named “Come Back”. He de- 
cides that he is going to make one gigantic effort 
to do just that. Strange that “Come Back” is the 
lead plane. Or is it? Our victim draws the brilliant 
conclusion that someone has planned it this way so 
as to eliminate him first. A personal grudge, perhaps. 

“Come Back” idles gently into position, then 
suddenly starts to vibrate and scream, for mercy, 
as the pilot gives her the full throttle. “Come 
Back” sails down the cement at 100 M.P.H. and 
the ground falls away. A seemingly nerveless char- 
acter opposite our victim screams, “We’re airborne.” 
Two minutes pass. “Come Back” is clawing for 
altitude. Our boy is smart enough to know that 
he must be well upstairs by this time. He must take 
just one quick look at the ground. He tries to 
glance briefly but finds himself freezing. Prema- 
ture Rigor Mortis sets in and his eyes bulge slightly 
beyond the bridge of his nose. Terra firma it is, 
but so far away. The view makes him think of 
the quilt on his bed at home. 

Our victim turns from the window to gaze at 
his buddies across the aisle. He is proud to be part 
of them even if they do look a bit sick. 

The jumpmaster who has been peering out the 
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door turns and screams to be heard above the roar 
of the motors: “First stick, stand up and hook up! 
Check your equipment.” The 12 men follow his 
commands like a group of robots. “Stand in the 
door!” The men push forward, not too enthusiastic- 
ally, but forward nonetheless. “Go!” A short shuf- 
fling of feet, and one side of the plane is vacant. 
The plane leaps into a steep left turn and in a 
matter of seconds is back over the DZ. The jump- 
master shouts again, and our victim hooks up and 
stands numbly by. He must make good. To make 
sure, he turns to the grim, helmeted giant behind 
him. “Give me a big kick if I hesitate.” The giant 
nods. “Go!” The line rushes toward the door, and 
before our victim has time to think the matter over, 
he is standing in the door. Above the roar, he hears 
the Sgt. cursing him up and down. He sticks an 
experimental foot out the door, and is sucked into 
space. 

The prop blast whistles and whines in his hel- 
met. He sees sky and ground alternately, but has 
no sensation of falling. Wham! A terrific jerk all 
but tears his shoulders from his body, and then 
stars, thousands of them. Next he sees an unsur- 
passable view of the country for miles around. He 
finds himself babbling his thanks to God for sparing 
him, and he has never been happier in all his life. 

In approximately 9 seconds our victim hits the 
ground and tumbles in his silk. In spite of its ter- 
rifying aspects, jumping is very safe. A ’chute 
may be counted on 99 times out of 100. 

I am not qualified to say anything about com- 
bat jumping, but I have gone through the stages 
leading to one. Our outfit was alerted several times 
while we were at Amiens, France. On each occa- 
sion, the mission was cancelled. This alone is enough 
to wear a man’s nerves to a frazzle. We could have 
dropped on any point in Germany within an hour, 
and knowledge of the fact made it utterly impos- 
sible to lead a normal life. The general feeling among 
the fellows was, “Hell, let’s get up there and get it 
over with! We gotta die someday.” 


Richard Crane 


Richard Crane has given me a well written 
account of his experiences in the 1943 invasion of 
Europe. Unfortunately it is too long to include all 
of it. The Normandy landing and a large part of the 
Seine crossing are included. I regret that the section 
on the fighting along the Southern Bulge has had 
to be omitted because it was there Crane received 
the silver star for gallantry. 

He begins his account with a description of the 


army waiting in England. At last the marshalling 
orders come for D day. These the men received in 
silent awe and relief because “. . . there could be no 
end to the conquest without a beginning.” 


A Replacement on The Beachhead 


In a few days our orders came, taking us to 
Plymouth. We had seen bombed cities, but this 
was in a different category altogether. It was de- 
vastation and annihilation, it was utter, it was the 
end. Here we stayed a few days more. The night 
of June eleventh we were trucked in blackout to 
Weymouth, where we boarded a steamer. When day 
broke, the coast of Normandy was in sight, with 
long lines of ships moving towards it ahead of us. 
Two explosions shook the vessel from bow to stern. 
By public announcement we were informed that they 
were only depth charges, with nothing to fear. Only 
depth charges? Do they drop such things for the fun 
of it? However, nothing further developed as we 
crept closer to the shore. The S. S. Nevada was 
duelling with a German gun on shore, which seemed 
to be on underground tracks, coming up at several 
distinct places to fire. The hulls of many vessels 
dotted the bay, ships that would sail no more. Ac- 
tivity was seen more clearly now: engineers at work 
on shore, amphibious vehicles taking on loads from 
the ships, ploughing through the light surf, and rol- 
ling away over the hills. Finally it was our turn to 
go over the side and down into the landing craft. 

As we neared the beach, a hundred thoughts 
passed in a strangely leisurely manner through my 
consciousness. I was in the prow and would be first 
off. Our arms were loaded. “The wind stood fair for 
the Coast of France”; was this from Campbell’s 
Ballad of Agincourt? 

What lay over the hill rising from the beach? 
We stopped; the pilot let down the gates forming 
the prow. “It is only a few feet deep here,” was 
all he said. I stood a moment that seemed an 
hour, and then stepped into the cold water, nearly to 
my hips, pistol in hand. Walking quickly to shore, 
I arrived well ahead of the others. While waiting 
I looked about me. A few canvases covered ob- 
jects, very still, almost formless. Partially out of 
a hole in the bank ahead was one of those nasty 
little robot tanks, like a huge fabulous beetle. I 
shuddered. It had been stopped before it could do 
any damage. As far as one could see, all about, the 
land was blasted, torn and burnt, as if cursed and 
withered by the gods. It was strangely silent. So 
were the soldiers at work, dirty, grim, and haggard. 
A knapsack lay to one side, the pitifully few personal 


effects scattered about. Whose was it? But what 
difference did that make? It was one of those “cross 
sections” of war, of the men who fight. “Let’s go,” 
quietly came from the lieutenant. 

Up over the bank and along a road of heavy 
iron latticework, still under construction, we went. 
The lieutenant left us to determine the route, so 
we fell into conversation with some engineers. They 
told us that occasionally the enemy strafed and 
bombed the beach. Nobody would ever know what 
we owed the initial assailants, the paratroopers and 
amphibious forces. The Germans had been unspeak- 
ably cruel, and we had retaliated in kind. Bands of 
airborne troops still roamed about, sometimes for- 
cibly taking German prisoners away from the mili- 
tary police and killing them. Such was the psycho- 
logical effect of the first onslaught. German snipers 
were still abroad in the vicinity, and we still were 
within range of roving enemy artillery-pieces. The 
land had been thoroughly mined by “slave labor”, 
but the engineers had found that frequently the 
mines were unfused. Investigation among the na- 
tives revealed that the harmless fields had been 
laid by Russians, so that it soon became standard 
procedure first to determine whether a field had 
been laid by them, and if so, forthwith to declare it 
safe. Our lieutenant returned to take us farther along 
the road; then we halted again near an extensive 
group of repair shops. A sudden embarrassed hush 
fell, and as I circumvented an officer with his back 
to me, I caught a glimpse of his profile. He was 
interestedly watching the work, now and again ask- 
ing questions of the men and passing occasional re- 
marks to a naval officer with him. His bearing was 
modest, and something about his shoulders indicated 
books and a desk: the thinker, the planner. Yes, it 
was he, it was Gen. Eisenhower, on the beachhead 
with us in the hour of determination. Presently, 
another officer joined the pair and they departed. 
The last was Gen. Bradley and the naval officer, 
Admiral King. They were with us now, they would 
not be far from us tonight, I thought, as we were 
ordered to be sure that ammunition was in our 
chambers and to start inland. 

The road led along hedgerows and ditches. Now 
and then small groups of natives passed us. Where 
did they live? What did they eat? We invited them 
to share our rations, which they did diffidently, say- 
ing that as yet our supply system could not be well 
established and we might need the food more than 
we thought later. Always they told us the same 
thing, that they had waited four years for us to 
come. They seemed quietly happy, as if a great 
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weight had been lifted from them, but we were still 
insecure and, though they never said it, they must 
have realized what vindictive vengeance they would 
suffer if we were unseated. We passed on up 
through Ste. Marie du Mont, where a Nazi priest 
had machined-gunned our troops from a church 
tower. The town was a shambles, our first sight of 
the fury that was our air force, the whirlwind of 
destruction, of fire and concussion, that was sweep- 
ing the whole land, from Normandy to Alsace. In the 
countryside again, we passed a farm, where a little 
girl stood watching us, envying our trench knives and 
carbines. There was written in her face and on her 
body what could never be set on paper. Here was 
reason enough for at least one soldier to fight. Could 
there be as many like her as there were soldiers? 
At last we found our bivouac: just a field, with 
ditches under the bordering hedges in which to 
sleep, and a few wrecked gliders, one of which 
became the kitchen, another the command post. 
Here I stayed a month, awaiting assignment. Raining 
daily, these ditches in which we lived were lined 
with muddy slime. The supply problem, however 
difficult, was solved, and I was amazed at how much 
we were apportioned. Every few days men would 
go out, but always more came in, until many neigh- 
boring fields were full of replacements. At night 
the military police could be heard, exchanging shots 
with enemy snipers. Once they captured the French 
wife of a German officer, who had shot eighteen 
Americans. At night, too, Germans were up, strafing 
and bombing us, dropping flares which turned the 
dark into ghastly day, and made you want to shrink 
into nothingness. Our anti-craft guns were active, 
with their lurid red “flak”. By day, transports 
wheeled like buzzards, parachutes drifting down like 
dandelion seeds. British Spitfires, like huge dragon- 
flies, and our Thunderbolts, like pidgeons, raced 
overhead with their bomb loads. Big bombers also 
passed again and again on their way to Cherbourg 
and inland. At first, light artillery could be heard, 
moving off as the days passed; then the medium, 
and finally the ground was rocked with the firing 
of heavy pieces; then these grew faint, too, as our 
lines advanced. The officer of the guard told us one 
day that our forces had finally cut off the peninsula; 
it had taken a desperate, hard, final push, but 
now one more wall had been reared against the 
Germans’ drive to repell us. News was sketchy and 
oral, but we knew, from the bombers’ flights, when 
the attack on Cherbourg started, when ours were 
withdrawn to give the air force free play again, and 
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when the second assault, which brought success, was 
launched. 

Then all efforts were turned to the south, and 
soon it was my turn to leave for the 79th Division, 
whose insignia was the Cross of Lorraine. I thought 
of posters that I had printed in civilian life for 
the de Gaulle movement. It was Bastille Day, and 
the people were decorating soldiers’ graves in the 
little cemetery. They brought us butter, eggs, and 
wine. My French surprised me; they could not be- 
lieve that I was not at least Canadian. I had heard 
of physicians falling back on Latin at international 
medical conventions, but never, never, did I ever 
expect to hear that language used myself. Yet here 
it happned: A French boy and an American soldier 
talking together in the classic tongue! 


An Artilleryman At The Seine Bridgehead 


Our observation post overlooked the town of 
Mantes-Gassicourt. Occasional French people 
passed back and forth across the river, which the 
Germans were planning to use as part of a stabi- 
lized front-line. The natives pointed out some of 
their comrades laying wreaths on the grave of a 
British aviator near the bank; the enemy had drawn 
back from the verge, and numbered only a holding 
garrison. An observation plane was gliding over a 
hill to one side of the town. Suddenly a German 
anti aircraft gun fired. We plotted its position and 
reported it. The plane dived under the flak and 
returned to our lines. Our artillery began firing: 
what a hornet’s nest was uncovered! The hillside 
was suddenly alive with Germans retreating into the 
woods above; this was more than just a gun position. 
So we shelled it, and the woods above. The French 
told us where the German artillery was, and we 
shelled that, too. They told us more: the enemy were 
sending up two divisions. It would be a week be- 
fore our armor was due, but the decision was made: 
we were to cross and hold the bend in the river 
against all comers without armor, since that would 
be easier than dislodging a couple of S. S. divisions. 

Finally, it was my turn to go up to the front 
lines with the forward observer, to conduct fire for 
the infantry. I had watched, day after day until my 
eyes were blood shot and swollen, the slow, painfully 
slow, progress of these incredible men. And all night, 
it had been two hours on, two hours off, reporting 
flares indicating where fire was needed, and our 
progress as indicated by the small arms fire. Now 
we were setting out to work with the real heroes 
and martyrs of war, who live next to death, who for 


weeks, even months at a time would never be dry 
or warm, day or night. After a couple of months 
in combat, the fear of going forward had been more 
or less dulled: I knew what was coming, but not 
how much. The Germans were using everything 
they had to dislodge us, to reestablish an unbroken 
line along the Seine. We had paid a terrible price, 
but theirs had been higher. The terrain was torn 
and pitted with shell holes and bomb craters. Trucks 
and planes were twisted in fantastic shapes. Every- 
where were German horses, French cattle, and men: 
mangled, bloody, stinking, bloated. Trees were up- 
rooted and shattered, buildings gutted and leveled. 
Far off was the rumble of our armor, with us at 
last; and nearer, the roar of the ever-faithful Thun- 
derbolts. Our men had held the first ridge of hills, 
fought their way to the second. It was up to our 
tanks to break through into the open country, after 
we had taken the third and last ridge, and initiate 
that brilliant sweep to the Belgian border under 
Patton’s command, when, as all too seldom, our in- 
fantry was to ride from pocket to pocket, in the 
longest, swiftest drive against resistance in history. 
But the last ridge was still before us. 

We relieved the other party about noon; they 
were gaunt and haggard, nervous and irritable. Set- 
ting out immediately, we toiled across a muddy val- 
ley and up a thickly wooded hill. Resistance was 
light, shooting occurring only on our flanks. We 
heard a tank, and gingerly bypassed it, leaving it 
to the care of more heavily armed troops. What it 
was doing in the thick woods, we did not know or 
want to discover. Then it begain to rain. There 
were tuberculosis hospitals in the woods, whose ter- 
rified inmates peered at us from under porches and 
cellars. We had been forwarned that some of the 
inmates might not be real cases and might give us 
trouble, so we had introduced ourselves with a little 
artillery, and our first line bristled with machine 
guns; so that was that, without any shooting! Final- 
ly, towards dark, we broke out of the woods; skirting 
them, we found a well-hidden barn, with only a few 
leaks! So we spent the night in the hay, relatively 
warm and dry. The Germans must have suspected 
something, for they fired at it all night with “Nebel- 
werfer”, more graphically and colloquially known as 
“Screaming Minnies”, an invention of the Devil. 

We had been the first of all the allied troops 
across the Seine, and we had held it against all 
odds. The so-called defunct Luftwaffe had been 
very much alive. But now, at least for a while, 
tanks would bear the brunt across the flat lands 
which stretched ahead of us. Yet the dead and the 


crippled were none the less dead and none the less 
crippled for all the success of the Bridgehead. 


Ludwig Baumgarten 


Sgt. Ludwig Baumgarten is still in the Army 
(1957) and his story had to wait to be told until he 
came home on leave and we could talk together. 
He is a fine looking man of whom Woodstock is 
proud. 

He talked of the Salween campaign and des- 
cribed the near-starvation diet of the Chinese Army 
which he and his companions lived on for weeks at 
a time. It was so unappetizing to the Americans 
that some of them frequently refused to take it and 
consequently suffered from malnutrition. He said 
he had to thank his mother for disciplining him in 
childhood to eat whatever was set before him. Due 
to this training he ate the strange Chinese rations 
and was the one American in his group who kept 
well. 

Baumgarten was twenty-one when he entered 
the U. S. Army and after a couple of months basic 
training was sent to India where, after stops at 
Bombay and Karachi, his unit arrived at Ramgarah, 
the site for the training and Combat Command of 
the Chinese Army, where he attended radio school. 
He was then assigned to the 993rd Signal Company 
and sent to Chabua to be shipped by air over the 
Hump. As they waited their turn to go they fin- 
ally moved into what was called “Death Row” close 
to the take-off, so named because so many acci- 
dents had occurred on previous trips over the Hima- 


layas. However, he landed safely in Kunming, 


China. Shortly thereafter he volunteered to serve 
in the field and was sent into the Salween Offensive 
in western China, where he went with several mem- 
bers of the Signal Corps for liaison with the Chinese 
71ist Army. Their group consisted of a Captain, two 
Radio Operators and two cryptographers (cipher 
experts) of whom Baumgarten was one. There is a 
Signal Corps photograph of him with another man 
in a Chinese bamboo hut sending messages back to 
Stilwell’s Headquarters. Their job was to keep 
General Stilwell informed regarding the situation 
and progress of the Chinese Army. In 1944 the Jap- 
anese controlled the Burma Road and the task of the 
Chinese was to clear it for the Allies’ use. 

This campaign of the Salween offensive was to 
have been started in October, ’43, which would have 
given them six months before the monsoon set in. 
But the Chinese allowed months to slip by before 
they moved and they were caught by the storms and 
obliged to fight their way along the Salween River 
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under terrible conditions. The terrain was as rugged 
as any encountered in the war in the Pacific. They 
had to fight up to 12,000 feet in the Kaolung moun- 
tain range and through gorges where there was not 
room even for a footpath along the river, and they 
would be obliged to cut across the mountains. Baum- 
garten described the rough going, particularly at the 
start of the campaign when their food consisted of 
a little rice twice a day and nothing else except for 
a twenty-five pound can of coffee they had brought 
with them. Later they obtained some Chinese sugar 
in cakes which were shaped like cookies but were full 
of straw. Their communications equipment and a 
few supplies were carried by scraggly Chinese horses. 
These were so precious that the liaison men found 
that a Chinese Company Commander could order 
a soldier shot but it took a Group Army order to 
shoot a mule or a horse. At one place they obtained 
food for the horses which they recognized as buck- 
wheat and they had a Chinaman hand-grind some 
of it which they made into pancakes and ate. The 
little horses could scarcely keep to the slippery trails 
and occasionally one of them would fall into the mile 
deep ravines. However, they were strong and on the 
steepest grades the men would sometimes have to 
hang on their tails to pull themselves up. The Ameri- 
cans slogged along in mud up to their knees and 
their clothes were never dry. Raincoats were useless 
and it was futile to wear leggings because the mud 
oozed under them causing blistering sores. They 
could only carry their carbines and a canteen of 
boiled water because they needed their hands to 
pull themselves up the mountains. The Japanese 
Army, in retreat ahead of them, cleaned out the 
food from any village through which they passed 
and it was a rare event when they found a cow to 
butcher. The U. S. Army made air drops which 
were mostly of ammunition for the fighters and in- 
cluded very few C ration packages. If the men 
stopped to rest their muscles would stiffen and it 
would be torture to get going again. Often the paths 
were so high in the mountains they would see air- 
planes flying far below their positions. The Chinese 
Army crossed the very rapid Salween River on rafts 
which required four men to row four soldiers across, 
while the horses swam. (This was before the Ameri- 
can engineers built a bridge.) They fought their 
way to the Japanese stronghold of Sung-Shau whose 
guns dominated the thirty-six miles of the looping 
Burma Road. Their position was impregnable from 
an assault. It was equally hard for the Japs to 
send reinforcements except by air drop but they 
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would not surrender. It was necessary to use moun- 
tain trails to bypass this spot. Eventually a tunnel 
was bored into the hill beneath their position and 
the whole cone of the mountain was blown off to 
demolish their stronghold. 

Baumgarten had the greatest respect for his 
superior officer, Colonel John J. Sells. Although he 
was an older man he shared all the hardships of their 
group and when he was offered a horse to ride re- 
fused because he would not accept better conditions 
than were available for his men. He kept their mo- 
rale high. An interpreter had been assigned to their 
unit but as they advanced they came to villages 
whose dialect he could not understand. Sometimes 
these people still had their women’s feet bound and 
they had never before seen Caucasians. Most of the 
food had disappeared from these villages and when 
they found a farmer who still had potatoes in his 
fields they treated them like gold nuggets. 

A battle was fought at Lunglin which the 
Chinese won but at a terrible price because they 
would never learn to advance and then at once 
dig in to consolidate their positions. Baumgarten 
could see bodies strewn all over the mountainside 
as neither side had time to stop and bury their dead. 
The whole of the Burma Road was opened by 1945. 
Soon after the road was freed our group of Ameri- 
can Liaison were sent back to Kunming. By this 
time they were so unused to good food that some of 
them became sick on American rations and were hos- 
pitalized. Meanwhile the Chinese were beginning 
to fight among themselves and Kunming was infil- 
trated by Communists; and the liaison men were 
flown to India. According to other histories Chang 
Kai-shek and Stilwell could not agree on the conduct 
of the campaign and rather than antagonize the 
Chinese Stilwell had been recalled to Washington. 

Ludwig Baumgarten served with the 8th Army 
in the 226th Signal Company. He has received as 


many ribbons and medals as any soldier from Wood- 
stock. 


Aubrey Milne 


Lt. Aubrey Milne of the 463rd Parachute Field 
Artillery Battalion of the 82nd Airborne Division 
under General Ridgway landed in Casablanca on 
May 10th, 1943. 

Early in July they were transported by plane 
to the airfields at Kairwan. It was there that Gen- 
eral Ridgway gave his men that famous beefsteak 
dinner that was to precede the Invasion of Sicily— 
which carried the suggestion it might be their last 


meal! About 8 P. M. on July 9th the paraptroopers 
were loaded into C47 transport planes. The sky was 
full of airplanes buzzing around like a swarm of bees 
as they flew around and around to marshal a whole 
division for the first invasion of Europe by way of 
Sicily. The fellows had known this was coming and 
the entire 82nd Airborne who were to become famous 
for their bravery spent a nervous, frightening week 
of anticipation before their first combat jump. As 
soon as the planes took off the men became actively 
seasick. They were crowded in a small space with 
the stench of vomit. Fear kept them looking at 
each other to see how their companions were “taking 
it.’ Ahead was a “damn little blue light” that made 
them look worse than they felt. The trip was pro- 
longed as the planes were ordered to swing over to 
Malta before heading towards Sicily. None of them 
knew that General Eisenhower was watching them 
from the Malta lighthouse, murmuring a prayer for 
their safety and success. 

At last they neared the coast and the minute 
—the second—came to bail out. Milne’s chute jerked 
open and he felt a wonderful moment of freedom 
from noise and stench as he sailed down through the 
night sky. Far off to his right he could see flashes 
of fire from the warships that were bombarding the 
coast. They had been prepared to hit the earth in 
thirty seconds, based upon the instructions issued to 
their pilots to drop them at elevation 600. At the 
right time he pulled himself up on his shrouds to 
ease the landing but there was no contact. He had 
pulled himself up and down several times before he 
gave up and went plop as he collapsed on the 
ground. Fortunately no bones were broken and he 
looked around expecting to find familiar landmarks, 
but nothing in this terrain was recognizable. He 
learned later that he had been dropped near Marina 
de Ragusa thirty miles from the objective. After 
thrashing around in the dark to no purpose he was 
forced to wait until dawn. As the day came he 
crawled towards a farmhouse. From a wall above 
a rifle began to spit at him. He dived to the ground 
shouting “George” which was their password and 
to his relief the man behind the wall called back 
the counter-word “Marshall” proving he was one of 
their own men. All through the dawn men could 
be heard crawling around and at the slightest rustle 
would whisper “George” and soon would come 
“Marshall;” “George”, “Marshall” from everywhere 
about them. For those first hours each man seemed 
to be fighting his own independent war. At last a 
Colonel gathered most of the men together and they 


received orders to proceed to Gela where they had 
originally expected to be dropped. Part of the Divi- 
sion had landed there and were fighting for the air- 
ports and reinforcements were needed. The para- 
troopers were ordered to the road and began a 
thirty mile march that took them all day. For the 
last part the troops slouched along tired and foot- 
sore, totally unlike the pictures of a modern army. 
They finally reached Gela and helped secure the 
airports. 


Meanwhile the invasion of the Sicilian beaches 
was successfully carried out by the main army and 
the forces joined up to clean out the island. Col. 
James M. Gavin had jumped with his men and now 
led the paratroopers in combat. They proceeded in 
trucks through Licata, Agrigento, Castilvetrano to 
Trapani. They did not encounter much opposition. 
Occasionally concrete pillboxes slowed them up along 
the roads. These pillboxes were frequently built 
to look like a house or shed. There would be a few 
bursts of fire from these but as soon as the American 
artillery opened up the Italian soldiers would run 
out to surrender. The Germans were in retreat ahead 
of them, but when encountered would put up a stiff 
fight. It was not uncommon for one paratrooper 
to bring in forty or fifty Italian prisoners. These 
appeared to the Americans like poor soldiers. The 
biggest fight they had with the Italians was at 
Trapani. There the paratroopers dug into foxholes 
in an almond orchard. Near them on a mountain 
they could see a large mass of rock partly hidden 
in the fog. When the mist lifted they saw the medi- 
eval town of Erice perched on the cliffs a thousand 
feet above them. They were now able to supplement 
their rations with fresh lemons, peaches, plums, to- 
matoes and melons. 

Later they were bivouaced among the olive trees 
on a typical Sicilian farm where the house was being 
used as Headquarters. The soldiers slept on Italian 
army blankets and used enemy mess kits and other 
captured equipment. They made a stove from the 
radio box of a shot-down Messerschmidt 110—which 
worked very well. The paratroopers could not bring 
their cooking gear or extra clothes with them and 
it was three weeks before the Army could supply 
them with changes of clothes; and during this time 
the men fought, ate and slept in their jump suits. 
The western part of the island was being cleared of 
enemy troops. Their casualties were considered light 
although several hundred paratroopers from the 
82nd had been killed. They had routed the 15th 
Panzar Division and had successfully battled every- 
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thing from Messerschmidts to sixty ton German 
tanks that were covered with seven inch armour 
plate. By the end of July the battle for Sicily was 
almost over. Milne had traversed about one hundred 
and forty miles of the island. The civilians had been 
very friendly, which made their job easier. They 
cheered and clapped their hands when the Ameri- 
can soldiers arrived and brought them fruit and 
water. 

He found the country beautiful as they drove 
along precipitous roads that wound around hairpin 
turns with occasional views of the blue Mediterran- 
ean in the distance. In the towns the buildings were 
of masonry with little balconies hanging over crook- 
ed and narrow streets. The large cities were almost 
deserted due to the bombings, and the people were 
living in caves cut into the limestone cliffs where 
they existed in primitive fashion. Hitler’s troops 
had occupied most of the palatial homes, leaving 
their Italian friends to shift for themselves; then 
the Germans had gone away leaving the Italians 
holding the bag. In Sicily Lt. Milne contracted 
sandfly fever and jaundice. He was flown back to 
Africa and hospitalized at Bizerte. 

When he was released from the hospital in 
North Africa he hopped a plane to rejoin his bat- 
talion in Sicily. The 463rd was sent on a Liberty 
ship to Naples. On December 22nd they were taken 
by trucks to the front at Venafro. The army they 
jomed had pushed up from Salerno to capture 
Naples, and had advanced fighting up the Italian 
peninsula until they were checked near Cassino. The 
terrain was bad and the weather in the mountains 
ery cold. Men and machines bogged in mud until 
these highly mechanized troops had to employ mules 
to drag their equipment through. The casualities 
were high and the suffering endless. Above the cold 
and misery thoughts of death hovered over the 
whole army that Christmas season of 1943. 


Milne’s Artillery Battalion was attached for the 
next six months to the support of the First Special 
Service Force of Commandos. This unit, called the 
Black Devils, was made up of picked Canadian and 
American paratroopers and had already served in 
the Aleutian Islands before they were sent to Italy. 
They were given the most hazardous jobs and before 
the war was over their losses were over a hundred 
per cent. To give cover to their activities the 463rd 
Field Artillery observers were sent up Mt. Sumucro 
overlooking the valley where stood the battered 
town of Cassino. This mountain, along with Amino 
and Trocchia, will always be remembered as the 
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terrible battlefield of jagged peaks and stony ridges 
won at the cost of many lives. The pack mules could 
get only half way up these mountains and then the 
soldiers were forced to load the supplies on their 
shoulders and climb over rocks that cut their shoes 
and shredded their clothes. Milne and a few others 
were sent to the top of Mt. Sumucro to set up an 
observation post. There was a picture in “Life” 
taken of these men looking bulky in their heavy 
clothes as they started, top-heavy with packs of 
food, bedding, guns, ammunition, a radio set and 
batteries and wire to string out. Only the hardiest 
would survive this ordeal. The last part of their 
4000 foot ascent was so steep that it was all humans 
could do to mount, even holding to a rope. On top 
they found a hole which the Germans had previ- 
ously used and they dug themselves a larger den in 
the rocks, with a very leaky roof as they discovered 
later. They were not permitted to have a fire, and 
they were obliged to keep their cantines of water 
in their beds with them to prevent their freezing. 
The day before New Year’s a strong wind made 
walking on the slippery rocks perilous when they 
had to clamber around the hill to signal. Once Milne 
slipped on the ice and to recover he grabbed at an 
object that projected from the rocks and found it 
to be the frozen arm of a dead German. Thereafter 
he crawled on his hands and knees. That night the 
snow came with a terrific wind. They covered them- 
selves completely to keep out the snow that blew 
over them and their blankets stayed wet until they 
froze, making sleep difficult. In a letter home he 
wrote, “We were munching chocolate when around 
midnight the telephone rang and I shook off the 
snow to answer it. Listening in the receiver I heard 
a dance band with people yelling and shouting 
‘Happy New Year-—while around me the wind 
howled and the snow fell on the God-forsaken moun- 
tain top. It is difficult to describe the feeling it 
created as the sound was definitely coming from a 
night club in New York. I never did find the explain- 
ation but I think somebody had a radio and at mid- 
night piped it into the telephone line: The bliz- 
zard lasted for thirty-six hours until the snow was 
three feet deep. I think I stayed in bed for three 
days and I have never been so miserable in all my 
life as I couldn’t get warm and had no food or water 
left. At last relief got through to us and we des- 
cended the mountain. I got a slight case of frostbite 
on the way down.” A hot meal revived them. They 
were kept at the front and while he wrote that letter 
the concussion of guns kept blowing out his candle- 


light. 

The check of the Allied armies at Cassino was 
being criticized on the home front. General Eisen- 
hower replied to these critics by pointing out that 
the Anglo-American drive had already proved itself 
by the advantages of securing the Foggia airport, by 
eliminating the Italian fleet and, above all, because 
it had created another front and was in position to 
outflank the Germans. Meanwhile it pinned down 
twenty-seven German divisions. Actually the Allies 
were faced by twelve enemy divisions in Italy, the 
others being held in reserve. 

The Black Devils were credited with taking 
several mountain peaks on the road to Cassino. They 
were then moved to the Anzio Beachhead and 
Milne’s battalion accompanied them on an L. S. T. 
These commandoes with blackened faces infiltrated 
the enemy lines at night to get prisoners and infor- 
mation and undertook the most hazardous tasks. 
In the diary of a German soldier was found this 
entry: “The Black Devils are all around us every 
time we come into line, yet we never hear them 
come.” Again Milne’s battery was used in their 
support and was with them when the Allied soldiers 
broke out of the Beachhead towards Rome, of which 
the Black Devils formed the spearhead. 

Milne arrived at Anzio about February Ist, a 
week after the first invasion. It was quiet when 
they moved through the town and took up their 
position on the right flank of the front lines. Soon 
the whole front was ablaze with stiff artillery fire 
from the Germans entrenched on the mountains 
above them. The earlier optimism about the Beach- 
head proved unjustified. The Germans had all the 
advantages of terrain on the heights and the whole 
area was within range of their artillery. Their air 
force also made constant raids during those bad 
days. The whole ten square mile area held by the 
Allies was flat without any natural protection. Even 
their hospital was within range of artillery fire and 
received direct hits. 

The British and American troops under General 
Truscott were obliged to dig into the ground for 
shelter. Here they remained for over three months 
and there was no rear area for rests. The weather 
turned cold and rainy and Milne told of being wet to 
the skin for days at a time. His foxhole caved in 
and buried all his equipment, blankets, etc., under 
three feet of mud. In March he wrote that his bat- 
tery had been credited with destroying six tanks and 
two ariplanes. One of these planes had been hit in a 
“million-to-one-shot,” for the battery had been fir- 


ing at an objective back on the hills and by accident 
the airplane flew into the trajectory of their shell 
and was blown to bits. The Jerries sent over plenty 
of planes and he witnessed many air battles until 
the U.S. Aircorps finally gained control of the air. 
The Beachhead became littered with more wrecked 
planes than in any other battle area. At last spring 
came, bringing the soldiers from under their blankets 
to enjoy the warm Italian sun, although mosquitoes 
appeared to make them uncomfortable. 

Cassino had finally been captured on May 17th 
and the 5th Army was moving up the coast. On 
May 22nd and 23rd the push on Rome started and 
the whole Beachhead poured out. Milne’s battalion 
was sent to cut the famous Appian Way near Cis- 
terno. They reached the edge of the highway to 
find it put them under direct fire from the Germans. 
Locating a culvert, the men dived into it. By the time 
the last man was crowded in there was no room for 
Milne. He crouched down in a drainage ditch but it 
gave little protection against the violent German 
artillery, and soon a shell burst landing twelve feet 
away, spattering him with fragments of steel. Pieces 
entered his hand, his face and caused a serious 
wound in his chest. In the excitement he did not 
feel any pain. Not far away a man was badly wound- 
ed and as soon as the firing decreased Milne became 
engrossed in getting help for this soldier. He was in 
charge of his battery because their captain had pre- 
viously been killed. Before he could leave he had 
to get somebody to command his men and it was the 
day following before he found time to get to the 
medic himself. Rome fell to the Allies on June 4th 
but Lt. Milne was not with his troops. He was sent 
back to a field hospital and then shipped by boat to 
Naples where he had an operation to remove the 
shell fragments—and it was two more weeks before 
he was allowed to return to his outfit. They were 
then resting in the Albian hills on beautiful Lake 
Albano where there was good swimming for these 
weary soldiers. Milne was now promoted to Captain. 
On the 13th of August they moved to the airports of 
Grasseto and Falonica where odd airborne units were 
made into the First Airborne Task Force. This was 
to become part of the 7th Army under General Patch 
that invaded Southern France on August 15th, 1944. 
This invasion was preceded by a great aerial bom- 
bardment. Captain Milne’s group was flown over 
the tip of Corsica towards France’s Riviera. They 
should have been taken inland to Le Muy but only 
half the planes reached there, the others ran miles 
off their course and their paratroopers were dropped 
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near St. Tropaz along the coast. A number of the 
men hit the sea and being heavily loaded sank im- 
mediately to their death. Milne, with about five 
hundred others, landed safely near St. Tropaz. He 
wrote home: 

“The jump was the easiest I have ever made, 
no airsickness like that fateful night over Sicily. I 
was the first one to jump and had to push 300 lbs. 
of equipment ahead of me which made me leave the 
plane in rather an undignified position. About a 
quarter moon was showing so I could see around 
me some of the other men as they drifted down. 
Soon a cloud cut off all my view of everything and 
I was left by myself. It was a very queer feeling 
as I began to oscillate back and forth very violently 
in the pea soup cloud that was around me. Finally 
the clouds gave way and I saw trees, rocks and the 
vineyards of Southern France under me. I came 
down in the soft earth between two rows of grape 
vines and only ruined my gas mask which I threw 
away. After trying to contact the rest of the plane- 
load without success I decided to go to high ground 
and wait for daylight. On my way I ran into a 
Frenchman hiding in a ditch whom I must have 
scared badly as my face was camouflaged with 
grease paint to blend in with my clothes. He gave 
me the position of the nearest town so I was more or 
less oriented. When daylight came I headed for the 
town as I saw some of our infantry (Parachute) 
doing the same thing so I figured that I would be 
able to get in contact with some of our own men. 
The French were very helpful with directions, food 
and wine. Many of them wore armbands with F.F I. 
and the French tricolor marked on them and quite 
a few had weapons. Just outside the town I met 
some Infantry so I joined them and went into the 
center of the town where the French told us there 
were a lot of Germans holed up in a stone barrack 
which was situated on a little hill in the town itself. 
I went forward to see what it looked like and found 
the barrack was set inside an old stone wall that 
had slits cut into it so the Germans had a nice field 
of fire over the 100 yards of open ground between 
the wall and houses of the town. Through a break in 
the wall I could see a couple of German sentries 
walking around but I could do nothing about it as 
I only had my pistol with me. Finally they saw me 
and fired a machine gun in my direction and I made 
a hasty retreat, and I mean hasty! Going back to 
the center of the town I found we had a consider- 
able bunch of men both American and French as- 
sembled in the town square. This force moved for- 
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ward and brought the stone barrack under fire but 
the Germans had the advantage of the masonry 
which was quite solid so the fighting consisted of 
desultory shooting at anything that showed around 
corners and over windowsills. The Germans had 
managed to get some snipers down in the town so 
they were taking occasional shots at us from the 
rear. Whenever that happened any suspected win- 
dow or door was immediately blasted with every 
available weapon until the woodwork was in shreds. 
The French people set up a First Aid station in the 
village square and did everything possible for the 
wounded. In the afternoon the Germans decided 
it was hopeless to fight further so they put up the 
white flag and we went up to the barrack and got 
quite a few prisoners. After bringing the PWs down 
into town we received a lot more sniper fire and 
found that a considerable number of Germans had 
been hidden before the rest surrendered, so we had 
to go back and fight the rest of them all over again. 
It took nearly three days before the last sniper had 
been cleared out so it was not very healthy to wan- 
der about. Several times I had one of them shoot- 
ing at me and although they never got closer than 
four feet it scared the wits out of me. Late in the 
afternoon I joined forces with my own outfit, so 
ended my jump into France.” 


The Maquis proved very helpful to the para- 
troopers which served them well those first days. 
The French people greeted them with deep entiu- 
siasm which was very different from the questioned 
sincerity of the welcome they had received in Italy. 
The troops fanned out quickly after the German 
coastal batteries were captured. Milne’s paratroop- 
ers were loaded into “ducks” and driven to join their 
companions at Le Muy. In a few days his battery 
was ordered back to the coast and joined the battle 
near Cannes. They fought the Germans back along 
the sea to Antibes. The war rolled over Cannes and 
into Cagnes. These particular troops were then sent 
by truck to Barcelonette. Here they stayed three 
weeks and here Milne suffered a severe attack of 
malaria which hit him “like a ton of bricks” as he 
expressed it. When he had recovered, finding there 
was a good trout stream nearby, he went fishing 
right there in range of German artillery. The French 
inhabitants brought them eggs and potatoes and 
chickens, and refused to take money in payment and 
had to be persuaded to take even a cigarette in ex- 
change. Their next move was back to the Riviera 
behind Nice where they went into position on a 
ridge by Roquebrune to shell the Germans on the 


Italian frontier behind Menton. The Germans were 
also under bombardment by the navy offshore, and 
the Americans from their mountain position could 
watch the shells falling amidst the crack mountain 
troops of Field Marshall Kesselring who opposed 
them. During one hour and a half Milne’s battery 
fired over 5000 rounds of ammunition. For weeks 
this artillery battle continued from the Swiss border 
to Monte Carlo. 

On December 13th Milne’s battalion was or- 
dered to proceed by train from Antibes to Rheims to 
join the 101st Airborne Division. These troops, 
called the Screaming Eagles, were having a short 
rest after a period of bravery in Holland. Their 
rest was abruptly ended on December 18th when 
they were alerted at dawn and, after hastily snatch- 
ing their equipment, sent in large carrier trucks into 
the Belgian Bulge under command of Brig. General 
McAuliffe. Two days before German Field Marshall 
von Rundstedt had struck at the American lines 
in the Ardennes Forest and twenty German divisions 
poured through a breach. Patton’s 10th Armored 
Division rushed through Bastogne and continued 
on out to the east where their tanks engaged the 
Germans in heavy fighting. The 101st hurried into 
the town from the west. Bastogne was the hub of 
seven roads and the fighting spread from spoke to 
spoke until the Germans had captured every road 
and the town was surrounded by the enemy. When 
Colonel Kinuard replied to a Corps Headquarters’ 
inquiry he said: “Visualize the hole in the doughnut. 
that’s us.’ The 101st with elements of General 
Patton’s 9th and 10th Armored Divisions were com- 
pletely isolated within a fourteen mile perimeter. 
Von Rundstedt’s main advance was being held up 
by this little outpost of Americans. The best Ger- 
man divisions were hurled against it but our troops 
held fast. The weather favored the enemy as the fog 
clung to the ground for days, holding down the Air 
Force. The German Panzer Infantry, Parachute 
and the Luftwaffe beat harder at Bastogne. When 
tanks penetrated our lines they were blown up by 
head-on small arms and field artillery fire. One of 
the heaviest losses for the 101st was the capture of 
their medical unit. As their casualties mounted they 
ran out of all medical supplies and all they could do 
was to wrap their wounded in blankets against the 
bitter cold. Finally their hospital was hit. Food 
became scarce. 

On December 22nd two German officers came 
under a white flag and offered an ultimatum: “Sur- 
render or be annihilated in two hours.” General 


McAuliffe wasted neither time nor words sending 
back his to be famous answer: “Nuts.” To his offi- 
cers he added: “They can’t have much more than 
they have already thrown at us. Let it come!” 


It came. The Nazis threw everything they had 
against the Screaming Eagles. When the German 
tanks broke through they hit from behind with 
bazookas and antitank destroyers. During the siege 
they destroyed 148 tanks and 25 halftracks. Shells 
had to be rationed. Capt. Milne’s battery was down 
to eighteen rounds of ammunition. Finally the 
weather cleared and C47s roared over, dropping 
supplies. This was the day before Christmas. That 
night Milne went to a church service in a hayloft. 
The building was being shaken by the concussion 
bombs and it was impossible to hear most of the 
service, and from there they went out to fight the 
toughest battle of the Bulge. After hours of bitter 
fighting the enemy was driven out. The Eagles’ 
line held! The day after Christmas a small detach- 
ment of 3rd Army tanks under command of Lt. Col. 
Abrams fought their way through to Bastogne and 
the siege was over. In the great German offensive 
in Belgium one small divison had held fast. There- 
after on a road junction in the town a sign read: 
“This is Bastogne, Bastion of the Battered Bastards 
of the 101st Airborne Division.” 

On March 15th, 1945, for the first time a full 
Division was cited by the War Department in a 
Presidential Citation for gallantry in action, given 
to the 101st. 

At this time they were heartened by news of the 
Russian advance. The most popular quip amongst 
the soldiers was: “Be careful when you shoot to be 
sure it isn’t a Russian you are hitting:” Their next 
move was to Rheims and later by truck through 
Liege and Aachen, which was in shambles, to the 
Rhine. At Neuss the battery was set up to shell 
Dusseldorf across the river. Milne recalled one 
curious incident while there. Among his comrades 
was a man who had Nazi relatives in Dusseldorf 
whom he disliked. His dislike was strong enough for 
him to suggest that they find this family’s address 
in a telephone book and, checking this on their maps, 
the battery proceeded to concentrate their fire upon 
this spot. It was at Neuss that the 463rd were given 
a new weapon to try. They were the first command 
unit to use the recoilless 75s. These were light 
enough for a man to lift on his shoulder, where they 
could be fired. 

The news of President Roosevelt’s death had 
been a blow to everyone, Milne wrote, even to the 
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British soldiers, with whom he had been exceedingly 
popular. 

His next move was past Cologne and on to 
Bonn near which the 101st crossed the Rhine on a 
pontoon bridge. They spent a couple of weeks hold- 
ing one of the flanks in the squeeze of the Ruhr. This 
was one of the most brilliant campaigns of the 
Allies. The Germans in the Ruhr were encircled 
and then slit into two parts and systematically 
mopped up. This was the last big battle for the 
American Armies in Europe. From then on the war 
was one of pursuit. Captain Milne’s battalion went 
by truck through Germany, chasing the enemy 
down through Bavaria. The German surrender 
came as he was riding through a snow storm in the 
mountains. The end was so gradual the soldiers 
were hardly aware the war was over. There was no 
celebration and the day felt like any other. They 
had not met any organized resistance for two weeks 
and all their work consisted of collecting German 
soldiers who were everywhere waiting to be cap- 
tured. The slave laborers were wandering around 
the country in immense droves constantly jamming 
traffic. They went into camp at Bad Reichanhall 
about fifteen miles southwest of Salzburg and near 
Berchtesgaden. The place was very beautiful 
among the Kitzbuhler Alps. 

The officers set up their own mess with a Bel- 
gian chef, waitresses and a seven-piece orchestra. 
They ate well with fried trout and mushrooms from 
Hitler’s private supply, and they had wines and 
cognac to drink. It seemed an easy life but as 
Milne wrote, “Since the surrender I have felt like 
a man who has been taking dope and suddenly has 
the supply cut off.” He could not get used to see- 
ing Germans in uniform about the the roads. The 
poorer Germans were all right but he had little res- 
pect for those of the upper classes. It had been his 
jeb to requisition houses for the troops on their 
way through Germany. He had been disgusted 
with the people in fine houses who invariably tried 
to escape giving up their homes at the expense of 
their neighbors whom they did not hesitate to de- 
nounce. 

Early in July Captain Milne, having a hundred 
and twelve points, was sent back to the U. S. A. 
He arrived in Boston the end of September, 1945, 
after two and a half years overseas and four years 
in the Army. 


Eugene J. Hagemeyer, Jr. 
Corp. Eugene J. Hagemeyer, Jr., was with the 
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9th Infantry of the 2nd Division in the Ardennes, 
Rhineland and Central European campaigns. He 
received a Presidential Citation with one Oak Leaf 
Cluster, three Bronze Service Stars, E.T.O. Ribbon, 
Combat Infantryman’s Badge and Good Conduct 
Medal. Here is an excerpt from a letter he wrote 
when the U. S. Army entered Czechoslovakia. It 
shows the welcome the Americans received. All too 
soon our army was withdrawn and the Commun- 
ists were allowed to march in. 


Czechoslovakia is so nice—it was great to be 
welcomed by signs of greeting stretched across the 
roadway of each town we entered. Quite different 
from being shot at or receiving sullen or blank 
stares as was the rule in Germany. The people 
here would line the streets and cheer wildly—some 
with tears streaming down their faces. Flowers, 
streamers and flags are everywhere. As we would 
ride by they would throw them into our trucks and 
on our tanks until by the time we had passed a 
few towns our convoy looked like floats in a parade 
rather than fighting machines. If we happened to 
stop in a town for a moment the people would 
about mob us, kiss and hug us, fight to get close 
enough to touch us and give us every kind of food 
and drink imaginable. 


I had tears streaming down my face several 
times I was so happy for them. Lots of the younger 
Czech men would join us, grab weapons and ride 
along with us. As we would leave one village and 
start for the next several would jump on motor- 
cycles and tear ahead of us to spread the news of 
our coming. Everything was just like holidays or 
festivals of Europe as seen in a movie. The bright 
reds, greens, oranges—all colors imaginable in the 
dresses and caps of the the women are beautiful. 
Some of those peasant dresses must be worth quite 
a bit. It’s an experience and thrill I'll always re- 
member and wouldn’t have missed for anything. I 
only wish all who helped to make this victory pos- 
sible and who fought to free Europe could be here 
to see all this. 


Excerpts From Carl Schleicher’s 
Letter to His Father 


“JT am now allowed to tell you that for the 
past three years I have had the dubious honor of 
being a small cogwheel in the giant machinery of 
scientific research which has led finally to the 
exploding of the atom bomb which electrified the 
world but three days ago . .. When I first started 
working we were told the whole story about what 
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we were doing. No mention was made of how the 
thing was to be used—even the higher-ups where I 
work were not told that. I had visions of the thing 
being used for fuel since in those days the gasoline 
and coal shortage was acute. For some reason the 
prospect of high explosives in the form of bombs 
never occurred to me .. . the announcement of 
the dropping of the first bomb came as much as 
a surprise and shock to me as to everyone else... 
So that is the story I have been waiting to tell you 
and all my friends for three years. 

“This is not just a new invention like the 
telephone, radio, steam engine, etc., but a source of 
energy so infinite, so powerful and so relentless 
once it is unleashed, that it will completely revolu- 
tionize our life . .. No man can say what the full 
results will be . . . what horrible prospects are in 
store for all of us if man cannot for once and at 
once humble himself before God and his neighbor 
and cease strife . . . it would have been far better 
that the atom had never given up its secret to 
man—at least until man was grownup enough to 
use the knowledge. The only hope from the dis- 
covery of this devastating force is that the use of 
it on Japan will be so convincing to every man on 
the face of the earth that the next one can only 
lead to total destruction, that no one will dare to 
declare war in the future. I think the time has 


finally come when a statement like this makes some 
sense. 

“Was I happy in the work I was doing? Am I 
proud to be associated in a scentific endeavor 
which has overcome all obstacles to gain its end? 
I realize the great experience it has been to be con- 
nected with something which has stunned the world 
. . . True pride can only be felt in work which is 
the product of the heart as well as the brain ...a 
step forward or, to be trite, a boon to humanity. 
At this stage it is hard to see how tthe result of this 
discovery is a boon to anything except destruction 
and more frustration for the human race. To 
quote from the Prophet, ‘All work is empty save 
where there is love; And when you work with love 
you bind yourself to yourself, and to one another 
and to God.’ 

“Can I have love for work which results in a 
bomb—one single bomb—which demolishes four 
square miles of buildings and disintegrates one hun- 
dred thousand living souls in less than a second? 
. . . Can you wonder now why I have been so con- 
fused? Why I have been searching for values — 
for truth? Why I have been questioning my desire 
to go into science? Whatever I do for a living, I 
want to do with pride — I want to work with my 
heart and feel that I am doing something good for 
myself and others. I do not say this cannot be 
done with science but it is more difficult.” 


161 


XIV 


MEMORIA 


an the Woodstock Village Green is a memorial 
ee to our war dead, designed by Marianne Meck- 
lem and attained by the hard work of a committee 
under Wilna Hervey. It is a circular stone con- 
tainer to hold flowering plants with a flag pole 
rising from the center. The base of the pole is 
wrapped with a bronze tablet on which are en- 
graved the names of those who lost their lives for 
their country in four wars. Imprinted upon it is 
a quotation from a poem by Archbald MacLeash 
and this line from the Bible: “I Will Make Dark- 
ness Light Before Them.” Is. 42.6. 
Civil War dead 
Isaac Barber Gilbert Meyers 
Jacob Clapper Hiram Ploss 
Alonzo Sylvester Lewis Jacob Shultis 
Egbert Lewis Philip Van de Bogart 
John Moe John Theodore Van Gasbeck 
James Mosher Peter Lewis Welderhouse 
Abram Whispel 
Spanish American War 
Sheldon Benjamin Elwyn 
World War I 
Louis Harrison 
Henry P. Longendyke 
World War II 
Listed alphabetically the first name is: 


Pfe. Charles Sherwood Carnright, who was 
raised and went to school in Zena. Carnight en- 
tered the services in May, 1943. He was assigned 
to an armored division and later sent to be in Gen- 
eral Patton’s 3rd Army in France. The delay in 
clearmg Antwerp for the entry of supplies slowed 
the Allied offensive in the autumn of 1944 and the 
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3rd Army could not advance into the Saar as 
Patton wished. He was forced to withdraw his 
troops from around Metz and it was near there 
Charles Carnright was killed on October 2nd, 1944. 


2nd Lt. Eno Compton was raised in Wood- 
stock and went to school here. He enlisted on 
December 8th, 1941, and after receiving his wings 
at Moody Field, Georgia, was sent to the 729th 
Bomb Squadron of the 452nd Bomber Group sta- 
tioned in England. He was a Flight Leader en- 
gaged in bombing targets on the Continent and had 
been on one bombing mission over Germany when, 
at the start of a second sortie, his plane exploded 
when it left the ground at Attleborough, England. 
This accident when Lt. Compton was killed oc- 
curred on Feb. 9th, 1944. He was buried in the 
U. S. Military Cemetery at Cambridge, England. 


Seaman 1/c George De Frees of Zena enlisted 
in the Navy when he was very young. He was 
but eighteen years old when he lost his life in the 
sinking of the U. S. S. Ingram near Greenland. 


Pfc. Charles Anthony DiAndrea lived at West 
Hurley in a section that is in Woodstock Town- 
ship, but he had no other association with our vil- 
lage. He was killed in action, but as his family 
has moved away no further details are available. 


Lt. Col. Paul LeMay came to play his viola at 
the Maverick concerts for many summers. He was 
with the Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra as First 
Viola and assistant Conductor. Upon our entry 
into World War II he volunteered for the Air 
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Force as he had previously learned to pilot a plane. 
In due time he was assigned as Wing Intelligence 
Officer with the 53rd Troop Carrier Wing in Eng- 
land. Aboard an A20 (Havoc) aircraft with pho- 
tographers who were taking pictures of the flight 
and dropping of paratroopers in Holland on Sep- 
tember 18th, 1944, his plane disappeared with all 
aboard. A year later Mrs. LeMay received a 
letter from General H. H. Arnold saying that her 
husband must be presumed dead and that he had 
been awarded posthumously the Medal of the Le- 
gion of Merit. General Montgomery’s famous at- 
tempt to turn the northern flank of the German 
Army by dropping three divisions of paratroopers 
into Holland did not succeed, but it will always be 
remembered as a valiant fight, and it might have 
succeeded if the weather on the 18th had not turned 
too bad for supplies and reinforcements to land. It 
was on this day LeMay’s plane disappeared. 


Caleb J. Milne, 4th, joined the American Field 
Service before the United States entered World 
War II and was sent to North Africa. Although 
he had gone to school in Philadelphia all his sum- 
mers had been spent in the Catskills, and Wood- 
stock became his home when his mother and bro- 
thers moved there permanently in the early thirties. 
He tried to obtain work in the New York theater 
but, except for one happy interlude when he was 
chosen to be an apprentice at the Civic Repertory 
Theater under Eva LeGallienne, he was unable to 
make good as an actor. It was at this lowest point 
in his career, when he was ill and half starved, that 
he perpetrated the kidnap hoax to gain publicity 
and a job. It created a nation-wide sensation, but 
brought only unpleasant notoriety to him and his 
family. After a very serious illness he started 
afresh and this time made a success of his life. 

When the war began in Europe he tried to 
enter the American Army but was rejected on ac- 
count of his eyes, and the Free French Army like- 
wise turned down his application to serve with 
them. In December, 1942, the American Field 
Service sent him with a group of ambulance drivers 
to Egypt to serve with the British 8th Army. He 
arrived shortly before the battle of El Alamien and 
accompanied Field Marshall Montgomery’s troops 
on their advance across two thousand miles of 
North Afriea. The ambulances crisscrossed the 
desert for hundreds of extra miles as they picked up 
the casualties, both British and German, and drove 
them back to dressing stations and then to the hos- 


pitals in the rear. The story of Milne’s experiences 
is told in his letters published under the title, “I 
Dream of The Day.” 

The victorious British Army came to Tunisia in 
the spring of 1943 and met the Free French Army 
who were engaged in gallant attacks on the main 
German forces in the mountains above Enfide- 
ville. These French soldiers under General Leclerc 
had completed an epic march from Lake Chad in 
central Africa through the desert to Tunisia. They 
were short of supplies and had almost no medical 
units. On May 11th a group from the American 
Field Service responded to a call for volunteers to 
remove French wounded under fierce fire, and 
Caleb Milne was among them. He was giving aid 
to a French Legionnaire when he was hit by a 
mortar shell which caused his death. The next 
day the war was over in North Africa. 


Sgt. John (Jack) Peacock had been brought 
up in Woodstock, attended the local school and 
went to Kingston High which he left before he grad- 
uated to work at the Woodstock Garage. He was 
a likeable youngster, popular with everybody. He 
entered the Air Force in November, 1942, when he 
was eighteen years old, and was sent to England 
with the 8th Air Force 94th Bomber Group as Ball 
Turret Gunner. He was on a bombing mission to 
the Continent on December 5th, 1943, when his 
plane was hit over the target at Bordeaux, France. 
According to the pilots of the other planes his plane 
exploded in mid-air and all within were killed. 


Ist Lt. Roger Peyre was born in Paris, France, 
in 1912. His father, Gabriel Peyre, a musician, 
came to New York to play the viola with the Met- 
ropolitan Opera Orchestra and remained with that 
organization for 52 years. When the younger Peyre 
was two years old Madam Peyre came to join her 
husband in New York with her son. They spent 
their summers on the Maverick and built them- 
selves a house with a beautiful view over the 
Ashokan reservoir, and it was here that Roger 
Peyre and his younger sister for many years spent 
their summer holidays. 

In January, 1940, Roger joined the U. S. In- 
fantry with which he remained for four and a half 
years. After service at Midway and the Gilbert Is- 
lands he was sent to Saipan in the Marianas where 
he was killed in action in July 26th, 1944. Most of 
the details for the paragraph which follows were 
taken from a letter sent to his mother by Major 
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Malcolm M. Jameson who was with him at the 
time of the tragedy. 

Lt. Peyre was in command of Company K, 
his captain having died of wounds received in the 
battle for Saipan. Organized resistance had ceased 
but there were about 150 civilians, largely women 
and children, who were holed up in a cliff above the 
sea at a spot so precipitous that to reach it a rope 
was required. Peyre directed operations from 
above the cliff and ordered his men not to fire 
while he persuaded some of the enemy to give 
themselves up. A number of them did so and Peyre 
was still negotiating through a public address sys- 
tem with interpreters, when a shot rang out and he 
was hit and rolled over the cliff. Major Jameson 
had just joined the Lieutenant but the fatal shot 
came too suddenly for him to grasp his friend in 
time. The fall from the cliff would certainly have 
killed him but the doctor who examined him after- 
wards said death from the shot had probably been 
instantaneous. The body was recovered at con- 
siderable risk by a Japanese who had just been cap- 
tured and volunteered out of shame for the treach- 
ery of his comrades. Peyre had the love and respect 
of the men under him, and at the time of his death 
he was to have been promoted to the rank of 
Captain. 


Charles Pierpoint with his twin brother, William, 
enlisted in the Navy on their eighteenth birthday 
on January 2nd, 1941. “Buddy” as he was called, 
was a member of the crew of the U.S. S. Meredith 
when she was commissioned in 1942. The destroyer 
Meredith was one of the escort during the con- 
ference held at sea between Winston Churchill and 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt. The ship had _ seen 
duty in the North Atlantic and the Strait of Den- 
mark before she was sent to the Pacific. She was 
part of Admiral Halsey’s Task Force when the 
“Shangri-la” raid went on the bombing mission to 
Japan. 

The Meredith was sent on escort duty to ac- 
company a supply ship with rafts of supplies for 
the relief of the gallant 1st Marine Division fighting 
on Guadalcanal who were fighting to keep Hender- 
son Airfield operating for the use of American air- 
planes. All their supplies were low but their avia- 
tion gasoline was almost exhausted and an attempt 
had to be made to bring in the fuel. The Japanese 
were making regular bombing runs over the Coral 
Sea and through the straits of the Solomon Islands 
to prevent aid arriving from Guadalcanal. Enemy 
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reconnaisance planes discovered the little convoy, 
and within a few hours Japanese torpedo planes 
and bombers attacked. The Meredith was severe- 
ly damaged and sank within a few minutes on Octo- 
ber 14th, 1942. Many of the crew, including 
Charles Pierpoint, went down with her. The survi- 
vors drifted around on rafts for a couple of days 
before they were rescued by another destroyer. 


Pvt. Robert Oren Russell of Shady entered the 
Army Infantry in May, 1942, and had his training 
at Camp Wheeler, Georgia. He took part in the 
North African campaign and was in the fighting 
around Madji-E]-Bab which was an important road 
center. This place was the key of our offensive 
for Tunisia that winter, but the weather prohibited 
flying and the mud bogged down the ground of- 
fensive. General Eisenhower reluctantly ordered 
the attack stopped until more favorable weather 
would allow a chance of success. This order was 
given on December 24th (Christmas Eve) which 
was the day Robert Russell was killed. 


Pvt. Lenhard Scholl, Jr.. went to Grammar 
school in Mt. Tremper and to Kingston High. 
When he was quite young his parents bought the 
bakery business in Woodstock and for several years 
their son helped them. He was inducted into the 
Army in 1943 and received his training at Camp 
Campbell, Kentucky. From there he was shipped 
to England, remaining for several months with the 
480th A.ILR. of the 20th Division. Sent to France 
he was a flame thrower with an armored division 
and it is believed he was attached to Patton’s 
Seventh Army when it made its spectacular rush 
to the Seine to contain von Klug’s retreating forces. 
On August 20th Lenhard Scholl, Jr., fell from 
shrapnel wounds in his chest. He lies buried at 
the U. S. Military Cemetery at St. Andre not far 
from Evreux. Two years later I visited St. Andre, 
placing a bouquet of asters on the Woodstock boy’s 
grave and (against Army regulations) taking a 
photograph to bring back to his parents. 

Thirteen years later his parents were gone and 
to learn a few facts I visited his sister who lives on 
the part of Route 212 known as Dobbin’s Hollow. 
With deep emotion she talked of this younger 
brother, bringing out his treasured last letters and 
one photograph. There was not a word about the 
war in his letters; they were filled only with con- 
cern for his family and begged his sister to make 
sure his elderly parents were all right at the bakery. 


His sister gestured down the hill to the houses of 
her other relatives. “We are all close together here 
and very fond of each other,” she said. I looked 
at the photograph she had chosen among a dozen 
for me to see. It was of the little boy, Lennie, 
who had turned with surprise to see the camera 
and, though the picture was slightly blurred, it 
showed a wonderfully gentle and elfin face beneath 
whisps of mussed hair. What ironical fate had 
forced this sensitive youth to be a flame thrower 
in a mechanized battle and had finally left him 
forever in the soil of provincial France? 


William J. White attended the Zena school 
and Kingston High. He enlisted in the Navy in 
December, 1941, when he was eighteen years old 
and was reported missing within a year when the 
S. S. Sterett was sunk by enemy fire in the fifth 
battle of the Solomons on the night of the 12-13th 
of November, 1942. The ship and crew received 
a Presidential Unit Citation for extraordinary hero- 
ism displayed in action against a Japanese Task 
Force. 
The newspapers carried a description of the 
battle although at the time no naval units were 
identified. The battle had begun two days before 
with an attack by enemy dive bombers protected 
by Zeros. They made two attempts but were 
driven off without the loss of any of the American 
transports they were after, although both sides suf- 
fered airplane casualties. The next day more of 
our transports approached under convoy and all 
day there was fighting in the sky. At nightfall a 
large Japanese naval force, including sixteen war- 
ships, sneaked into the straits of Guadalcanal ex- 
pecting at daylight to shoot out the Amercan forces 
dug into the beach. But just before dawn our far 
smaller naval force plunged into combat under 
command of Admiral Callaghan who was on the 
San Francisco. If the Japanese heavy battleships 


had stood out to sea they easily could have knocked 
off the American fleet which did not consist of any 
units heavier than cruisers and destroyers. The 
Japanese were deployed in a great circle between 
Guadalcanal and Savo Islands in the narrow straits 
when the U. S. ships sneaked into the circle, zig- 
zagging and twisting as they fired point blank into 
the enemy lines. Most of the time they were too 
close for the Japanese heavy guns to be depressed 
sufficiently to hit their hulls, but several shells tore 
into the superstructures, and the bridge of the San 
Francisco was shot away and there Admiral Callag- 
han was killed. Some of the American cruisers 
were mortally wounded but this was little compared 
to the losses suffered by the Nipponese who had 
lost at least one of their heaviest battleships and 
many other units which remained with bottoms 
up in the harbor. Their surviving ships crawled 
out of the straits and were repeatedly attacked by 
our air arm. This battle was so costly to the enemy 
that they only attempted one more and far weaker 
naval raid on Guadalcanal. It was in this battle 
which saved Guadalcanal that the S. S. Sterett went 
down and William White, aged nineteen, lost his 
life. 

The following letter was sent to his mother, 
Mrs. Edward F. White. “The chief of Naval Per- 
sonnel takes pride in forwarding the following 
award made to your son the late William John 
White, Seaman 2/c U.S.N.R. for meritorious con- 
duct as a member of the Naval Service. 

“Facsimile and ribbon bar with Star of the 
Presidential Unit Citation awarded the USS. 
Sterett for extraordinary heroism displayed by her 
crew in action against an enemy Japanese Task 
Force during the Battle of Guadalcanal on the 
night of 12-18 November 1942. 

“Chief of Naval Personnel Joe H. Lloyd Lt. 
Commander.” 
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SOME WOODSTOCK PERSONALITIES 


James T. Shotwell 


yan timidity I write about Dr. James T. 
Shotwell’s accomplishments in world affairs, 
knowing it is a task way over my head. I have 
described him as our neighbor and friend, but he 
is far more than this, and some of it must be told 
no matter how inadequate the telling. I will tell 
one little story to show his world wide reputation. 
Between the two world wars a friend of mine 
entering one of the railroad stations in Paris saw 
a crowd of waiting people. When asked whom they 
were expecting one of them replied “Monsieur Shot- 
well, the great American leader for peace.” 

His chief contribution to this era has cer- 
tainly been his work for peace. Right after World 
War I Dr. Shotwell declared that the one final les- 
son which history had taught was that in the 
complexity of modern industrial life, war had under- 
gone a revolution which made it no longer a con- 
trollable agency of national policy. Unjustified on 
the ground of necessity, resort to it would hence- 
forth be an international crime. 

In 1918 he was appointed by President Wood- 
row Wilson to the American delegation to negotiate 
peace in Paris. At the Peace Conference he headed 
the Division of History of the American Delega- 
tion. He secured the co-operation of the French 
and British Governments in providing background 
information of the political, economic and _ social 
problems under negotiation. Dr. Shotwell also 
played a major part in shaping the Constitution of 
the International Labor Organization, the one in- 
stitution created for the League of Nations which 
lasted through World War II. Previous to this 
there had been no federal labor legislation in the 
United States to cover an international organiza- 
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tion and Shotwell had to negotiate provisions which 
would be acceptable to this government and the 
public. 

After the rejection of the Treaty of Versailles 
by the American Senate Dr. Shotwell devoted his 
efforts to strengthening the policies of pacification 
in Europe and in attempting to reverse the isola- 
tionist policies in his own country through a pro- 
gram of co-operation with the League of Nations 
at Geneva. He labored untiringly as chairman of 
a Committee on Security and Disarmament, draft- 
ing an American plan which was incorporated in an 
official text of the League of Nations. To contin- 
ental Europe the passage of this protocol was the 
high water mark in the history of the League. How- 
ever, a new conservative government in England re- 
jected this protocol on the ground that it limited 
Great Britain’s freedom to act independently in 
time of crisis. To meet this criticism Sir Austen 
Chamberlain turned to negotiations which led to 
the Treaty of Locarno. 

Shotwell worked without respite for disarma- 
ment. The Kellogg-Briand Pact of 1928 was orig- 
inally based on the conclusions of the History of 
the War as outlined by Shotwell as General Editor. 
It was a frank denial of the theory of Clausewitz 
and Bismark that war was the legitimate instru- 
ment of national policy. In the United States Dr. 
Shotwell led a nation-wide campaign to force the 
reluctant State Department to negotiate with M. 
Briand. Secretary of State Kellogg, under the in- 
fluence of Senator Borah, changed the nature of the 
offer to a renunciation of all war. Although Dr. 
Shotwell continued to insist upon the validity of 
fighting a war of defense, upon the signing of the 


Pact of Paris, he supported it. 

From 1919 to 1948 Shotwell worked as Gen- 
eral Editor of the monumental 150 volume study of 
The Economic and Social History of the (first) 
World War under the auspices of the Carnegie En- 
dowment for International Peace. Previously he 
had made an outline for this work at the request 
of Elihu Root, then President of the Foundation. 
There were no models to follow as there had never 
been such a scientific study of war. Fifteen coun- 
tries collaborated in this work. The group com- 
prised experts who had held wartime government 
positions or were closely associated with wartime 
activities and included among these were thirty-five 
Cabinet Ministers. It dealt with every phase of 
the impact of war upon the peacetime life of the 
nations involved but omitted the purely military 
events. 

Before the conclusion of World War II the 
United States Secretary of State, Cordell Hull, 
called upon Dr. Shotwell’s scholarship and experi- 
ence to help develop, as a member of a committee 
under Sumner Wells, a program for the building of 
an international organization envisaged in the 
Roosevelt-Churchill Declaration for a United Na- 
tions organization. Subsequently Secretary Hull 
~ appointed him to serve on five national commit- 
tees. Shotwell was made Chairman of the Consul- 
tants of forty-two National Organizations of the 
United States in the fields of industry, labor, agri- 
culture, education, religion and women’s organiza- 
tions. Throughout the Conference at San Francisco 
this body of consultants exercised real influence 
upon the drafting of the Charter of the United 
Nations. They succeeded in having non-govern- 
mental organizations recognized in the Charter. 
They also helped to determine the nature of the 
United Nations Educational, Scientific and Cul- 
tural Organization (UNESCO). The insertion of 
the Human Welfare provision in the Charter was 
due to its sponsorship by the Consultants who in- 
sisted upon a specific provision in the Charter 
rather than merely including human welfare in the 
general statement of the “Purposes and Principles” 
of the United Nations. In this epochal work on 
the Declaration of Human Rights Dr. Shotwell took 
a leading part. 

It would require a book in itself to relate ade- 
quately all of the important work accomplished by 
James T. Shotwell. Among other jobs he under- 
took, here are a few. He was President of the 
League of Nations Association from 1924 to 1935 and 


member of the Institute of Pacific Relations and 
the Social Science Research Council 1925. In 1937, 
with the support of the Rockefeller Foundation, he 
organized a conference on International Copy- 
right. He was Chairman of the American Com- 
mittee on Intellectual Co-operation, Chairman of 
the Commission to Study the Organization of Peace 
from 1939 to 1950, and Chairman of the Car- 
negie Endowment on Atomic Energy 1945. 

For thirty-three years Shotwell served on the 
faculty of Columbia University as Professor and 
Lecturer on History. In 1937 he was nominated 
to the chair of the Lord Bryce Professorship on 
the History of International Relations. 

In 1948 he was unanimously elected to head 
the Carnegie Foundation for International Peace. 
At the present time he is President Emeritus of 


that body. He has written many books and re- 
ceived innumerable honors. Among his decorations 
are: 


Commander, Order of the Crown, Belgium, 1919 
Commander, Order of the Savior, Greece, 1925 
Commander of St. Sava, Jugoslavia, 1925 

Officer, Legion d’Honneur, France, 1927 
Commander, Order of the White Lion, Czechoslo- 

vakia, 1927 
Commander, Legion d’Honneur, France, 1946. 

A large portion of the Shotwell biography has 
been taken from an Aid-Memoire on James T. 
Shotwell’s Services to Peace, prepared under the 
auspices of Columbia University. 


William K. Gregory 


Dr. William K. Gregory, Paleontologist, morpho- 
logist, anthropologist, and so forth, has had a 
summer home in Woodstock for over thirty years. 
The list of his achievements and honors is so im- 
pressive that the thought of interviewing him in- 
timidated me. He proved to be an elderly man 
with a modest attitude regarding his achievements. 
He was sympathetic when I told him that what I 
know of anthropology would not fill a thimble. For- 
tunately he is a reader of subjects outside of his 
particular field and he loaned me an interesting 
book on Alaska written by former Woodstock neigh- 
bors, Henry and Susan Barrow. We _ wandered 
away from talk about his work to discuss paint- 
ing, literature and religion until his nice wife 
would tactfully bring us back to the subject in 
hand. She was probably afraid I would stay all 
night; and after we had partaken of coffee and a 
rich dessert she had prepared, I was quite ready 


167 


to stay for hours longer. 

Dr. Gregory was born in Greenwich Village, 
New York City, in 1876 and attended Trinity 
Church School. For his last year there, as he had 
to make a choice between an art or a science course, 
he chose science. Consequently, upon winning a 
scholarship, he entered Columbia University as a 
student of the School of Mines. It took him two 
years to realize this was not the right place for 
him, and upon winning further scholarships he 
entered the field of human sciences. 

When I asked him what had been the greatest 
influence in his career he said he owed most to 
three men: Henry Fairfield Osborn of the Natural 
History Museum under whom he worked; Bashford 
Dean, Professor of Zoology at Columbia and Pro- 
fessor F. J. Woodbridge of the Philosophy Depart- 
ment at Columbia. Then, with gravity, he added, 
“T have probably learned most through mistakes. 
I often opened the wrong doors but came through 
the right gardens.” After years of teaching and 
research Dr. Gregory is now Professor Emeritus of 
Vertebrate Paleontology at Columbia University 
and Curator Emeritus of Ichthyology at the Amer- 
ican Museum of Natural History. 

For several winters Dr. Gregory has gone to a 
coral island in the Bahamas as senior research of- 
ficer of the Lerner Laboratory of Marine Biology, 
which is a field station under the Museum. The 
story of this now permanent laboratory is interest- 
ing. When he was active curator of ichthyology at 
the Natural History Museum he was eager to ac- 
quire specimens of large fish. The help of the 
National Geographic Society was enlisted as well 
as that of the Amateur Fisherman’s Association. 
Fishermen were catching huge sailfish, marlin and 
other big fish, but these were not being listed. Nor 
were there any international records of the varie- 
ties and sizes of fish caught around the world. The 
International Game Fish Association was founded, 
of which Ernest Hemingway was later President. In 
a sense they were the parents of the Laboratory 
which was financed by Michael Lerner, the New 
York merchant, and a group of his colleagues. After 
hearing of the harrowing experiences of Eddie Ric- 
kenbacker on a raft after his plane crashed in the 
ocean, Lerner became interested in developing sur- 
vival equipment which included a shark repellent. 
Mr. and Mrs. Lerner went with Dr. Gregory and 
three Museum employees, who were expert in pre- 
paring specimens, on a trip to Australian and New 
Zealand waters to collect fish for the Museum. Mrs. 
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Lerner proved to be the best fisherman among 
them. 

Evolution Emerging is the title of a two volume 
book written by Dr. Gregory, published by Macmil- 
lan in 1951. It is the summation of fifty years of 
his own research based upon developments in this 
field of past generations of scientists. Now, at 
eighty-two, he is busy studying and _ classifying 
cone shells for a new book. He led me upstairs 
to see the collection of shells and other examples 
of marine life which fill two bedrooms of the 
house. As he explained the spiral growth of the 
cones and the multiple patterns of the shells it was 
as if a new world were emerging before my eyes. 

Dr. Gregory drew my attention to a lacy fan 
of coral which hung upon the wall, onto which were 
attached three sea horses. He pointed to one of 
these saying, “Do you want to see a _ pregnant 
sea horse? Would you suspect it is a male sea horse? 
After fertilization it is the male who produces the 
young. He must be very uncomfortable at the 
final stage because he practically explodes the issue 
when the birth occurs.” After pondering this in- 
formation I said to myself, “Humph, it’s just too 
bad the evolutionary process didn’t stop right 
there!” 


Walter Weyl 


Walter Weyl was born in Philadelphia in 1873. 
He attended the University of Pennsylvania and 
completed his formal education in Germany, 
France and England. Upon his return to the United 
States he threw himself into labor problems, which 
later led to his investigations into the anthracite 
coal strike, his statistical data becoming the basis 
upon which the miners rested their plea for better 
pay and working conditions. Previous to the strike 
he had been associated with the University Settle- 
ment in New York where he came to know num- 
bers of articulate reformers with whom he discussed 
world problems. His brother-in-law, Ernest Poole, 
recalled some of these talks and pays tribute to 
Weyl’s teaching in which he never acted the teach- 
er. “He made you feel he was learning from you 
—or rather that.you were learning together.” Poole 
accompanied Weyl on trips to study the Patterson 
strike and to a Socialist Convention in Indianapo- 
lis where the “Wobbly” crew created wild excite- 
ment and Weyl stayed up all night writing his 
notes, “his face gray with fatigue and strain. And 
yet (Poole recalled) we laughed a good deal... 
For he was a great companion. I know what he 


did for men and women, old and young, rich and 
poor, Jew and Gentile, what he did for me. And 
what he did for me was this: He made me feel that 
in this bewildering modern world the truth about 
any question is broad as a great country-side; that 
to see it whole you must take time to open one 
window after another; that you must learn to be 
tolerant, fair, but that one can be fair without los- 
ing the fire of one’s quest; that the fascination of 
this quest, for the great keys to the better days, 
is deeper, always deeper, the more patient you 
can learn to be.” 

Walter Lippmann tells of Walter Weyl as an 
editor of The New Republic, “He was not consci- 
ous of personal rights that he had to defend, nor 
touched by jealousy. He was too much interested 
in a thousand things outside himself . . . He was 
a perfect colleague . . . The fundamental idea of 
The New Republic (founded by the Willard 
Straights and Herbert Croly) was to build on a 
group. The event which really decided the selec- 
tion of that group was the Bull Moose adventure of 
1912. All of the editors had been in that affair, 
Croly and Weyl very deeply in it. No two books 
had done more to shape the thought of that period 
in American politics than Croly’s ‘The Promise of 
American Life’ and Weyl’s ‘The New Democracy.’” 

In an amusing mood Lippmann tells this story. 
“Up in Woodstock one day I asked him how far 
he carried this habit of statistical judgment. There 
had been a burglar around, and Walter had just 
told me that hearing a noise he had gone downstairs 
unarmed carrying a candle to see what was the 
matter. “You’re crazy, I said, ‘a lot of good your 
quantitative habits are to you if the best you can 
do is to offer a burglar a nice bright mark to shoot 
ie 

“« Not at all,’ he insisted. ‘the chances that a 
burglar would make such a racket were not one 
in nine hundred; the chances that a door was bang- 
ing in the wind were as one to four, there being 
four doors in that room; and the chances of my 
breaking my neck if I did not take a candle were 
at least five to one against me.’ ‘And you thought 
all that out in the middle of the night?” I inquired 
feebly. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I’m not naturally brave 
and the laws of probability are a great comfort to 
me. ” 

Richard Le Gallienne said of Walter Weyl that 
he could make political economy almost as attrac- 
tive as a love affair. Certainly he had an unusual 
ability as a man with a passion for statistics and 


analysis to have been able to understand and be 
just to any opposing point of view; and this made 
Weyl unique among the intellectuals of his time. 
However, he was far more than just a brain, as all 
his friends attest to his having been a delightful 
comrade who brought out the best in everyone, to 
his having been a good listener, ready in conversation 
to give and take, and they also recall his infectious 
laughter! 

One among the Byrdcliffe coterie remembers 
his first visit when he seemed rather out of place 
walking in this rural community dressed in city 
clothes with a stiff straw hat. Thus with Clarence 
Darrow, Zulma Steele and Edna Walker he climbed 
Overlook Mountain. But it. was not long before 
he had adjusted to country life and he even planted 
a vegetable garden. 

In a little booklet, “Fallen Leaves”, given to 
his friends, Carl Eric Lindin said, “There is still 
another figure that at times walks with me through 
the darkening landscape, though he has long ago 
left us! The kind and witty Walter Weyl, who had 
the welfare of the community so much at heart; a 
gay and indomitable spirit; and often when I think 
of life, of art and the passing fashions, I think of a 
remark that he frequently made. ‘Well,’ he would 
say, ‘don’t you think this year’s chicks are very 
much like last year’s?’ ” 

I was one of the many young persons after 
World War I searching for some of the answers and 
became an avid reader of The New Republic, and 
of course admired what Mr. Wey] had to offer, but 
unfortunately knew him only slightly. At the time 
of his death I remember some of the comments 
which were to the effect that both labor and man- 
agement had lost a real friend because he alone had 
been able to understand and reconcile their diverg- 
ing points of view. 

For the last thirty years I have been fortun- 
ate in being welcomed in Mrs. Weyl’s home where 
she has kept alive her husband’s tradition of intel- 
lectual curiosity and a politically open mind. She 
has given more than her share to every good cause 
in the nation and in the village, and she does this 
thinking of Walter Weyl whose name is engraved on 
the building she gave to house our public library. 
Her home reflects their travels, particularly their 
tour of the Orient, which provides the Chinese 
paintings and hangings in the spacious living rooms 
and halls. But it is in the library one feels closest 
to Weyl. Here one can find the character of the 
man by what he read. He had a large collection 
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of reference books; there were many volumes on 
history, on economics, on labor and socialism and 
statistics. 

My final quotation is from his friend Francis 
Hackett who said of Walter Weyl, “His mind was 
incorruptible.” 


Hughes Mearns 


Hughes Mearns and his wife live off the Wit- 
tenberg road only a few pasture fields and a hollow 
away from the home of Harold Rugg. The latter 
came to Woodstock to visit the Mearnses and liked 
it well enough to build a home for himself. They 
have both worked in the field of education. As 
my car mounted the steep road to the house I 
thought of the courtesy with which all these well- 
known people had responded to my questions. With 
some of them, like the Mearnses, I was barely ac- 
quainted. Yet they welcomed me with cordiality. 

Mearns has been in retirement for several 
years, but he is full of enthusiasm over a new edi- 
tion of his best-known book, “Creative Power,” 
which is being republished in a huge paperback 
sponsored by the National Educational Theatre As- 
sociation. To bring the cost down Mearns has 
waived royalties. When this book was first pub- 
lished it was received with enthusiastic praise, not 
only from those connected with education, but also 
from other writers. Lewis Mumford and Carl 
Sandburg each spoke of it as one of the great con- 
tributions to education, and the poet Robert Frost 
said it was the best story of a feat of teaching 
ever written. “Creative Power” is one of a series 
which includes “Creative Youth” and “The Crea- 
tive Adult.” 

Besides the books on education Mearns has 
published several novels, the best-known of which 
is “The Vinegar Saint.” He first came to Wood- 
stock more than thirty years ago to write a novel. 
He had been directed to the Maverick and he asked 
Hervey White for a quiet place in the woods for 
work. Hervey led him high up behind the quarry, 
which he expected would discourage this stranger. 
When Mearns said he would take it Hervey was 
prepared to let him have the cottage for nothing 
and was evidently surprised when Mearns gave 
him fifty dollars for rent. The Mearnses spent sev- 
eral happy summers on the Maverick, not object- 
ing to the lack of facilities. They have real admi- 
ration for Hervey White. 

Hughes Mearns taught at the Lincoln School 
of Columbia’s Teachers College and at New York 
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University. Perhaps the greatest tribute to his 
books on education is that they are carried by 
teachers on their vacations because they kindle in 
them their dormant creative spirit. 


Musicians 


Alexander Semmler is a composer, conductor 
and pianist. He was born and received most of 
his training in Germany. He came to New York 
in 1923 to do some “concertizing.” A few years 
later he became the conductor at the Neighborhood 
Playhouse. In 1927 he joined the Columbia Broad- 
casting System as pianist and assistant conductor 
of the symphony orchestra. Since then he has been 
free-lancing in writing music for radio, television 
and movies. A few years ago Semmler went to 
Berlin on a special assignment for the State De- 
partment, taking over the music administration of 
R.IL.A.S. That is the Radio in the American Sector. 

This summer Alexander Semmler was in Spain 
making recordings of American music. When he 
returned he resumed direction of the Maverick Sun- 
day Concerts which he took over a few years ago 
when William Kroll resigned. 

The Semmlers came on several visits to Wood- 
stock before 1943 when they bought a home in 
Zena. They have lived there at least part of the 
year ever since. He says he has worked on some 
of his best compositions and has been “creatively 
very happy” in Woodstock. 

Adrian Siegel has had a home in Bearsville for 
a number of years. But his work as cellist with 
the Philadelphia Orchestra has drawn him away 
for many summer tours and special concerts. He 
is not only known as a cellist but as a painter and 
photographer. His pictures of fellow musicians and 
the great leaders, including Toscanini, who have 
been with the Philadelphia Orchestra, were repro- 
duced in Life magazine and elsewhere. 

H. A. Schimmerling was born in Czechoslo- 
vakia. He became conductor of the German Opera 
House in Prague. He is a composer of various works, 
including folk dances and a Slavonic Rhapsody. He 
now lives high on Ohayo Mountain where he com- 
poses and teaches. 

Sam Eskin, the folk singer, lives on the Cannon 
road and has probably been heard around the 
United States more often than most of our musici- 
ans. Another singer of folk songs is Peter Seeger 
who is only here occasionally. He is married to 
the daughter of Takashi Ohta, and she spent her 
childhood in Woodstock. Her father is that Jap- 


anese-American who served his adopted country 
well and who will always be remembered as the co- 
author, with Margaret Sperry, of that enchanting 
book, “The Golden Wind.” 


Herbert Spinden 


Not far above the Rock City corners is the 
summer home of the anthropologist, Herbert Spin- 
den, who is particularly well known from having 
solved the mystery of the Mayan calendar. He 
explored several Aztec and Mayan sites under the 
auspices of the Peabody Museum. He has lec- 
tured and written on archaeology and ethnology for 
years. He is a Fellow of the Royal Geographical 
Society and has received many honors for his 
research. 


Dr. Frank Boudreau 


Beyond the Spindens and higher on the moun- 
tain is Camelot, the home of Dr. and Mrs. Frank 
Boudreau. He served in World War I as an Ameri- 
can officer with the British Army, first in England 
and later in France, where he was attached to 
the 26th Ambulance Service. In the period be- 
tween the two wars Dr. Boudreau served for twelve 
years as an official of the League of Nations. He 
served the League as epidemiologist-statistician of 
the Health Service. He says his most interesting 
assignment was in making a survey of the ports 
of China. 

Dr. Boudreau was President of the League of 
Nations Association, receiving this mantle from 
another Woodstocker, Dr. Shotwell. His activities 
have been multiple on both health committees and 
for the cause of peace. He has been Chairman of 
the Food and Nutritional Board of the National 
Research Council; Technical Consultant to the 
United Nations Commission on Food and Agri- 
culture. He was on the Executive Committee of 
the American Association for the United Nations 
and a member of the Sterlings Committee of the 
Commission to study the organization of peace. 
Boudreau has been for years the Executive Director 
of the Milbank Memorial Fund. He has received 
many decorations and honors. 


Other Well-Known Woodstockers 


One of our famous authors is Manuel Komroff 
who came years ago to Byrdcilffe. He was then 
editor of the Modern Library and could stay for 
only a few months in the summer. Later he built 
his own house on Ohayo. It is on a high bluff with 


a wonderful view of the whole valley and Over- 
look Mountain. He told me it is called “The House 
that Rank Built” because J. Arthur Rank, by pro- 
ducing a movie of one of his stories, paid for it. 
Komroff and his wife have an apartment in New 
York but spend half the year in Woodstock. 

He considers this is a fine place for doing cre- 
ative work. The people respect his time and 
friends do not intrude while he is writing. He has 
written many short stories, and for a period he 
turned out one a month for Esquire magazine. It 
would usually be a sweltering hot day in July or 
August when he would be called from the Esquire 
office to write their annual Chirstmas story. 

While he has been in Woodstock Komroff has 
written several historical novels. “One Magic Bow” 
was about Paganini. He also wrote “Jade Star” and 
“Echoes of Evil.” Another book, “Mozart,” which 
was written on Ohayo Mountain, received the Mo- 
zart award. 

Komroff was responsible for bringing two im- 
portant persons to Woodstock. One was J. P. Mc- 
Evoy of cartoon, special article and master of cere- 
mony fame. McEvoy bought an old farm along 
the Bearsville road which he made into an up-to- 
date home with swimming pool “and everything.” 
His son, Dennis McEvoy, who went to school in 
Woodstock, became a correspondent on the Eastern 
Front in World War II. Meanwhile his father 
moved to New York, spending the winters in Cuba, 
until his death a short time ago. 

The other person Komroff mentioned was Wil- 
liam Pachner who came after the war. He has 
been a valued addition to the artists’ group. The 
first paintings he showed here had a special quality 
of sadness, almost torment, but perhaps now the 
mood of his work has changed. 

Two of our good sculptors live at Highwoods in 
Saugerties Township, but have always been associ- 
ated with the Woodstock colony. They are Harvey 
Fite and Tomas Penning. Each of them has built 
an interesting house and studio beside one of the 
quarries, using the bluestone for sculpture as well 
as building. Beyond this there is little similarity 
between them. Fite could be said to belong dis- 
tinctly to the modern school. Penning is modern in 
some of his sculpture, but his religious subjects tend 
to be more conservative. One of his statues which 
has become famous is “Our Lady of the Hudson” at 
Port Ewen across the Rondout creek from Kings- 
ton. It was made to commemorate those men who 
lost their lives on the inland waterways between 
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New York City and the Great Lakes. The money 
for the park and statue was raised by longshore- 
men, tug and barge men, boat builders and others 
affiliated with the waterways. The statue was un- 
veiled by a descendent of a barge captain of the 
old Delaware and Hudson Canal. This old lady 
had made the trip between the two rivers on her 
father’s barge. 

Other well-known writers who live nearby are 
Joseph Kesselring, who wrote the play “Arsenic 
and Old Lace”, and Howard Koch who is a play- 
wright and scenario writer. Kurt Marek rose to 
prominence when he produced “Gods, Graves and 
Scholars” under the name “Ceram” which is a 
phonetic reversed version of his name. A friend 
asked him why he had moved to Woodstock and 
he is quoted as replying, “Where else could I go 
into a delicatessen and talk philosophy with the 
man who waits on me?” Marek at present is over- 
seas collecting more archeological material and_ it 
is impossible to check on this. 

Will Durant, who writes history in an inter- 
esting style, left after staying parts of many sea- 
sons in a home he owned at Lake Hill. Of those 
who stayed only a short period there were Sinclair 
Lewis who acted in “Shadows and Substance” at 
the Playhouse, and Eugene O’Neill who is reported 
to have spent a lost week in Woodstock. His son, 
Eugene O’Neill, Jr., after a rather tempestuous few 
years here came to a tragic ending in a cottage on 
the Ohayo Mountain road. The list could go on 
and on. 


Dr. Harold Rugg 


The Harold Ruggs live in Bearsville high above 
the road to Wittenberg. From their terrace may be 
seen one of the most beautiful views in Woodstock 
Township. With their backs against Tonshi they 
face the series of hills which rise gradually beyond 
the flank of Overlook to the distant blue of the 
mountains in Greene County. There is space to 
watch the play of shadow and sunlight and the 
thunder clouds bubbling to the northwest. If the 
air becomes too transparent and the hue of the 
mountains turns pale blue a spell of rain will follow. 
The Ruggs may prefer to inquire about the pros- 
pects of a fine day from their neighbor, Tom Shul- 
tis, who is considered the best weather prophet in 
the Catskills. 

Rugg has been in the field of education for 
many years. He graduated from Dartmouth in 
1908, and has successively been a member of the 
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faculties of the University of Illinois, University of 
Chicago, Teachers College, Columbia, and Visiting 
Professor in Ibrahim University, Cairo, Egypt, and 
part-time Educational advisor for the University of 
Puerto Rico. He has served on various Commissions 
and National Research Committees on Education 
and made surveys of education in the Philippines, 
Puerto Rico, the Union of South Africa, Australia 
and New Zealand. 

The Ruggs frequently have informal dinners 
with well-chosen guests and good food. Their low- 
eaved house set on the mountain-side, with its 
wide terrace and large living room, is well adapted 
to parties. I recall groups gathered there from 
among the painters, writers, musicians and _philo- 
sophers who, under Rugg’s guidance, contributed to 
lively evenings of good conversation. It is an art 
to keep talk alive on any one subject and Rugg can 
do this. 

Rugg is envied for his study which is lined 
with interesting books and half filled by a desk 
which surrounds the writer on three sides. On 
one wall is a large fireplace. It was close to the 
hearth we talked one winter afternoon about his 
current book on the creative process. 

Harold Rugg has been versatile in his accom- 
plishments. Since taking his doctorate at Illinois 
in 1915 he has lectured primarily on civilization 
and education in America. He is probably best 
known for his imaginative ideas on modern educa- 
tional theory. He has received innumerable degrees 
and honors and is certainly one of Woodstock’s 
most distinguished citizens. 

When I asked Harold Rugg why he had cho- 
sen to live in Woodstock he wrote me: 

“Billy Mearns, my friend and colleague at 
Lincoln School, brought me here thirty years ago. 
From his house I saw a bare mountain plateau, 
overlooking the most beautiful valley in the world; 
I bought the land around it, and on it slowly built 
the nucleus of a house. Then Elizabeth came and 
she and I together designed our house, appropriate 
to the life that we would live there. 

“The human landscape drew me too, a com- 
munity of creative men and women who might, 
when a day’s work was done, cultivate with me 
the art of conversation and throw light on the cre- 
ative way of life. On some rare evenings this has 
happened. 

“The Child-Centered School, The Great Tech- 
nology and the fourteen-volume Man and His 
Changing Society for young Americans were writ- 


ten before I settled down in Woodstock. But my 
best work has been done here in the midst of happy 
moments of companionship. That Men May Un- 
derstand—my reply to the patrioteers who maligned 
the school books—was written that I might under- 
stand. Here, during the war years, Now Is the 
Moment and Foundations For American Education 
took shape. And here in the early ’fifties were writ- 
ten The Teacher of Teachers and Social Founda- 
tions of Education. Best of all, since retirement 


in 1951 freed me from academic bondage, I have 
lived six years of exciting discovery working on the 
Imagination of Man—a forthcoming book on the 
nature of the creative act. 

“Where could one find a scene and a climate 
more hospitable to the quiet mind of creative dis- 
covery than in our house above the valley in a 
community of artists? 

“That is why I came to Woodstock.” 


173 


XVI 


THE ARTISTS SPEAK FOR THEMSELVES 


OVERS this history of Woodstock was to have 
ended after the account of World War II, but 
the question arose as to where the village was 
heading as an art colony. If answered this could pro- 
ject the story into the future. To secure opinions 
on this subject it seemed best to allow the artists 
to speak for themselves. My first inquiry was to 
Anton Refregier. 

The music of Beethoven could be heard as I 
entered Refregier’s barn studio. On the tables and 
walls were small-scale paintings for a Nebraska 
mural. They depicted the past and present his- 
tory of that state. Each figure and scene was sym- 
bolic beyond its decorative surface, but it would be 
understandable to an intelligent man. That is im- 
portant to him because he has faith in the ultimate 
judgment of the people. Temporarily they might 
accept what was false, just as they could be forced 
by circumstances to live in crowded developments 
with ersatz chimneys made of cardboard, while all 
around were miles of unoccupied country. But gi- 
ven the opportunity, he believes that in the long 
run they would make a better choice. 

Where did he think art in Woodstock was 
heading? He suspects many of the young painters 
all over the United States, as well as in Woodstock, 
are in a pocket confined by their egoism and intol- 
erance. They are divorced from life, and if they 
are not to dry up they will have to return to the 
world. The continuity of art advancement was 
cut during the war. Meanwhile the young people’s 
thinking became “self-conversion”, their work an 
expression of their ego. They rejected the humanist 
point of view. The period immediately after the 
war was lonely for real artists, but fortunately for 
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Woodstock, not long after this there arrived a group 
of painters from the west, bringing with them a 
fresh understanding of life. They are now the mid- 
die group who stand for the continuity of our art. 

Refregier himself has participated in many 
world events. For example, he covered the begin- 
nings of the United Nations organization for For- 
tune Magazine. One of the important murals he 
made was commissioned by the San Francisco Post 
Office. Most of his murals are historical, requiring 
long research, and were executed in various medi- 
ums including ceramics. He spoke of work he had 
done for public schools, the decorations he had 
made for the S. S. Independence and the Consti- 
tution; and the murals for a synagogue. For each 
of these he studied their history or ritual and 
thereafter lectured upon these subjects. 

As to the future of art, Refregier spoke of the 
difficulty of the artist making a living from paint- 
ing pictures. A composer or writer might derive an 
income for years from their creations, but a painter 
sells his work and that ends his profit. The gal- 
leries and museums do not offer enough opportun- 
ity. He thinks the government should give the 
artists patronage. During the era of the Works 
Progress Administration the government projects 
helped the arts. The artists were given freedom of 
expression and they were stimulated by the oppor- 
tunities offered. Above all, Refregier says, he has 
faith in his fellow men and that art to survive must 
return to humanism. 

When Doris Lee and Arnold Blanch were asked 
where they thought Woodstock was heading as an 
art colony they replied that as they now belonged 
with the older artists they would suggest I listen 


to what an avant-garde group might say. They 
offered to have them meet at their house, and Ar- 
nold said he would invite a typical group. 

Before the meeting with the avant-garde paint- 
ers I spent a morning remembering many pleasant 
associations with Doris Lee and Arnold Blanch. 
Here are a few thoughts regarding Doris Lee and 
her work. Over the tables and chairs I spread re- 
productions of several dozen of her pictures. Many 
of them were cut from Life Magazine, such as the 
illustrations for the musical “Oklahoma”, “The 
Harvey Girls”, “The Hollywood Gallery”, “Modern 
Living” and “An Artist in Africa.” Besides there 
was the book “Doris Lee” of the American Artists 
Group and the illustrations for “The Great Quillow” 
along with various other reproductions in art books 
and magazines. 

It does not require a second glance to recognize 
any of these as the work of Doris Lee. They are 
all full of gaiety, color and imagination, but also 
they are full of humor; not the low comedy type 
but a whimsical humor one can enjoy with each 
review. The color in these pictures may seem a 
little strong because they were intended for repro- 
duction, yet the tones always fit the subject. For 
example, one who has seen North Africa might take 
a quick breath of pleasure over the color in the 
“Tunisian Oasis.” The river winding through the 
canvas is what Doris herself calls “bluing blue”; it 
compliments the drab earth color, the green foliage 
and the notes of dulled copper in the costumes and 
cooking utensils. These paintings are more typical 
of North Africa than any number of those pictures 
of harem ladies and Arab fretwork which abound 
in European galleries. 

It is easy to learn the details of Doris Lee’s 
life, the pictures she has painted and the prizes she 
has won from the American Artists Monograph. 
But it does not describe her home in Woodstock. 
She and her husband Arnold Blanch no longer live 
in their old house on the seventy acre farm which 
she painted in her whimsical “Helicopter” canvas. 
They have sold all but a few acres and upon the 
remainder they have built a very modern house. Un- 
like the old farmers they chose the best spot for 
viewing Overlook Mountain. But one must admit 
those old fellows had more respect for the cranky 
character of our streams. At the bidding of the old 
witch the Sawkill sometimes leaps its banks by the 
bend and floods across Route 212, spreading under 
the doors of the newer houses, but never under the 
old. It always happens when Doris and Arnold 


are away and their friends are upset in fear that 
the souvenirs of their travels have been damaged. 
No doubt they have now learned to stow aloft all 
their favorite objects, because in looking around 
the studio every treasure seems to be in its place. 
There are early American woodcarvings and cera- 
mics, there are pieces of pottery and fabrics from 
Europe and Mexico, there are gods and dolls, pic- 
tures and decoys, both primitive and modern, each 
one placed with a feeling for line and color which 
makes it look right in the setting of a modern 
house. Here Doris says she prefers to live in a 
community of professional people surrounded by the 
rolling Catskill landscape. 

This is where we met for the conference with 
the avant-garde group. On a humid July afternoon 
we assembled in the studio. A fresh breeze blew in 
from the mountain and, with the addition of cool 
drinks and comfortable chairs, conversation became 
a pleasure. 

The only two among the group who were 
known to me were Bob Angeloch, an abstract paint- 
er, and Ed Chavez, who is a fine metal worker as 
well as being a modern artist. The others were 
Lynfield Ott, Walter Plate and Jane and Manuel 
Bromberg. The last named is a portrait painter 
who first came to Woodstock in 1941 to stay with 
Arnold Blanch on the Maverick. He was the fore- 
runner of the group of artists who came from Colo- 
rado. He received a Guggenheim Fellowship and is 
now on the governing board of the Art Association. 
Of course Doris Lee and Arnold Blanch were also 
present. 

To the question regarding the future of Wood- 
stock as an art colony Lynfield Ott said he thought 
for him, personally, it was about through. To see 
interesting exhibitions and find incentives he had 
to go to New York. I asked if that were true, 
why he did not live there? He replied that he 
could not afford to do so. He regretted that a 
painter had to be practically a hermit in Wood- 
stock, depending upon himself for incentive. Angel- 
och said he did not feel he had to be “charged up” 
all the time! Later Ott added that “there was a dif- 
ferent climate now for an artist than in the thirties 
when they were accepted by society and sponsored 
by the government. Being accepted, they painted 
more intelligibly. Artists feel that by living like 
other people they become closer to their fellow men.” 
Chavez remarked that he liked living in Woodstock 
because here he could withdraw into his studio to 
think. There was little exchange between fellow 
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painters. Occasionally there would be a symposium 
at the galleries, but for exciting stimulation he 
would go to New York. However, he received most 
of his impetus for painting from the west, which 
was the scene of his childhood. 

There was general conversation regarding the 
tapering off of good music and musicians here now. 
When reminded there were modern composers 
around, like Henry Cowell and William Ames, they 
conceded these men were producing vital work. 
Arnold recalled the year Frank Mele directed the 
Festival of Modern American Music sponsored by 
the Art Association when compositions of contem- 
porary music were produced before an audience 
which packed the Town Hall. 

Plate said nowadays an artist had to work at 
another job to get enough money to paint. His wife, 
he said, is a teacher, and he works half time. The 
others agreed that it was necessary to earn money 
at something other than their art. This work took 
about half their time. But why did they have to 
work this long and make this much money? Be- 
cause they could not live decently without it. 
Somebody remarked that they could not be expected 
to do with less than an untrained workman. Another 
said they did not want to live in an unusual way. 
I remarked that in the old days the painters lived 
in barns without plumbing. Plate answered that 
there were not any barns available. I asked if it 
were not really that they were soft? Arnold Blanch 
noted that Sara Kuniyoshi had offered her hus- 
band’s studio for a student’s use. He could not find 
any takers because the water had to be carried a 
few feet and the toilet was outside. Later he 
amended this statement by adding that the offer 
had been made a little late in the season. 

In connection with the changing pattern of the 
artists’ habits Arnold remarked that in the early 
days at the Maverick the creative people would 
get together and discuss interesting topics. Now 
when one met artists they would talk about their 
mowing machines or their baby sitters. Referring 
to my last statement, he said one must take into 
consideration that many of the young people now 
had families. Rather dryly I added that formerly 
the artists had not been able to afford chil- 
dren. This remark was followed by a significant 
moment of silence . . . Angeloch said his job as 
a janitor at the League made his painting possible, 
but he could not hold a job and paint at the same 
time. Therefore he was an artist for only eight 
months of the year. Arnold commented that Bob 
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made more sweeping floors than he did as instruc- 
tor! 

Bromberg had made several statements from 
time to time, seeming to agree with the others that 
Woodstock had deteriorated as an art colony and 
that artists today were conditioned to comforts. 
Ott remarked that he had lived as uncomfortably 
as any painter and at times as well as many of 
them. Bromberg added that not too long ago there 
were places here where one could meet with other 
artists, drink a glass of beer and play pool. Now 
there were only the hard liquor spots. Angeloch said 
he could not afford to frequent those places often 
even if it were the only way to have conversation 
with other painters. The others agreed with their 
need to associate with other creative persons. Arnold 
remembered how Paul Burlin used to go in the 
afternoon to sit on the terrace of the Irvington. 
After a while another artist passing along the road 
would notice him there and go sit at the same 
table. Along would come a few more painters and 
soon a little coterie would have gathered for con- 
versation. 

Doris Lee regretted there were no informal 
gathering places such as the Parisian cafes. Now 
one was especially invited to an entertainment and 
it was necessary to dress up for it. Angeloch asked 
if it were not because Woodstock had grown too 
big? Arnold said it was full of people but most 
of them were on the fringes of art. Plate agreed 
that the French type of cafe offered much to the 
artist. He had been a G.I. student for three and 
a half years in France. However, when questioned, 
he conceded it was no longer cheap to live there. 
As for the quality of the work to be seen in Paris, 
he said the most exciting paintings to be seen there 
now came from America. The trend had been 
reversed and now French artists were being stim- 
ulated by pictures arriving from the United States. 
He described the little left bank galleries receiv- 
ing bundles of rolled canvases from New York. 
They all said that here in America there were more 
good painters than anywhere else. 

I asked them if they could not find the right 
living conditions in Europe or New York, where 
did they think they could be found? There fol- 
lowed a discussion of other art colonies. Bromberg 
said his first selection was Paris, his next Wood- 
stock. ‘After all,” he said, “here there is a set of 
built-in values developed from fifty years of crea- 
tive thinking in the valley. Artists might fade out 
for a period but later they might zero back in 


again. There was an advantage in that artists were 
not second class citizens in Woodstock.” Ott vol- 
unteered that “painters do not sell their work as 
easily as they formerly had. Good painters are not 
trying to sell as much as they are trying to paint 
better.” 

Arnold said there was a creeping mediocrity in 
the Art Gallery exhibitions. Bromberg’s retort to 
this was to say the gallery group wanted good 
work. He said this spring there were only nine or 
ten persons submitting work for membership in the 
Association, of whom only’ three were accepted. 
There were scholarships available, but the kids 
would not accept them and thereby sacrifice the 
seven or eight hundred dollars they could make at 
other jobs. 

Plate had periodically been repeating that he 
could not find any stimulation among the pictures 
shown in the Woodstock exhibitions. But because 
he loves nature the Catskills give him an impulse 
toward creative work. He finds it is a horrible as 
well as a wonderful feeling to paint. Art is a 
personal conviction which the artist has to work 
out for himself. Bromberg asked why more of 
the younger men did not exhibit at the Art Associ- 
ation shows, inferring that if they would do so the 
exhibitions might become more vital. Arnold 
Blanch referred again to the old days when every- 
one exhibited there. The New York dealers would 
come to see the shows and invite the painters whose 
work interested them to exhibit at their galleries 
in New York. That was how many of the young 
painters got their start, including Doris and him- 
self. He thought one explanation for the present 
situation might be because now the city was only 
a couple of hours distant and the artists could make 
their own contacts with the New York dealers. 
It developed from the conversation that Plate 
would soon have a one-man show at the Stable 
Galleries in New York. 

I noted that for forty-five years people had 
been heard to say Woodstock was dying, but after 
all it was very much alive. Chavez remarked that 
even if he does not find stimulus for painting here, 
he still likes living in Woodstock. Ott, for all his 
criticism, admitted that after trying other places he 
was always delighted to return. He said he liked 
being able to look up to the mountain. Both Brom- 
berg and Blanch said that notwithstanding the poor 
quality of the exhibitions, there was actually bet- 
ter painting now being produced in the community 
than there had been twenty years ago, and that 


more exciting people were about. Their conclusions 
were that for an artist Woodstock was just about 
the best all-year-round place in which to live. 
Manuel Bromberg had the final “bon mot” when 
he remarked that probably the last hero would be 
the artist who was on his own and starved. 

In a later conversation with Ed Chavez he 
remarked that though the village had certainly 
changed and there was no longer a community of 
artists in the sense of meeting places and cafes, yet 
this year he had been aware of stirrings of fresh 
impetus. New galleries had started and new cul- 
tural activities were developing. 

Chavez, who was born in Wagonmound, New 
Mexico, has painted numerous murals in the west. 
Besides the Fulbright award he received a $2,000.00 
Tiffany Grant, the Childe Hassam purchase award, 
the Lathrop Prize, and so forth. He is represented 
by paintings in many museums and in the Library 
of Congress Print Collection. For the past five 
years he has been an instructor at the Art Students 
League. 

When Arnold Blanch read what had been jot- 
ted down at this meeting he said it was not fair 
to be critical of the artists just because they want- 
ed comforts. He added that most of the members 
of this particular group were not students but 
mature painters. He recalled that most of the 
original Woodstock artists had been grateful for 
comforts as soon as they could achieve them. 

He made another comment which seems inter- 
esting about the general attitude regarding art. He 
thinks throughout the United States the artists 
have become an important cultural force in their 
communities. The visiting artist is received en- 
thusiastically and his pictures are considered im- 
portant. 

After talking to these avant-garde painters I 
came to the conclusion that some of them liked to 
grumble and I took to calling them the angry young 
artists. One evening soon after, I happened to 
speak with a teen age student who was working 
under Arnold Blanch at the League, and it was 
refreshing to listen to his enthusiasm. He was called 
Bobbie, and when asked whether his fellow students 
at the League felt as he did, he said, “Yes,” and 
wanted to bring a couple of them to talk with me. 
Unfortunately there was not time to do this. But 
it was interesting to know that these very young 
initiates in art were bursting with zeal and grateful 
for the opportunity to study in Woodstock. It was 
reminiscent of the very early days of the League 
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Summer School. This opportunity was not being 
handed to them freely. In Bobbie’s case he was 
working for his bed and dinner, doing chores for 
his landlady, and when that obligation was met he 
did odd carpentry jobs in the evening to cover other 
expenses. He said for him the most important 
stimulation was in the environment of Woodstock 
and being with other students who were thinking 
about art and who had the same goal. He quoted 
Blanch as saying no teacher could do more than 
guide and that the only way to grow was by appli- 
cation. He was working so hard at painting and 
as a handy man that he did not have time to hang 
around the pubs, although he liked to have an 
occasional glass of beer, he said. Arnold Blanch 
said Bobbie was an unusually hard-working student 
and was accomplishing as much as any among 
them. Looking into the intelligent face of this 
youth I felt the future of the Woodstock tradition 
in art was in good hands. 

As the artists continued to speak, in many 
instances they inadvertently admitted that Wood- 
stock has a spiritual entity. There is an aggregate 
tone or wit which emanates from mass creative 
thinking. To encourage the interchange of ideas 
why could there not be sidewalk cafes with tiny 
metal tables where the artists could gather over a 
beer, coffee or a glass of wine? If this could be 
established, and creative people attracted, Wood- 
stock might come into its rightful place as the 
center of art in America. 


Arnold Blanch 


Arnold Blanch was born in Minnesota and 
studied art first at the Minneapolis School of Art. 
His aunt, who made copies of paintings for her 
home, paid his tuition for one term. Thereafter 
the youth won scholarships to study at the Art 
Students League in New York where he worked 
under Sloan and Henri. American art owes a great 
debt to these two masters who in their day had a 
liberating influence upon a whole generation of 
students. Blanch’s art development was interrupt- 
ed by the first world war, during which he was 
sent to France to make maps for the Intelligence 
Corps. Whenever possible he visited Paris and 
the museums. After the war he returned to the 
League for a short period to study under Kenneth 
Hayes Miller and Boardman Robinson. This was 
followed by a summer during which he painted in 
France along the Loire. 

Blanch arrived in Woodstock in 1923, when 
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he and his first wife, Lucille, built a studio on the 
Maverick. To supplement their income he set up 
a loom for weaving, worked in a Bohemian restau- 
rant called the “Intelligencia” which was being run 
at the time by some of the musicians, and also did 
any odd jobs available. This enabled him to paint 
part time. Gradually he sold a few pictures, had 
a one-man show at the Dudensing Gallery in New 


York City and was thus launched upon a success- 


ful career. He and Lucille were separated, ending 
in a divorce, and several years later he and Doris 
Lee were married. 

In 1933 Blanch returned to France on a Gug- 
genheim Fellowship. Throughout his life he has 
periodically returned to Europe, especially to 
France. He has also travelled in North Africa, 
Spain and Mexico and absorbed something of their 
culture, but it was on a trip across this country 
that he became fully aware of the beauty and ex- 
panse of the United States, finding here the true 
orientation for his talent. Since then he has re- 
ceived many medals and prizes from the foremost 
exhibitions and is represented with paintings in 
most of the American museums and galleries. 

During the thirties Arnold Blanch was keenly 
aware of the evil that Fascism was spreading. It 
may have been that, added to a curtailment of 
his hitherto superabundant energy, which led him 
into what has been called his angry period of paint- 
ing. To me it seemed like a necessary adjustment 
to the tragedy in the world. From that time he 
developed a greater understanding of humanity 
and a more buoyant outlook. He has looked closely 
at life and now he expresses a mature appraisal of 
this era. He has always been popular as an in- 
structor. One of his artist friends remarked that 
Arnold was a born teacher and was fortunate in 
that his teaching did not detract from his creative 
ability. 

As he has received honors too numerous to 
list, I will describe Blanch only as a neighbor. His 
hair changed from blond to gray when he was still 
young. He wears it rather long and allows it to 
fall naturally over his forehead. His features are 
square and his body stocky in informal tweeds. If 
it were not for the brooding intelligence in his face, 
one would never take him for an artist. He can be 
seen driving a station wagon to the village and 
standing before the Post Office to chat with friends 
or bobbing in and out of the Art Gallery to plan 
an exhibition or a symposium. He was one of 
those responsible for the Modern Music Festival 


ay 


held in the village and various Art Conferences, as 
well as helping the Art Film Festival which was 
origmated by Sydney Berkowitz. However, now 
he does not have much to do with the Gallery, hav- 
ing given his place to the younger painters. In his 
time he has illustrated several books and made 
designs for textiles and pottery. There is another 
side to his character: he loves to fish and hunt or 
to talk to the old mountaineers who are wise in 
the lore of bee hunting or know the best pools for 
trout. On at least two occasions I have returned 
home to find a few trout strung from the door 
latch and I knew Arnold Blanch had been around. 


Sigmund Menckes 


My over-the-fence neighbor, Sigmund Menckes, 
lives in the old home of Rosie Magee and teaches 
at the Art Students League. When asked what he 
wished to say regarding present day Woodstock, his 
reply was spontaneous. Here he is happy and here 
he has found the suitable surroundings and has 
painted his best canvases. There have been defin- 
ite changes in the village since he arrived and the 
art students are also different: Now the pupils are 
not only against tradition but even against learn- 
ing. They start from zero and in three weeks con- 
sider themselves ready to exhibit. In spite of all 
their talk about individualism there is in their 
painting far greater unanimity than students had 
exhibited before their era. To be important the 
painter has to have found himself and be aware of 
the human senses. The artist cannot lose contact 
with nature, which he may change for his own pur- 
poses, but cannot ignore, or he will reach a dead 
end. 

Menckes was born in Poland where he received 
his academic training. As a young man he went 
to Paris where for twenty years he painted. His 
work was well known in Europe before 1935 when 
he came to the United States. (This was learned 
from other sources.) Shortly thereafter he arrived 
in Woodstock which he considers a happy incident 
in his life. From the first moment he found peace, 
contentment and necessary equilibrium as a human 
being and an artist in this beautiful countryside. He 
believes only an intimate contact with nature could 
provide this. 

As a painter Menckes has participated in ex- 
hibitions all over America. He has also had a 
number of one-man shows in New York and other 
cities. His pictures have been acquired by the Met- 
ropolitan, the Whitney and important museums 


elsewhere. 

When talking with Sigmund Menckes one finds 
him modest about the success he has achieved. He 
ended our conversation by saying, “When a little 
town like Woodstock becomes big, one must pre- 
serve the things that have made it different.” 


William Ames 


William Ames first came to Woodstock to visit 
Josh Billings in 1922. The next year he returned 
to spend the summer and he has been here for part 
of the season ever since. He says he finds it a 
good place to work among understanding people. 
And it is here in Woodstock he has developed his 
style of composition. He referred to Brahms and 
Beethoven who received their ideas from nature. 
Ames finds the country emotionally stimulating. He 
does not have many so-called conveniences in his 
Maverick cottage, but he does not consider that 
comforts are a necessary requisite to creative work. 

From 1928 to 1938 William Ames taught at the 
Eastman School of Music. During these years he 
specialized in chamber music. Probably the most 
successful of his earlier works was a quintet for 
claret and strings, which was followed by a 
sextet for oboe, two violins, two violas and cello. 
Each of these compositions was stimulated by his 
surroundings on the Maverick. For the past fif- 
teen years Ames has been attempting to explore 
the possibilities of different tonal combinations in 
concise forms. 

For twelve years or so Ames and his wife lived 
for the winter in New York City. Now he is at 
Cornell University in Ithaca, associated with a 
modern dance group. For this group he has composed 
a number of compositions. Besides his work with the 
dancers he has given recitals and participated in 
musical conferences. One of his later orchestral 
compositions, “Prologue,” was performed at the 
Bennington Composers’ Conference in 1957. This 
was also played at a composers’ conference in 
Dallas, Texas. 

Since then he has composed a concerto for 
clarinet and orchestra which is now being tried 
out. When asked how much work he composes 
during an average year, he said that last year, be- 
sides a few short pieces, he produced two piano 
compositions, the above mentioned clarinet con- 
certo and two pieces of chamber music. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ames were kind enough to drive 
over to see me at Rock City for a little talk. When 
I asked his opinion regarding music in Woodstock 
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he said that although there is considerable musical 
activity now, there had been a few exceptional 
years in the late forties when particularly interest- 
ing modern music had been performed. He believes 
there is a future for contemporary musical compo- 
sitions to be created here. He likes the different 
points of view expressed in Woodstock and expects 
to remain here permanently. 


Dachine Ranier 


The poet, Dachine Ranier, has dubious praise 
for Woodstock when she says that “in these times 
it is no worse than any other place to live despite 
its gradual but steady deterioration since its incep- 
tion as an artists’ community over half a century 
ago; it is substantially preferable to the mass psy- 
choses of cities.” She and her husband, Holly Can- 
tine, Jr., live about a mile from a back road which 
to most of us seems remote from the occasional 
clatter of a car’s gear as it climbs the old route to 
the lake hill. Cantine built their house of logs he 
felled himself and it has real character and charm. 
From there he has with Dachine produced “an an- 
archist-pacifist periodical, ‘Retort’,” and a volume of 
writings by conscientious objectors to World War 
II. Also for two summers he printed a local paper 
called “The Wasp” which has stung many of us! 

Dachine Ranier, besides poetry, writes fiction 
and is a critic. Her poems have been published in 
several anthologies, including W. H. Auden’s “Book 
of Modern American Verse.” She has also had pub- 
lished two novellas, both from her longer work 
“The Unbeat.” She defined her credo thus: “Today 
the only revolutionary position in art consists in 
upholding the very traditions of the arts-in-crafts- 
manship and integrity. A desire for mastery of one’s 
medium and deep appreciation of other epochs and 
civilizations and their creative answers is of as 
grave importance as the artist’s perception of the 
disastrous seductions of commerce, fad and the 
Modern Academic.” 


Bruce Currie and Ethel Magafan 


Bruce Currie, his wife Ethel Magafan and their 
little girl, Jenne, live on one of the mountain roads 
up which a car has to clamber in second gear. To 
reach their studios, after parkng, one crosses a 
high bridge above a brook which tumbles through 
ferns and mossy boulders, sending up whiffs of 
moist forest odor. Coming from the hot village 
it is refreshing to be in the cool shadows of Over- 
look, but one speculates about the snow and _ ice 
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of winter because the Curries live here all the year 
round. They tell me that people in Woodstock res- 
pect their working hours. Possibly this would not 
be true if they lived in the hubbub of the town. 

These two artists have disciplined themselves 
to work at regular hours in their studio without 
interruptions. They try not to interfere with each 
other and, as Ethel said in a happy voice, “I admire 
Bruce’s painting and he likes mine, so it goes very 
well between us.” Even the red-headed baby is 
contented and regular in her habits. Ethel kept 
working right up to the time this little Jenne was 
born and now as soon as the baby takes a nap she 
hurries to her studio to paint. 


The Magafan twins were among those painters 
who, after the war, came here from the west to 
inject fresh impetus into our valley. They arrived 
from Colorado where their father had settled after 
migrating from Greece. He was unusual in that he 
encouraged his daughters’ interest in art. Both 
Magafan girls became good painters. After they 
came to Woodstock Jenne married Ed Chavez just 
before he went into the Army and Ethel married 
Bruce Currie after his release from service. In 1951 
all four of them went to Europe, Ethel having re- 
ceived a Fulbright award for study of Byzantine 
and Grecian art, and Ed a Fulbright for painting in 
Italy. 

It was very sad that Jenne died soon after their 
year in Europe, but Ethel has continued to develop 
her painting in the years since then. Greek culture, 
as well as the landscape, created a deep influence 
upon her. Probably her inheritance made for a 
greater appreciation of the rugged country which 
in some respects reminded her of Colorado. She has 
always loved mountains and that is one reason why 
she has been happy in Woodstock and has often 
painted abstractions of Overlook. Looking for a 
picture which would show the spirit of our Catskills, 
I went to Ethel Magafan who has allowed me to re- 
produce one of her paintings in this book. 

Her work has been represented in five muse- 
ums, including the permanent collection of the 
Metropolitan. She has received eleven awards, 
among them the First Hallgarten, the $1,500.00 
Altman prize and the $2,000.00 purchase award of 
the National Exhibition of Contemporary Art in 
California. 

Bruce Currie’s work is distinctive. He has de- 
veloped a highly personal style of painting. He 
came from Iowa. Before he painted he was a mu- 
sician, playing the clarinet with the University of 


Chicago Symphony and later playing at our Maver- 
ick concerts. 

Currie has-been a successful painter. He has 
had several one-man shows, the first of which was 
in Athens at the Exhibition Hall of the American 
Embassy. He has received various awards. The 
last of these were the American Watercolor Society 
silver medal and the purchase award at the Butler 
Institute of American Art which was given this 
summer. He has exhibited in most of the big 
shows from New York to San Francisco. 


Ethel and Bruce Currie have a mature attitude 
toward their work and the life around them. They 
appreciate what Woodstock has offered them in 
opportunity to paint amidst beautiful surroundings 
and among congenial fellow artists. They are attrac- 
tive, well-balanced people. 


Reginald Wilson 


In talking to Reginald Wilson one feels his in- 
tellectual honesty. He has not been using his art 
to attract attention by sensationalism. He has 
arrived at his kind of painting through a long pro- 
cess of questioning and growth. It has taken him 
years to acquire the equipment and the technical 
knowledge in relation to his own personality, which 
has now freed him for painting naturally. Having 
accepted his sincerity one studies his pictures with 
genuine interest, even though they may seem rather 
startling. 

Reggie Wilson was born in Iowa of a family 
which had no interest in art. He was a cartoonist 
before he studied at the Art Students League. He 
worked for a while with Curry, with Guy Pene 
DuBois, Thomas Benton and Wickey. But he is 
convinced an artist himself has to evolve his per- 
sonal convictions and technique and must be his 
own critic. He belongs to no school, and he has 
refused to teach because he cannot accept the res- 
ponsibility of directing someone else. 

His work was interrupted for three and a half 
years while he served as an aeroplane mechanic in 
World War II. He came to Woodstock in 1945 
and bought a home along the Sawkill where he 
lives with his wife and two children. Numbers of 
his paintings are inspired by his children and their 
toys because he is interested in figures as well as 
objects. All of these he reduces to their fundamen- 
tal forms. Wilson likes Woodstock and_ thinks 
there is much interesting work being created here 
in both abstract and representational schools. 


Howard Mandel 


Howard Mandel is an exuberant young man 
full of enthusiasm for painting, with enough vitality 
to experiment in other mediums. On my first visit 
to his studio, which is high off the Wittenberg road, 
the first impression was of a varied but orderly 
collection of easels, working tables, pieces of sculp- 
ture, paintings, tiles and heaven knows what else. 
My eyes lingered upon dozens of apothecary jars 
full of brilliant little squares of what looked like 
colored lozenges. He told me they were mosaic 
stones, but we did not go into his plans for using 
them. He did explain the incomplete papier-mache 
sculpture arranged on shelves. They had been used 
in a Fifth Avenue shop window display for several 
successive weeks to illustrate a do-it-yourself 
method of making sculpture. It had been of suffi- 
cient interest for Doubleday to ask him to write a 
book on making papier-mache figures. 

His conversation revealed he had started his 
art career as a sculptor. He had gone to Pratt In- 
stitute where his teacher had told him he could 
never be an artist. This did not deter him and 
eventually he left Pratt as top man in his class. 
After that he worked at commercial art. Mandel 
believes it is good for a young artist to get into 
the stream of life, perhaps doing designing of wall 
paper or textiles. The best European painters, 
like Picasso, made pottery, designed ballet sets, and 
so on. He did not work under any particular master 
but developed his own unique style of painting. 
There was an incomplete canvas on an easel and 
I noted that in it he had not painted the heads of 
the figures in triangles. No, he said, he had gone 
as far as he wished along that form and for the last 
year or two he had become interested in another 
point of view. When working out his ideas he had 
not known that they were in a great Italian tradi- 
tion until he finally went to Italy and saw the 
Giottos in Florence and Assisi and almost went 
wild with joy. 

Asked what he thought about Woodstock as an 
art colony, he became enthusiastic. He is one of 
those persons who came for a week end and had 
to return. As soon as he was free after his war 
service he came back to live here and, except for 
a year in Europe on a Guggenehim Fellowship, he 
has worked here ever since. He spoke of the 
opportunities Woodstock offered, such as the chance 
to be with other creative people who were writers, 
as well as painters. He mentioned the good theatre 
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productions, the Turneau Opera in Byrdcliffe, the 
Play Reading group. 

When I spoke of the unhappy artists with 
whom I had talked he said it was extremely im- 
portant to hear them give expression to their gripes 
and confusions. However, he added (and perhaps 
there was no connection with his previous re- 
mark) there is something very wrong if one has to 
write a three page essay to explain one’s work. 
This was a reminder of the statement Matisse made 
when he was asked what advice he had to give 
students and he replied to tell them to cut out 
their tongues! 

Mandel’s mother kindly brought in glasses of 
iced tea. And shortly thereafter a young man in 
a pink shirt walked in from the kitchen and I 
realized my visit had been overlong. 


Archipenko 


The sculpture of Alexander Archipenko is too 
well known all over the art world to require any 
description. Nor is it necessary to place him in 
any category beyond saying he is very modern and 
has been ahead of the trends for years and years. 
He gave me a paper of an exhibition covering fifty 
years of his work and the 111th one-man show held 
at The Associated American Artists Galleries in 
1954. On it were sixteen photographs of his sculp- 
tured figures, the earliest having been executed in 
1909. It is a most impressive showing. 

When I went to see him he did not look old 
enough to represent all those years of work. He 
was born in Kiev in the Ukraine in 1887 and it 
was there he studied painting and sculpture. When 
he was twenty-one he went to Paris. After exhibit- 
ing in several European cities he opened his own 
school of art, first in France and then in Germany. 
By 1923 he had moved to New York and soon 
became an American citizen. He has for many 
years had schools of sculpture in New York City 
and Woodstock. 

One torrid morning I drove to Wittenberg, 
turning onto a side road and up into the woods 
to reach Archipenko’s studio. It was in a clearing 
surrounded by trees and underbrush where no 
breeze could penetrate. We sat under a sort of 
open canopy surrounded by hunks of different 
kinds of stone, some of which were translucent. 
There were tools, benches, a table and a lathe and 
drill and a stand which might have been used to 
treat metals and a variety of other impedimenta. I 
did recognize two exotic birds swinging in a cage 
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hung on a tree. We had hardly launched into our 
conversation when the birds set up wild chirpings 
which brought an attractive young student almost 
flying out the open door of the studio. She searched 
frantically through the grass, mumbling something 
about a snake. The master bade her be calm, as- 
suring her there were no snakes about. We started 
again on an interview which had its problems, only 
to have the bird scene repeated. This time Archi- 
penko told the girl the parakeets were only fussing 
because they had heard an automobile approaching. 
A car did soon arrive, bringing a young man who 
greeted the sculptor and then set to work chipping 
stone nearby. 

Half my alloted time was gone before I was 
able to get an answer regarding Archipenko’s opin- 
ion of our mountains. He had come to Woodstock 
in 1929 to enjoy nature. He says the place is too 
relaxing for creative thinking. There is iron 
through the underlying rocks, which makes the 
earth magnetic and people sleepy. It takes him 
about two weeks to fight this relaxed feeling before 
he can get to work. 

When asked where he finds incentives he said 
he was inspired by a universal force. He carries 
his incentive within himself. Of course, he added, 
artists put their emotional experiences into their 
art. One has to have creative consciousness and 
be aware of creative ability, without which there 
would be no progress. An artist has to be persist- 
ent and work frantically before he is enabled to 
touch the universal forces. It is as Christ said: 
“Knock and it shall be opened.” Frequently prob- 
lems are solved in a dream. 

Archipenko will not take more than four pupils 
at a time. When asked how he chose those pupils 
he made the surprising statement that ability is 
partly hereditary. He said art was more compli- 
cated than science. We were interrupted before 
he could follow out this theme. 

In closing the conversation Archipenko said he 
was preparing for a tour of Europe in 1960. Already 
nine countries and fourteen cities have scheduled 
exhibitions of his sculpture. Evidently he was look- 
ing forward to returning to Europe. 


Dorothy Varian 


Driving home down the Wittenberg hill I 
stopped in to see Dorothy Varian. She lives in 
one of the old story and a half farm houses which 
used to dot the hillsides in the Woodstock land- 
scape. I remembered her flower paintings which 
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had shown her former preoccupation with delicate 
lines and colors, and I wondered what she was 
doing now. In her studio she showed me several 
canvases of an intermediate development. But it 
was in the house upon the white walls that her 
latest paintings hung. To me they were arrange- 
ments of lines and dashes in a non-objective style 
and they showed she was still concerned with color 
but there were depths of patterns and movement 
which made them more than mere decorations. I 
was out of my depth talking of contemporary art, 
but not in the evaluation of her home. She had 
retained the character of the little rooms and Mid- 
Victorian furnishings, even to a Brussels carpet in 
the front parlor. Unlike the custom in old farm- 
houses, she did not have the shades drawn to 
prevent the sun from fading the upholstery and, 
consequently, there was a happy atmosphere with- 
out the musty smell. Surprisingly, the modern 
paintings looked particularly well in these sur- 
roundings. 


Davies 


Mariann, Gwendoline, Isabel, Francesca, Mary, 
Winifred, Wallis Davies, known to us as Gwen, 
is one of the few artists still to be found in a barn, 
and here she paints and lives with exuberance. I 
remember taking her a bouquet of orange calen- 
dulas and finding they exactly matched her hair. 
Wearing a pink waist and bluish skirt, she glowed 
against the weathered boards. Her conversation 
is full of dashes and exclamatons. With hands flung 
high, her shouted “Dar-ling!” is the greeting with 
which we are all familiar. 

Years ago she arrived on the Maverick where 
Hervey White placed her in a tiny shed built as 
the men’s dressing room for the theater. She paid 
$30.00 rent for the year, which was enough because 
there was no plumbing and the rough boards scarce- 
ly protected her from the weather. There were 
other rather terrifying elements on the Maverick 
for which her only protection was a wire wound 
around a nail each night by way of locking the door. 
However, she survived to enjoy the Bohemian life 
and work at her music. She sang modern songs in 
a blithe French style for our pleasure. 

When she is not teaching Gwen Davies now 
paints in her Rock City barn. She is not one of 
the young artists but her work is decidedly avant- 
garde. This is the safest term to use because if 
one calls it abstract, contemporary or non-objective 
one may make a serious mistake. She belongs with 


those showing under the title, “Kaaterskill Group.” 
When asked regarding the philosophy of her work 
she became very serious. Here are a few of her 
remarks. 

She says an artist is; he cannot be one just 
by wishing. And even if he is one, this does not 
mean he will make it because he may not have the 
purity and insight to arrive at a state of grace 
where he expresses through his medium a glimmer 
of a revelation, if he is lucky. For the layman to 
understand art demands nothing short of dedica- 
tion. It requires a supersensibility to recognize 
a little more truth and beauty, in other words to 
discover new values. In the world, in the universe, 
in art there is mystery and wonder. The artist 
has to penetrate beyond the surface and beyond 
imitation. It is his job to make order out of 
chaos. He becomes aware of overtones and his 
emotions react to dynamic tensions, speeds and the 
wonders unveiled in our atomic age! 

She had more enthusiasm toward painting 
than any artist with whom I have talked. As for 
Woodstock, she thinks it is a wonderful place for 
creative work. 


A Museum Director Speaks 


Herman More has been associated with the ac- 
tivities of Gertrude V. Whitney since 1923 when he 
jomed the Whitney Studio Club, and in 1929 was 
given a one-man show in the Studio Galleries. He 
was appointed Curator of the Museum when it 
was founded in 1930 and served in that capacity 
until the death of Julianna Force, that well-loved 
friend and patron of many Woodstock artists, whom 
he succeeded as Director in 1948. 

During his administration the Museum moved 
from its original home on 8th Street to its new 
building on West 54th Street, where its attendance 
has increased from an average annual attendance 
of 70,000 to 260,000. Funds for acquisition have 
increased in like proportion: now approximately 
$30,000.00 is spent annually for the purchase of 
works, almost entirely by living artists. A con- 
stantly growing collection presents problems of 
storage space, which is largely overcome by loans 
to other institutions. Three hundred such loans 
are made each year so that the collection is enjoyed 
in many places outside New York City. 

More has always maintained a home in Wood- 
stock and has now returned to live here perman- 
ently. 

We were together at the Art Students League 
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long ago and as we talked we wasted pieces of 
time reminiscing. At the annual Summer School 
“concours” he had rceeived one of the top prizes, 
whereas I had been awarded the lowest honorable 
mention. Buoyed up by these honors we felt that 
we were well on the way to success and, indeed, in 
that less complicated era when the limits of art 
seemed fixed, steady progress toward the summit 
seemed not too impossible. He recalled the awk- 
ward charm of the Woodstock of forty-five years 
ago. 

“In that pre-neon age there were more trees, 
more time, fewer tourists and not a gift, delicates- 
sen or antique shop in the place. Parking space 
was adequate for the town’s four automobiles. Then 
the town belonged to the original inhabitants—and, 
of course, the art students—for then as now Wood- 
stock was the home of the Art Students League 
Summer School. Today, when students of art do 
not give nature a second glance, our concern with 
her every mood must seem to them a quaint pre- 
occupation. But in those innocent days we looked 
upon nature as a willing model and a_ beneficent 
friend, never dreaming that she might be capable 
of blowing up in our faces. 

“Even in those haleyon days dark clouds were 
forming. We had heard echoes of that “explosion 
in a shingle factory”, but in 1914 the Armory Show 
and the war seemed mostly the concern of Europe 
and were heard only as faint reverberations in our 
peaceful valley. Our isolation was soon shattered 
by the world revolution in art. Dasburg, Cramer 
and McFee felt the influence of Cezanne and of 
Cubism. Some form of modern art has been pre- 
dominant in the young generation until today the 
romantic realism for which Woodstock was noted 
has been superseded by various kinds of abstrac- 
tion.” 

When asked what tendency was in the ascen- 
dency today, More said, “Unquestionably abstract 
expressionism.” “A movement”, he remarked, 
“that is difficult to define because it is so personal 
an expression of the artist’s innermost conscious- 
ness, an art of extreme sensitivity and intuitive per- 
ception, with no objective reality beyond the sur- 
face of the canvas itself. Charged with emotion, an 
art of spontaneity and improvisation, its proponents 
are in revolt against the movements that dominated 
American art since the turn of the century, which in 
the main are forms of realism: the American Scene, 
Regionalism, Social Realism, as well as the more 
abstract art of Cubism. On the more positive side, 
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Abstract Expressionism or ‘Action Painting’ as it 
is sometimes called, is another manifestation of 
each new generation’s quest to find new symbols 
by which to express themselves and interpret the 
times in which they live.” 

Asked which Woodstock artists of the new 
movement were most widely known today he 
mentioned the late Bradley Tomlin and Phillip 
Guston, whose work is known beyond the borders 
of the United States. For the first time in our 
history our artists are innovators whose influence 
is felt in Europe and indeed throughout the world. 

The changes that had occurred in art led to a 
discussion of the changes in living conditions for 
Woodstock art students and young professionals. 
He recalled the way we lived and worked in the 
early days. “Rents were cheap for studios in barns 
and our way of life was simple, even primitive: 
kerosene stoves and lamps, water from a well, often 
drawn in buckets, outhouses, because of their archi- 
tecture, were drafty on cold mornings. Our plea- 
sures, too, were simple; music from a phonograph 
served as an invitation to the dance. Until prohi- 
bition made applejack our national drink, very little 
liquor was consumed. Our stimulants were love, 
hope and the excitement of the occasional sale of 
a picture. In retrospect it seems a golden age, but 
we must admit that as soon as economic circum- 
stances permitted we succumbed to the lure of 
bourgeois comforts. Then, as now, artists had to 
depend on outside sources of income. Few could 
devote their whole time to their vocation. Consid- 
ering the flood of works of art that overflow the 
Woodstock Gallery and crowd the walls of muse- 
ums, galleries, sports arenas in New York, productiv- 
ity has not been greatly inhibited by part time 
jobs.” 

Some thirty-five years ago Herman More and 
his wife built a house on a rocky hillside just off 
the road to Wittenberg. Now permanent residents 
of Bearsville, they seldom take advantage of the 
opportunities afforded by the night and cultural 
life of Woodstock. They say that what means 
most to them is living among the kind of people 
they like. 


None of the blame but whatever of virtue 
exists in this history is due in part to the help of 
several friends. Louise Hasbrouck Zimm has given 
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me valuable advice as well as access to her files and 
the records kept by her husband, the late Bruno 
Zimm. Konrad Cramer has given me a number 
of his photographs which are perfect as art, as well 
as portraits of local personalities. Alf Evers, Presi- 
dent of the Woodstock Historical Society, in addi- 
tion to writing the Foreword, has advised and 
helped eliminate a few of the mistakes in the man- 
uscript. Mari Bollman has shown endless patience 
in correcting my scribblings and producing a legible 
copy. 

This story of Woodstock has taken three years 
of research and writing. As it progressed more 
and more incidents and personalities were brought 
to my attention. If all of them were to be included 
the book would be enormous. Those who have not 
been mentioned are quite as interesting as those 
who are portrayed. There are plenty of subjects 
for another history of the town, which should be 
written, along with all the refutations of what I 
have said! If this arouses others to preserve and 
write stories which have made Woodstock a special 
village, then I would consider my book worthwhile. 

Sometimes we have worried for fear the night 
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spots or even business might supersede the artistic 
tradition of Woodstock. However, after talking to 
many painters, writers and musicians I realize there 
are more of them here than ever before. They have 
merely retreated into the woods to work. 

The legendary witch sometimes casts her angry 
floods upon us, but I think there is another force 
which prevails now throughout the hills and valleys. 
It is the power generated from years of creative 
effort. Bromberg mentions it in the last chapter, 
and others have indicated they are aware of it. 
Nothing is ever lost. For over fifty years the dom- 
inant thinking has been toward higher ideals in 
art. Some of us may die without achieving success, 
but our thoughts live on and serve to lift another 
generation’s ambition toward perfection. 

This is a sparkling September day with Over- 
look clearly outlined against the blue sky. How 
powerful it looms, with its ledges of bluestone hidden 
beneath the foliage of summer, yet one is aware of 
the bones of the mountain rising tier upon tier 
to the sky. It is a smiling landscape and probably 
the old witch up there is contented. It seems a 
propitious moment to write finis. 
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XVI 


WOODSTOCK MEN AND WOMEN IN SERVICE 
WORLD WAR II 


oon after World War II every soldier listed 
S was sent a questionnaire to fill. Repeated 
attempts were made to contact those who did not 
return their cards. Eventually material was ob- 
tained from most of them or from their families, but 
in a few instances the information was derived from 
newspapers. The names of others are merely listed. 
I have made every effort to be accurate but can- 
not guarantee this information.) 


Names preceded by an asterisk denote men 
who died in the service. 

Allen, Victor, Corp. Military Police. Philippines. 
1943-46. 1 battle star. 

Allen, Willard, Pvt. Army Air Force. 

Arlt, Arthur W., Capt. Corps of Engineers. Post 
Engineer work. 9th Service Command. 7 
stations. 1942-46. 

Arnold, Elroy, T/Sgt. 

Arnold, Milton J., Corp. 

Avery, Lester, Pvt. Med. Dept. Stationed Haddon 
Hall Hospital at Atlantic City, N. J. Oct., 42 
to Feb., ’43. 

Baldinger, Ernest. Seabees. 

Ballbach, William. 

Barrow, Henry D., Capt. Merchant Marine. At- 
lantic, Pacific & Mediterranean Theatres of 
War. Oil tankers. Torpedoed in Caribbean 
Sea. 1942-45. 

Barrerre, Jean Clement, Capt. Signal Corps. Part 
of the time, liaison officer with French Army. 
1941-45. Croix de Guerre. (See letter) 


1942, 


Baumgarten, Ludwig, Sgt. Army Signal Corps. 
China-Burma- India theatre. Jan., 1943 to 
Dec., 1945. Good Conduct with 3 awards. 


Europe-Africa-Middle East ribbon. Asiatic- 
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Pacific, 3 stars. World War II Victory medal. 
National Defense Service medal. Korean Ser- 
vice medal with 3 stars. U.N. Service medal. 
Republic of Korea Presidential Unit Citation. 
Korean War, May, 1952 to August, 1953. Still 
in service, 1957. 

Baumgarten, Rudolph, Machinist Mate 3/c. Navy. 
Destroyer Escort, Atlantic Fleet. Also served 
on L.S.D. American Theatre ribbon, Victory 
ribbon, ete. Jan., 1945 to April, 1946 and Sept. 
1950 to Jan., 1952. 

Bell, Byron, Corp. U.S.A. Air Force. Crew Chief. 
Member of crew of B29, B25, AT9, AT10, 
ATC6, BT17 and others. American theatre. 
Noy., 1942 to Dec., 1945. Good conduct medal. 

Berryan, Willard, Pfc. Air Corps. American theatre. 
Nov., 1942 to May, 1945. Good conduct medal. 
Injured in training; hospitalized; medical dis- 
charge. 

Blazy, Nicholas, 2nd Lt. 1st Army, 3072nd Truck 
Co. Normandy, N. France, Rhineland, Battle 
of the Bulge & Central Europe. 21% years. 5 
combat stars. 

Bodie, Burton, T/Sgt. Technical Transport. 6 
months in Infantry. 214 years in San Fran- 
cisco as heavy duty truck driver. 1942 to 1945. 
Army life “wonderful experience.” 

Boggs, Norman Tower. Field Director, Red Cross. 
In Italy, later stationed at U. S. Disciplinary 
Barracks at Green Haven, N. Y. 

Boudreau, Frank George, M.D. Not in Armed 
Forces. (See special account.) 

In African 

In Pacific and 

on U.S.S. Princeton which was 


Brinkman, R. William. Seaman 1/c. 
Campaign on U.S.S. Sangamon. 
Philippines 


sunk. Picked up by a destroyer upon which 
was Warren Riseley from Woodstock. The 
Princeton was sunk by one lucky hit at the 
Battle of Leyte Gulf. This naval battle broke 
the Japanese naval strength. 1942. 1 silver 
star; 3 bronze stars. Still in service, 1957. 

Bromberg, Manuel, Set., U. S. War Artist for all 
services in E.T.O. Two and one half years 
over seas. Covered London bombing, Normandy 
invasion, and six other battle campaigns. Le- 
gion of Merit; five battle stars. 

Bronson, Richard F., Jr., Pfc. 

Buley, Benjamin, Carpenter’s Mate 3/c. Navy Ship 
Repair Unit. Asiatic-Pacific-American theatre 
Victory ribbons. April, 1944 to Dec., 1945. 

Calamar, Donald, Sgt. Some of the film, “The True 
Glory” photographed by him during the Battle 
of the Bulge. 

Calamar, Gloria. 

Cantine, Robert. 

Carlson, David, Lt. Comm. Naval Air Corp. Aero- 
nautical Engineers. 1943 to 1946. 

Carlson, Peter, Pfc. Paratroops. Stationed at 
Amiens, France. No combat jumps _ before 
(Armistice) V.E. Day. E.T.O. ribbon. 2 stars. 

Carlson, Robert E., 1st Lt. In 1940 Squad- 
ron A, National Guards became 101 Cavalry. 
Tank Destroyer, 635th Bat. Normandy, N. 
France, Rhineland, Ardennes & Central Europe. 
Jan., 1941 to Dec., 1945. “Underwent the us- 
ual run-of-the-mill hole-digging, sniper-hunting, 
shell-dodging, hash-eating, sleepless routine en- 
joyed by all front line troops.” 

*Carnwright, Charles, Pfe. Armored Div. assigned 
to Patton’s 3rd Army. When Patton’s forces 
were forced to withdraw from Metz for lack 
of ammunition Carnwright was one of those 
killed early in October. He is buried in the 
U.S. Military Cemetary at Epinal. France. 
Killed in action in France, Oct. 2nd, 1944. 1943 
to 1944. 

Carnwright, Palmer. 

Cashdollar, E. E. 

Chaplin, Bigelow. 

Chaplin, William W. War correspondent. Covered 
Ethiopia for N.B.C. and every European front 
including Russia, Egypt, Iran, Iraq, England 
and most of Africa. Went into Normandy with 
the army of invasion “slogging along with the 
Gils” 

Chase, Charles D., T/5. Corps of Engineers, 38th 
Reg. Sent to Ascension Island Feb., 1942 to 


construct an airport, tank farm and camps. 
Completed by Aug., 1942 and left “Rock” for 
Leopoldville, Belgian Congo to construct air- 
port; later Dakar. Sent to England in 1944 to 
construct camps and for pre-invasion training. 
Attached to Ist Engineers and went with In- 
vasion forces to France for clearing mines, un- 
loading ships, reconstructing roads, etc. Helped 
in the development of “Vologn Staging Area, 
Red Horse Assembly Area and the construction 
of camps “Twenty Grand’ and ‘Old Gold.” 

Chase, Dennison, Sgt. 5th Air Force on Pacific 
duty. Twenty months on Guam, Saipan, Okin- 
awa, Iwo Jima and final station near Tokyo. 
314 years. 

Chase, Edward Tinsley, Ist Lt. Navy. Operations 
Officer in U. S. Ist Lt. of carrier aircraft service 
Unit No. 2, Oahu, Hawaii. March, 1942 to Jan., 
1946. 

Christiana, Earl L., Pvt. Army Air Corps. 
1943 to August, 1943. 

Cohn, Hans J., M.D., Capt. Medical Paratrooper. 
Pacific Theatre (see separate account). Silver 
star; 3 battle stars. Feb., 1943 to Dec., 1945. 

*Compton, Eno, Jr., 2nd Lt. Pilot, U. S. Air Force. 
Flight Leader, 729th Bomb Squadron of 452nd 
Bomb Group. Enlisted 1941. Killed in action 
at Attleborough, England, Feb. 9th, 1944. Bu- 
ried in U.S. Military Cemetery, Cambridge, 
England. 

Compton, George B., Corp. U. S. Air Force. Instru- 
ment specialist. 1942. 


April, 


Cosgrove, James R., Seaman 1/c. Navy. European 
and Pacific duty. In Normandy Invasion, D. 
Day. 3 battle stars and 5 combat ribbons. 
May, 1942 to 1945. 

Cosgrove, Joseph. 

Crane, Richard, $/Sgt. 311th Field Artillery. 314 
months basic training, 20 months scout, 20 
months supply. Normandy Invasion D. Day 
plus 6. Assigned to the 79th for Scout and 
Survey duty. Received star for bravery under 
fire during assault on Siegfried Line. (See ac- 
count). E.T.O. 4 campaigns. Silver Star for 
gallantry in action. April, 1943 to Oct., 1945. 

Cunningham, Robert. 

D’Albis, Rolande. ; 

Davis, Mildred. WAVES. Dec., 1943. 


De Frees, Edward, Sgt. Army. North Africa, 
Sicily, Normandy. Drove ammunition truck in 
Normandy when it blew up, wounding him 
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with quantities of shrapnel. Several campaigns. 
Purple Heart. 1942. 

*De Frees, George, Seaman 1/c. Navy. Went down 
and lost with U.S.S. Ingram which sank near 
Greenland. 18 years old. 

De Frees, John, Capt. Stationed at Pearl Harbor 
when Japanese attacked, Dec., 1941. 

DeLano, Allen, Capt. Special Services. 
War I and II. 

Denman, Thomas, Rev., Lt. Navy Chaplain. 

Di Andrea, Anthony J., Pvt. 

*Di Andrea, Charles, Pfc. Killed in action. 

Di Andrea, Frank. 

Dock, Norman, Sgt. Army for 1 year, 44th Div. 
Shipfitter 2/c, Navy Seabees, 3 years. While 
in Navy, Guadalcanal, Bougainville. Asiatic- 
Pacific ribbon. American Defense ribbon. 
1940-1945. 

Downer, Kenneth. While Foreign Representative 
of United Seaman’s Service he voluntarily went 
aboard merchant vessel in South Pacific on fire 
and loaded with high octane gasoline and 
ammunition, to assist crew in cutting lines so 
ship could be moved away from dock. Later at 
Le Havre. 

Drogseth, Harold N., Pvt. Field Artillery. Italy 
with 10th Mountain Division in Po Valley and 
Upper Appennines campaign. 2 battle stars. 
June, 1944 to 1946. 

Drogseth, Norman. 

Du Bois, William N., Pvt. Army. 

Duffy, Charles E., Torpedoman 2/c. U.S.N.R. On 
U.S.S. Sea Owl out of New London Submarine 
Base. 16 months in Pacific, most of the time 
near Japan. Sea Owl given credit for sinking 
2 Japanese destroyers, 1 patrol craft, 1 mer- 
chant ship and 1 cargo-type submarine. Res- 
cued 6 Navy fliers. The Jap. sub they sank 
was near Wake Island and was the last attempt 
the Japanese made to send supplies to 1,500 
starving enemy men on that island. 

Earley, Robert, Seaman 1/c. U.S. Navy. Entire 
service Pacific Theatre. Landings at Okinawa 
Easter Sunday, April 1, 1945. 2 battle stars. 
3rd Fleet Presidential Citation. Pacific Theatre, 
Atlantic Theatre and Victory medals. Aug., 
1943 to May, 1946. 

Easton, Alex, Sgt. Air Force. Radio Technician. 
Duty in Hawaii, 1941 to 1944. 

Elwyn, Allen Dean, Ship’s Cook 1/c. Navy. Asiatic- 
Pacific ribbon. 2 years. On L.C.I., Philippines, 
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Formosa; 2 months at Shanghai. 3 stars. 

Elwyn, Grant, C.P.O. 

Elwyn, Hugh, Set. 

Elwyn, William, Jr. 

Elting, Arthur Roger 

Faggi, John Alexander Butler, Capt. Infantry. 
Joined (Squadron A) 101st New York Cav- 
alry, 1941. Cherbourg, Oct. 1944. Germany, 
Nov., 1944. Wounded in Germany. Rhine 
Crossing with “Timber Wolf” Division, 1st 
Army. Purple Heart, Combat Infantryman 
Badge, 2 Bronze stars. 

Feeley, John. Merchant Marine. 

Ford, Richard, Signalman 2/c. Navy. Anti-subma- 
rine Warfare Amphibious Forces—Asia. Ves- 
sels and stations served on (copied from dis- 
charge papers): NRS-New York, N. Y.; NTS- 
NOB Norfolk, Virginia; USS. Lee Fox 
(DE65); ATB- Little Creek, Virginia; U.5.S. 
LSM76; P.S.C.- Lido Beach, L. IL, N. Y. Vic- 
tory medal, 1 star, Good Conduct medal, Eu- 
ropean Theatre ribbon, Asiatic-Pacific ribbon. 
Dec., 1942 to Feb., 1946. 

Fortess, Karl E., S/Sgt. Field Artillery. Omaha 
Beach Landing on D Day plus 6. With first 
unit into Germany as Operations N.C.O. Saw 
a good part of Europe. “Memory of most 
experiences, unpleasant.” After war received 
a Guggenheim Fellowship to return to Europe 
to paint reconstruction. 5 battle stars. March, 
1942 to Dec., 1945. 

Fischer, Anton Otto, Lt. Comm. Special Reserve. 
Coast Guard. Special assignments to make 
pictorial records. Went on convoy duty in 
North Atlantic on Cutter U.S.S. Campbell 
which was disabled in fight with German sub- 
marine. Oct., 1942 to Oct., 1945. 

Finch, Clarence, Pfc. Infantry 28th Division. Left 
U. S. in 1943 for Cardiff, Wales; later stationed 
in England. Went into France and fought at 
St. Lo. Shifted to Northern France and wound- 
ed. Recovered and moved through Belgium 
and Luxemburg where his unit held the line 
until the 3rd Army made a breakthrough of 
the Siegfried Line. His company was trapped 
and had to burn the town to escape. Next 
went to Cologne and was wounded for the sec- 
ond time, in the Hurtgen Forest where his 
company had 90% casualties. Sent to hospital 
in England. He had participated in the battles 
of Normandy, N. France, Colmar and Rhine- 


land besides Hurtgen. Good Conduct medal, 3 
battle stars, Purple Heart medal with 3 clus- 
ters, Presidential Unit Citation. April, 1943. 

Finch, Harvey, Coxswain. Navy. At the Marshalls, 
Siapan, Gilberts, Guam, Philippines, Iwo Jima, 
Okinawa, Uluthi. “We had a lot of fighting 
until the ship I was on got hit.” The USS. 
Sigsbee - DD502. Service record “very good.” 
Oct., 1942 to 1946. 

Fisher, John. 

France, Clarence. 

France, David. 

France, Howard, Jr. 2 stars, Purple Heart. 

France, Irving. 

Frankling, Douglas P., T/Sgt. Air Corps. Senior 
Gunner on B29s for two years. Completed 30 
combat missions. 12 months in India. 5 months 
in Tinian (Marianas Islands). Distinguished 
Flying Cross, Presidential Unit Citation, 7 
battle stars, 3 Oak Leaf clusters, Air Medal. 
Dec., 1942 to Oct., 1945. 

Frankling, Ruth, Service Pilot. Army Air Force, 
Air Transport Command. Delivery of fighter- 
type aircraft from factories to ports of embar- 
kation. Dec., 1942 to Dec., 1944. 

Gardner, Donald, Pfc. Infantry training at Ft. Sam 
Houston, Texas; San Louis Obispo. Sailed to 
Europe. Took part in Normandy Invasion 
with 86th Black Hawk Division in Germany 
(342nd Inf.). Sent back to U.S.A. and on to 
Manila when fighting was going on and helped 
capture Japanese. Feb., 1944 to April, 1946. 

Gardner, Ernest J., Lt. Pilot, U. S. Airforce, C47s. 
Evacuated wounded from France to England 
during Invasion of Normandy. Later assigned 
to India-Burma Theatre. Flew route from 
India to China. 3 battle stars, Air Medal and 
Oak Leaf clusters. 1943 to 1945. 

Garrison, Lawrence. 

Goetz, Faith. Cadet Nurse. 

Gonzales, Boyer, Jr., Major. Air Corps Instruc- 
tor. Asst. Operations Officer Hq. Far East Air 
Force, Manila, P.I. and Yokohama & Tokyo, 
Japan. April, 1942 to June, 1946. While he 
was serving in the East a companion brought 
him a Japanese book found in an enemy dug- 
out. It was an illustrated art book containing 
a reproduction of a painting by Eugene Specher 
of Woodstock, a close friend of Gonzales. 

Grazier, Ruth. §.C.N. 

Hagemeyer, Eugene J., Jr., Corp. 9th Infantry Regi- 
ment, 2nd Division. Trained in Aircraft Artillery 


in U.S.A. Took part in Europe, Ardennes, Rhine- 
land and Central Europe campaigns. 3 Bronze 
Service Stars & Presidential Citation with 1 
Oak Leaf Cluster, Combat Infantryman’s 
Badge, E.T.O. ribbon, Good Conduct Medal. 
Dec., 1942 to Dec. 1945. 

Hagen, Elsie. 

Hale, Bayard Hadley, Capt. Signal Corps. Spent 
first year as pole climber and truck driver for 
construction battalion. Then to O.C.S. After 
graduation, Instructor. 6 months as Regimen- 
tal Adjutant and Intelligence Officer. Trans- 
ferred to Signal Corps Intelligence. 4 months 
training, mostly in London. Ran an intercept 
station on English South Coast. Then in Ist 
Army where he had dual capacity of Chief of 
Radio Intelligence and Commanding Officer of 
113th Signal Radio Intelligence Co. from Nor- 
mandy to Leipzig. Bronze Star for work as 
Ist Army’s Intelligence Chief. May, 1941 to 
Oct., 1945. 

Harcourt, William C., Sgt. 

Harder, Clayton N., Mate 3/c. Motor Machinist 
Mate, Navy. Repair and maintenance of am- 
phibious landing craft. April, 1944 to Jan., 
1946. 

Harder, Kenneth L., Seaman 1/c. A/S. V-12. Navy 
Seabees, 4th Naval Construction. N.Y.S. Samp- 
son, N. Y. N.T.C. Davisville, R. I. Camp 
Parks, Cal., Saipan, Okinawa. R.O.T.C. Uni- 
versity of Mo. (V12). July, 1944 to July, 1946. 

Heinlein, Abram, Sgt. Wounded. Purple Heart. 

Heinlein, Homer, Jr., Corp. With Patton’s Army 
in Europe. 3 years. 

Heinlein, Joseph, Sgt. 

Held, Philip, Capt. Quartermaster Corps. Motor 
Transportation Units in U.S.A. and European 


Theatre from Feb., 1944 to Oct., 1945. Four 
campaigns: Normandy, Northern France, 
Rhineland, Germany. Enlisted. Jan., 1942 to 
Jan., 1946. ‘ 


Holumzer, Erwin, S/Sgt. 98th Infantry. Was in 
Hawaiian Islands, and Japan. Expert Infantry 
Badge, Good Conduct Medal, 3 campaign rib- 
bons: Pacific Ocean Area, American Defense, 
Japanese Occupation. Nov. 2, 1942 to Feb. 1, 
1946. 

Holumzer, John, T/5. Army Infantry. Battles: 
Normandy, Northern France. Wounded in 
France, sent to hospital in Hereford, England. 
GO 33 WD 45 as amended, Combat Inf. Badge. 
April, 1943 to Dec., 1945. 
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Hoover, Hiram. 

Hopper, George. 

Houst, Milton R., Pfe. In Germany. 

Howland, Barnet. 

Howland, Emil, Pfc. 

Howland, Eugene. Merchant Marine. Oiler and 
3rd, 2nd and Ist Engineer on seagoing tug 
boats. Atlantic Ocean, Gulf of Mexico and 
Pacific. European combat War Medal. March, 
1941 to Feb., 1945. 

Howland, John. 

Howland, Leon. 

Hung, Edward A., Jr., Corp. 

Hung, Edward H., Sgt. 

Hung, Henry, Pvt. 

Hung, John, Pvt. 

Hutchins, James Carson, M/Sgt. US. Airforce. Flew 
as Flight Crew in North Africa with First 
Bomber Group after invasion in France. Shot 
down in Northern France. In charge of US. 
Air units in Brentwood, England. Pre-Pearl 
Harbor Ribbon, Good Conduct ribbon, N. 
African campaign ribbon with 3 stars, Central 
European campaign ribbon with 5 battle stars, 
Presidential Unit Citation, Letter of Com- 
mendation from General of Air Forces. Oct., 
1941 to Nov., 1945. 

Hutty, Doris D., 1st Lt. Army Nurses Corps. 

Hutty, Wiliam, S/Sgt. Army Airborne 677th Ar- 
tillery. In 1942 wins Sharp Shooter’s Medal. 
In France Oct., 1944. France and Normandy, 
1 star. 1942 to 1945. 

Hyatt, Harold. 

Janson, Frederick William, G.M. 2/ce. Navy. 
Served on U.S.S. Savannah, USS. San Diego, 
USS. Meredith (was sunk), USS. Chicago. 
The Savannah was part of battle force based 
at Pearl Harbor. Was transfered to Atlantic 
Fleet convoy duty and neutrality patrol from 
June, 1941 to March, 1942. Transfered to San 
Diego; stayed until Dec., 1943. Commissioned 
(new) Destroyer Meredith—she had to be 
abandoned on Normandy beachhead. Commis- 
sioned the Chicago Jan., 1945 and joined 3rd 
Fleet in an operation off Japan. 45 points by 
Sept. 1945. Feb., 1939 to Sept., 1945. 

Janson, Royal Walter, Boatswain’s Mate 
1/e. Served aboard USS. Savannah, USS. 
San Diego and USS. Pasadena. Put the 
Savannah in commission and served on her 
three years until 1941. Commissioned San 
Diego. Moved west again with “Shoestring 
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Fleet” and engaged enemy several times. Re- 
turned to U.S. and commissioned Pasadena and 
moved through Panama Canal for third time 
to join 3rd and 5th Fleet in engagements and 
visitmg several of the islands steamed into 
Tokyo Bay to accompany U.S.S. Missouri for 
Japanese surrender. Enlisted. May, 1937 to 
May, 1941 and re-enlisted Jan., 1942. 

Jerominek, W. J., S/Sgt. Engineers. Special In- 
telligence Assignment at Fort Belvoir, Virginia, 
1941 to 1944. 

Kelley, George N. S., S/Sgt. In Germany. 2 years, 
10 months. 

Killduff, Campbell, S/Sgt. 

Kinns, James W., Sgt. Army. American, Asiatic, 
Pacific Ribbons; China War Memorial and 
American Victory Medal. 3 years. 

Kinns, Wilmot, Lt. 

Klein, Marcus, S/Sgt. Signal Corps. 

Klitgaard, Kaj, Capt. Merchant Marine. 

Klitgaard, Peter, Midshipman. Navy. 
Guinea. 

Knettel, Howard. 

Lane, Alfred C., Pfc. 

Lane, Arthur. 

Lane, Leslie. 

Lane, Louis R. 

Lapo, Richard B., Pharmacist Mate 3/c. Hospital 
Corps. July, 1945. 

Lapo, Victor N., Pfc. Marines. With 1st Div. in 
China. Nov., 1943 to April, 1946. Re-enlisted 
June, 1946. 

Larson, E. Richard, Lt. Engineer Survey Officer for 
Artillery. In Italy with 88th Div. “Now sta- 
tioned at Trieste.” June, 1944. (Still in in 1946.) 

Layman, George Church, T/Sgt. In Netherlands 
East Indies. 

Layman, Muriel. 


In France. 


In New 


WAVES. 1945. 

Leaycraft, Edgar C., Jr., Sgt. In Guam. 

*LeMay, Paul, Lt. Col. Airforce Wing Intelligence 
Officer, 53rd Carrier Wing. Missing from 
England on A20 (Havoc) mission to Holland. 
1941 to Sept. 18, 1945. 

Lenard, Leon V. 


Lewis, Louis A., Warrant Officer. Chief Carpenter 
D, USNR. Began service at Pearl Harbor 
as Carpenter; Pacific later. Pacific-Asiatic 
star; Caribbean Ribbon, American Defense and 
Victory ribbons. Feb., 1944 to Feb., 1946. 

Lilly, Joseph, Major. Aircorps. G2 with added 
duty Historian, First Concentration Command; 


Asst. Enemy Appreciation Sec. A-2, Allied Air 
Forces, S.W.P.A.; Chief, Radio Intelligence 
Sec. A-2, Advance Echelon, Fifth Air Force, 
New Guinea, Morotai, Philippines; Chief Duty 
Officer, 309th Bomb Wing; Lingayen Landing 
Operation; Chief, Radio Intelligence, Far East 
Air Forces. 4 battle stars. June, 1942 to 
March, 1946. 

Lindin, Gregory E., Lt. Jg. US. Naval Reserve. 
Duty in and about Central America on Logis- 
tics-type work. Saw no action. Feb., 1944 to 
June, 1946. 

Lock, John, Pfc. Army. Sent home from European 
Theatre after being wounded twice in 1945. 
Bronze Star with Oak Leaf Clusters, Purple 
Heart. 

Longyear, Stanley B., T/Sgt. Aerial Engineer, 41st 
Troop Carrier Squadron. His plane first over 
Luzon dropping Paratroopers. 111 Combat 
hours; 1,170 Pilot hours. Bismark Archipelago, 
New Guinea, Luzon, Papua, Southern Philip- 
pines. Bronze star, Air Medal with 2 clusters, 
Service medal, Asiatic-Pacific medal, Good 
conduct medal, Philippines Liberation ribbon. 
(In all, 6 Bronze medals). Sept., 1942 to July, 
1945. 

Ludins, Eugene. 

Lund, Lloyd, Lt. 

MacDaniel, Calvin C., Pfe. 4th Marine Division, 
Medical Battalion, Ambulance Driver. Asia- 
tic-Pacific Theatre. Bronze star; 3 battle stars. 
Served to 1945. 

MacDaniel, Robert, Sgt. 

McDonnell, Robert H., Lt. 

McEvoy, Dennis. War 
Theatre. 

McClellan, John, Corp. Army Field Artillery. 
Basic training Camp Gruber; Visual Aids Fort 
Sill. A.S.T.P. (Swedish). France, Germany, 
Austria with 71st Division Artillery; American 
Div., Shrivanham, England, 1945. June, 1942 
to Dec., 1945. 

McShane, Donald T. 

McTeigue, Jean G., Capt. Army Air Forces. Anti- 
aircraft 207th C.A.A.A. Commissioned 1943. 


Red Cross. 


correspondent. Pacific 


Mess Superintendant 313th Bombardment 
Wing. Saipan & Tinian. Feb., 1941 to Feb. 
1946. 


McTeigue, Robert, Sgt. Army Air Forces. 3010th 
Army Airforces B.V. Financial clerk and typ- 
ist. American Campaign Victory medal. March, 
1939 to Nov., 1945. 


Mangold, Jo. 
months. 

Metzger, Warren, T/Sgt. 20th Air Force as Intelli- 
gence N.C.O. Saipan and Iwo Jima. Asiatic- 
Pacific ribbon with 1 star. April, 1942. 

Milne, Aubrey R., Capt. Parachute Field Art. Ba- 
ttalion 82nd and 101st Div. European Theatre, 
Sicily, Naples, Foggia, Rome, Arno, Southern 
France, Ardennes, Rhineland, Central Europe 
(see special article). Wounded at Anzio 
breakthrough. Purple Heart, Bronze Star, 
E.A.M.E. Theatre Ribbon with Bronze Arrow- 
head, American Defense Service Medal (in all, 
seven battle stars), Belgian Unit Citation, Dis- 
tinguished Unit Citation. Enlisted July, 1942 
to Dec., 1945. 

*Milne, Caleb J., Vol. American Field Service. 
Rejected by U.S.A. and Free French Army due 
to eyesight. Stretcher bearer and ambulance 
driver with British 8th Army in North Africa. 
Served from El Alemain to Tunisia. Volun- 
teered to go to the assistance of French Legion- 
naires and was killed by mortar shell. Killed 
May 11, 1943. African Star, 8th Army Clasp, 
American Field Service medal; French Citation 
by Gen. Le Long. April, 1942 to May 11, 1943. 

Mitchell, Alexander V. 

Moncure, Adam T., Ist Lt. 4th Armored Division 
and had one of the first batteries of self-pro- 
pelled 105 mm. howitzers, popularly known as 
“Priests”, which trained in California desert in 
Preparation for N. African campaign. This 
weapon because the standard Field Artillery 
carriage for the armored forces in European 
campaign. Feb., 1941. 

Moncure, William P., 2nd Lt. Infantry. 156th F. A. 
12th US. Inf. Georgia, Oklahoma, Camp 
Ritchie, Md., etc. No overseas experience un- 
til after war in Manila, Japan and Korea. Sept., 
1940. 

Morrell, Harold, Pfc. Wounded in 
hospitalized in England. 

Morrell, Joseph. Navy. In World War I and II. 
In S. Pacific in Oct., 1944. 

Morrell, Ord J., Aviation Machinist Mate 3/c. 
Navy. French Morocco, Sicily, Truk, Leyte, 
Asiatic-Pacific and North Atlantic. American 
Theatre medal; European Theatre medal, 1 
star; Asiatic-Pacific medal, 1 star; Presidential 
Citation & Medal. 1 star; Victory medal. 
March, 1943 to Feb., 1946. 

Mousseau, Roland, C. M. 1/c. Navy. 


Engineers. On Attu. Served 14 


Normandy, 
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Mower, Anita John, Seaman 1/c. U.S. Naval Re- 
serve Women’s Reserve. Boot Service Hunter 
College, 1943. Chicago School Aircraft In- 
strument, graduated. Stationed Quonset Naval 
Base, R. I. Worked on Aircraft gyroscope in- 
struments, Rating Petty Officer 1/c. Due to 
training on aircraft at Woodstock Observation 
Post was offered position of instructor at Boot 
School, but chose to go on to Chicago instead. 
Nov., 1943 to Sept., 1945. 

Muller, Ragnwald, Lt. Jg. U.S. Navy. Appointed 
Midshipman 1940 at Annapolis; Ensign 1943; 
Lt. Jg. 1944. Designated Naval Aviator at 
US.N.A.S., Pensacola. Fifteen months aboard 
U.S.S. Texas. Invasion of Normandy, Battle 
of Cherbourg, Invasion of So. France (Gulf of 
St. Tropez) and numerous convoy trips to 
British Isles. Duties, Junior Fire Control Of- 
ficer Main Battery. Sept., 1940. 

Mundy, Terrence P., T/5. Headquarters Co. 3rd 
Bn., 504th Parachute Infantry. Ardennes, 
Central Europe, Naples, Foggia, Rhineland, 
Rome, Arno, Sicily GOWD. 45 as ammended. 
Wounded M.T.O., Sept. 25th, 1943. 82nd Air- 
borne Division. Distinguished Unit; EAME 
Service Medal; Good Conduct Medal; Purple 
Heart. June, 1942 to Sept., 1945. Re-enlisted 
1945. 

Mundy, Wilbur, Corp. Served in England, France, 
Belgium and Germany. 3 years in service. 
Murphy, William. Marines. Guadalcanal Inva- 

sion, etc. 

Nemser, William, Pfc. Medical Corps. Hospital 
Attendant in a veteran’s hospital; also an at- 
tendant in army hospital at Fort Devans, Mass. 
Sept., 1942 to Feb., 1946. 

Newgold, Wilburt D. Staff Sgt. Infantry. After 
special services training, assigned to Head- 
quarters Ist Army where he was an assistant 
in Publicity & Psychological Warfare Section. 
Ardennes; Rhineland; N. France; Normandy & 
Central Europe. Bronze Star Medal with Con- 
spicuous Service Citation. European-African- 
Middle Eastern Theatre Medal; Good Conduct 
Medal. “Greatest personal thrill was in enter- 
ing Paris the day of the liberation. June, 1942 
to Oct., 1945. 


Nichols, John C., Pfc. Quartermaster Corps. Duty 
at Camp Shanks, Orangeburg, N. Y. Worked 
after being discharged for age at United Air- 
craft Plant, Bridgeport, Conn. Oct., 1942 to 
April, 1945. 
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Neponski, Chester. 

Oakes, D. T. 

O’Brien, John E., Sgt. Army Airforce. American 
Campaign medal; Victory medal; Good Con- 
duct medal. April, 1942 to Dec., 1945. 

Ohta, Takashi. O.S.S. in China-Burma-India Thea- 
tre and U.S.S.B.S. in Japan. Officer as Tech- 
nical Representative of War Dept. (See spe- 
cial article). March, 1945 to Feb., 1946. 

O’Meara, Donn. 

O'Meara, Walter. Two years in Office of Strategic 
Services under Col. William Donovan. 

Ostrander, Edward. 

Ostrander, Paul, Pfe. Army Air Corps. Dec., 1942 
to Oct., 1943. 

Owen, William. 

Park, Harry R., T/5. 20th Armored Division. 20th 
Tank Btln. 

Parker, Irving. 

Parker, John A., Pfc. Army Infantry 45th Div., 
7th Army. France and Germany; Dachau Pri- 
son; battles, Nuremberg and Munich. Aug.,, 
1944 to May, 1946. 

*Peacock, John (Jack), Sgt. Air Force, 94th Bomb 
Group. Bombing missions in European Thea- 
tre. Lost over Bordeaux, France. Ball turret 
gunner on B17. His father served with A.E.F., 
World War I. His grandfather, Alexander 
Peacock, with British Army in Boer War. Nov., 
30, 1942 to Dec. 5, 1943. 

Penning, Tomas, Corp. 

Peper, Arthur William, Sgt. Aircorps. Airplane 
mechanic. Asiatic-Pacific Theatre. On Oahu. 
Aug., 1942 to Feb., 1946. 

Perkins, Edward R., Jr., 1st Lt. Field Artillery 
156th. On March 30th after receiving com- 
mission assigned to the Office of Strategic Ser- 
vices in the China Theatre. Sept., 1940 to 
Sept., 1941 and Oct., 1942 to Nov., 1945. 

Peters, John R. 

Peters, Robert. 

Petersen, Martin, Jr., Lt. Jg. U.S. Naval Reserve. 
V12 Hobart College; Midshipman School, Col- 
umbia University; Diesel engineering, North 
Carolina State College. Amphibious training, 
etc. Engineering Officer aboard L.S.M. 293. In 
closing campaign on Okinawa. Occupation 
China. Lighterage Duty between Pacific Is- 
lands. July, 1943 to Sept., 1946. 

Petersen, Robert. 

Petersham, Miska, F/O Aircorps. Navigator B24. 
Graduate Army A.M. School Yuma, Arizona. 


an 


14 combat missions in South Pacific, 487 hours 
in air (112 combat). Air Offensive Japan 
Star; Eastern Mandates star; West Pacific 
awards; Air medal; Asiatic-Pacific medal. Aug., 
1942 to Jan., 1946. 

*Peyre, Roger P., 1st Lt. Infantry. Midway, Gil- 
bert Islands, Mariana Islands. Killed in ac- 
tion at Saipan. Jan., 1940 to July 26, 1944. 

*Pierpoint, Charles B., Fireman 1/c. Navy. U.S. 
Meredith. Meredith commissioned March, 
1942. Bombed and sunk by Japanese planes 
in the Coral Sea. She was part of Adm. Hal- 
seys Task Force carrying ammunition and 
aviation gasoline to the Marines at Guadal- 
canal. She was one of the escort destroyers 
during the conference of President Roosevelt 
and Prime Minister Churchill at sea. Pierpoint 
enlisted at 18 years. Jan., 1941 to Oct. 14, 
1942. 

Pierpoint, William. Navy. 
due to heart condition. 
to Feb., 1941. 

Phillips, Francis. 

Plochman, George Kimball, M/Sgt. Detached En- 
listed Men’s list. Fort Jay; Whitehorse, Y. T.; 
Edmonton, Alta.; Dawson Creek, B. C. (See 
special account.) Oct., 1941 to Oct., 1945. 

Quick, Helene M. WINGS. (Womens International 
Ground Service.) March, 1943 to Sept., 1945. 

Rade, Henry S., Capt. Ordinance, World War I, 2 
years service, 1917-1919. Reserves and World 
War II. (In all, 17 years, 6 months.) In 
World War I, Machine gun instructor, 30th Div.; 
designing small arms and ammunition; C. O. 
Camp Travis Ordinance Depot. In World War 
II, instructor at Aberdeen Proving Grounds; 
Supplies officer, Savannah Ammunition Depot; 
Supplies officer, Raritan Arsenal; General Sup- 
plies. July, 1942 to Aug. 1944. 

Reynolds, Kenneth, T/4. Medical Corps, 9th Air 
Force.. Truck mechanic for 9th Air Force Field 
Hospital. 8 months overseas. American Serv- 
ice Medal; Bronze Star for extraordinary serv- 
ice in Germany; Good Conduct Medal; World 
War II Victory Medal; African-Middle Eastern 
Service Medal; 2 battle stars. Jan., 1943 to 
Jan., 1946. 

Richards, Huston. U.S.O. Entertainment for soldiers 
overseas. 


Honorably discharged 
Enlisted. Jan., 1941 


Riseley, James, Seaman 1/c. Wounded by Japanese 
sniper on Saipan; sent to hospital at Puget 
Sound. 


Riseley, Warren, Baker 3/c. 
USS. Gatling. 
May, 1942. 

Ritterbusch, William. Office War Information. 

Ronk, George, Sgt. Army Air Force. Airplane Crew 
Chief, 8th Air Force, 94th Bomb. Group. April, 
1942 to Sept., 1945. 

Rose, Arlington, Corp. Signal Corps. Attached 15th 
Air Force. Chief telephone operator. M.T.O. 
Ribbon; 3 battle stars; Expert Rifle Medal; Mer- 
itorious Service Wreath; Certificate of Merit; 
Good Conduct Medal; Victory and American 
Theatre Ribbons. North Africa, Rome, Arno, 
Foggia, Naples, Anzio. “Did some sightseeing 
while at Rest Camp. Saw Capri, Tiberius’ 
Castle, Vesuvius in eruption, Blue Grotto. In 
Rome saw St. Peter’s, Coliseum, Catacomb’s.” 
“Saw Mussolini at his death.” “Was in last 
air raid the Germans made in N. Africa, Sept. 
6, 1943. Dec., 1942 to Dec., 1945. 

Rose, Donald, Pfe. Glider Field Artillery. Mem- 
ber machine gun crew in a Glider Troop Unit. 
Operated gun in close combat. Served in Eng- 
land, Holland, Belgium, France, Germany. Bat- 
tles—Central Europe, Normandy, Rhineland, 
Ardennes. Distinguished Unit Badge; Euro- 
pean-African-Middle Eastern Service Medal; 
Dutch Order of William; Presidential Unit Ci- 
tation; Good Conduct Medal; Belgian Fourra- 
gere. Oct., 1943 to Jan., 1946. 

Rose, Durand, T/5. Glider Field Artillery. Ma- 
chine gun crew in Glider Troop Unit. Operat- 
ed gun in close combat. Served in England, 
Holland, France, Belgium and Germany. Bat- 
tles: Ardennes, Central Europe, Normandy, 
Rhineland. Distinguished Unit Badge; European 
African-Middle Eastern Service Medal; World 
War II Victory Medal; Dutch Order of William; 
Presidential Unit Citation; Good Conduct Med- 
al; Belgian Fourragere. Oct., 1943 to Jan., 1946. 

Rose, Harrison K., Corp. 269th F. A. Btry. A. Serv- 
ed in England, France, Belgium, Holland, Lux- 
emburg and Germany. Battles: Normandy, Ar- 
dennes, Central Europe, Northern France, Rhine- 
land. 5 battle stars; American Defense Medal; 
European-African-Middle Eastern Service Med- 
al; Good Conduct Medal & Clasp, Expert Rifle 
Medal; E.T.O. Medal; World War II Victory 
Medal. April, 1941 to Oct., 1945. 

Rose, Malcolm, T/Sgt. Army Air Corps. 400 hours 
of combat flying in C46 Transport plane in 
China-Burma-India theatre as Flight Engineer. 
Air Medal; American Service Medal; Good Con- 


Navy. Pacific duty. 
1 Silver Star; 4 Bronze Stars. 
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duct Medal; World War II Victory Medal; Asi- 
atic-Pacific Service Medal. Jan., 1942 to Nov., 
1945. 

Rose, Milton, Corp. 

Rose, Muriel, Lt. Jg. US.N. Nurse Corps. USS. 
N.H., Sampson, N. Y.; U.S.N.H., San Diego. 
Calif.; U.S.N.H., Oakland, Calif. April, 1944 to 
July, 1946. 

*Russell, Robert (of Shady). Infantry. Camp 
Wheeler, Georgia. Within eight months died at 
or near Medjizel E] Bab, Tunisia on Christmas 
Eve. Purple Heart awarded posthumously. 
May, 1942. Killed Dec. 24, 1942. 

Sarf, Walter, T/Sgt. (Camouflage Tech. 804). Com- 
bat with Engineers, 87th Inf., 3rd Army. Last 
outfit with H.Q. Company, 25th Armored Engin- 
eer battalion. Intelligence and in Map Making 
Dept. G2 and Reconnaisance in Cologne cam- 
paign. At end of war attended Grenoble Un- 
iversity. Feb., 1941 to Oct., 1945. 

*Scholl, Lenhard, Jr., Pfc. Killed late in 1944. 

Schoonmaker, Frank. Civilian and assimilated rank 
of Col. Office of Strategic Services. Bronze 
Star. Croix de Guerre for work with Secret 
Intelligence. Aug., 1942 to Sept., 1945. 

Seaton, Richard. 

Shultis, Crystal M. A.S.N. 

Shultis, Dorothy, Capt. U.S.A. Nurses Corps. 

Shultis, Eugene, T/Sgt. 

Shultis, Lois Witte, W.A.C.S. Public Relations 
Training, but after short service received medical 
discharge. 

Shultis, Newton, Pfe. Army Infantry. Campaigns: 
Europe; African; Middle Eastern; Normandy, 
Northern France; Ardennes. Wounded in Rhine 
crossing. 4 battle stars; Combat Infantry 
Badge; Good Conduct Medal; Purple Heart. 
April, 1942 to Oct., 1945. 

Shultis, Rudolph, Corp. Air Force. Guard Duty in 
Florida. Sheet metal school in England and in 
machine shops repairing B26s. Moved with 9th 
Air Force to Normandy. Prepared first air 
strips of metal. April, 1942 to Sept., 1945. 

Shultis, Sherwood. 

Shultis, Stanley. 

Shultis, Vactor R., Pfc. Army Artillery (Mountain 

Troops). Campaigns: Central Europe, Rhine- 

land, Southern France, Rome, Arno. Pack driv- 

er with the Mountain Artillery which carried 
ammunition and supplies to the front lines over 
terrain that was considered practically impass- 
able. His battery consisted of 150 men each 
having 3 mules in his charge. Travel was al- 
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ways rough going, the men and mules having to 
scale ledges and edge their way through ravines, 
always travelling at night, often under heavy 
bombing. 5 battle stars; Good Conduct Medal; 
E.T.O. Ribbon. April, 1942 to Sept., 1945. 

Shultis, Warren C., T3/c. Aviation Radio Tech- 
nician. Navy. July, 1944 to 1946. 

Schultz, Donald. Seaman 1/c. 

Sinnock, Donald. Zena. 

Smith, Arthur Francis. 

Smith, Donald. 


Smith, Frank Leon. Chief scenario writer, Train- 
ing Film Branch A.S.F. Quartermaster Corps and 
Training Corps. Because of motion picture exper- 
ience requested by War Dept. to report to Camp 
Holabird, Md. to aid in setting up a training film 
division. Army had already purchased one mil- 
lion Military vehicles and was training officers 
and men in motor maintenance. Finished work 
at Holabird and returned to Woodstock. After 
Pearl Harbor volunteered at Signal Corps but 
civilians were not accepted until August, 1942. 
Stationed at Signal Corps Photographie Center, 
Long Island, N. Y. Detached service at Pent- 
agon, Washington, D. C.; Fort Monmouth, N. J.; 
Fort Jay, N. Y.; Fort Monroe, Virginia; Fort 
Henry, Virginia, and Army War College, Wash- 
ington, D. C. At completion of training film 
program, resigned. “I do not consider that I 
merit a place in your record.” June, 1941 to 
Sept., 1944. 

Smith, Reese, Pvt. 

Smith, Robert N., Fireman 2/c. Navy. Nov., 1944. 

Sonnenberg, Ethel. WING. 


Spanhake, Charles, Corp. 316th Reg. Wounded as 
a runner in Rhineland when Germans made 


breakthrough near Metz. Purple Heart. 1 
Bronze Star. 
Spanhake, William, Jr.,S/Sgt. Infantry. 16th Reg., 


3rd and Ist Division. Trained with Marines in 

Porto Rico. 34% years overseas. Landings at 

Oran, N. Africa; Tunisia; Sicily; Salerno, Cassino, 

Anzio, Southern France, Germany, Rhineland, 

Berchtesgaden. Volunteered. 1939 to 1947. 
Stone, Walter D. 


Stowell, John, Pvt. World War I, Co. C., 58th Am- 
munition Train. World War II, Service Bat- 
tery 116, Field Artillery Bu., 31st Division 
(“Hoxie”). Enlisted, Nov., 1917 to Dec., 1918; 
enlisted, Nov., 1942 to March, 1948. 

Stowater, Rey. Arther, Chaplain. Navy. 


Stratton, Frederick C., Pfc. Corps of Engineers. 
18 months in Hawaiian Island Defense; 4 months 
in Japan. Asiatic-Pacific Medal; Good Conduct 
Medal; World War II Victory Medal; American 
Services Medal. Nov., 1942 to Jan., 1946. 

Striebel, John, Jr., Capt. American Eagle Squadron 
Flying Officer. First Woodstocker to go into 
combat, having gone to join the Canadian Air- 
force as a volunteer. Cited for Gallantry; Dis- 
tinguished Service Cross. Canadian Airforce, 
1940. U.S. Airforce, 1943. 

Summers, James Carol, T/Sgt. 
Wing. Guam, Iwo Jima, etc. 

Summers, Llewelyn, Lt. Comm. U.S.N.R. Stationed 
Naval Communications Center, Wash., D. C. 
Nov., 1943 to Jan., 1946. 

Surdam, Lloyd. 


Syversen, Hjordis. 


Marine, 3rd Air 


Tamassy, Julius, Pfc. <A service unit. 


Taylor, Morton, Pvt. 
ized. 

Thaisz, Fred A., Jr., T/3._ Medical Corps, 3rd Army. 
Stationed a while N. Ireland. Campaigns: Cen- 
tral Europe, Normandy, N. France, Rhineland, 
Omaha Beach D Day plus 40. 4 Stars; Good 
Conduct Medal. March, 1941 to Sept., 1945. 


Thaisz, J. Louis. 


Todd, Stephen Langwith, Corp. Signal Corps. Stag- 
ing Area in New Caledonia. Placed with 88th 
Signal Bu. (Special) in Bougainville. Cam- 
paigns in Northern Solomons and Luzon. “Ex- 
citing experiences at Bambam and on drive in 
Military truck to Legaspi.” Hospitalized for 
wounds and battle fatigue. With occupation 
forces at Sendai, Japan, then transferred to Sap- 
poro on Hokkaido. Asiatic Service Medal; Good 
Conduct Medal; Phillippines Liberation Medal; 
World War II Victory Medal; Purple Heart. 
Sept., 1943 to Feb., 1946. 

Tuck, William S., S/Sgt. 14th Airforce, 164th Sig- 
nal Photo Co., 373rd Bomb. Squad, 308th Bomb. 
Group (Heavy), Kunming, China. Motion 
Picture camera. Served in China, Phillippines, 
Central Burma and Western Pacific campaigns. 
Accompanied Chinese troops in Kweilin and Sal- 
ween and photographed retreat from Kweilin. 
Used all types of cameras in white and color 
film. Devised a bomb camera to record ship 
identification on night sea. Flew waist and tail 
positions on B24s. (Most of this taken from Ar- 
my Qualifications Record.) 5 battle stars; Distin- 
guished Flying Cross; Air Medal; 2 Presidential 


Army. Overseas. Hospital- 


Citations; Asiatic-Pacific Service Medal. 
1942 to Sept., 1945. 

Van Der Loo, Cornelius Hervey Diedrick, Capt Dip- 
lomatic and Special Services. Royal Nether- 
lands Army. Special Services Medal. Dec., 
1941. 

Van Kleek, Ethelbert, Pvt. 

Van Wagner, Kenneth, S/Sgt. 

Van Wagner, Roy, Sgt. Airforce. 
Feb., 1945. 

Walker, Chauncey Goodrich, Seaman 3/c. Navy 
Aviation Storekeeper. Dec., 1943 to Feb., 1946. 

Walker, Wilbur. 

Wangler, Albert, Capt. Chemical Warfare Service. 
Commanding Officer of Gas Mask Assembly 
Plant, Fall River, Mass. Inspector, March to 
June, 1943, Edwood Arsenal. C.O. Gas Mask 
Assembly Plant, Denver, Colo., in 1943. Ex- 
ecutive Officer, Ist Bat., Ist Regiment, Camp 
Sibert, Ala.; later C.O. Field Commander Co. D. 
Ist Training Officer 1st Bat. Camp Sibert. On 
sick leave Sept., 1944, Ft. McClellan Hospital. 
Also in World War I. March, 1942 to Dec., 1944. 

Ward, Raymond. 

Waterman, James Tuck, Bosun. Merchant Marine. 
Trips into all areas of operations: Pacific; So. 
Pacific; North and South Atlantic; Middle East 
and Mediterranean. Torpedoed in 8. Atlantic. 
Bombed in Eastern Mediterranean. On high 
test gasoline tanker partially destroyed at Ok- 
inawa by Jap bombing plane. Sailed her home 


Dec., 


Aug., 1943 to 


despite Navy’s protest couldn’t be done! June, 
1943 to Sept., 1945. 
Waterous, Donald C., Sgt. Infantry. 63rd Div. A 


unit of 7th Army. From Colmar through to 
Munich. Was assigned also in 1944 to 1945 in 
E.A.M.E. Theatre. Nov., 1942 to Nov., 1944. 
2 stars? 

Wells, Clifford. Navy. Was in Iceland 3 months. 
Suffered injury (wrench fell from mast on head) 
and was discharged. His ship went on to Ire- 
land and Scotland and was sunk. 

West, William R., Sgt. Army. 2nd Traffic Control 
in Italy. July, 1944 to 1946. 

Weyl, Nathaniel, T/5 Infantry. Writer Military 
Subjects. 273 M.K.M. M-1 Rifle. Rome, Arno, 
Southern France, Rhineland, Central Europe. 
Served in G.I. Headquarters 3rd Infantry Di- 
vision. Good Conduct Medal; Bronze Star; Dis- 
tinguished Unit Badge; E.A.M.E. Ribbon; World 
War II Victory Medal. Sept., 1943 to Dec., 1945. 

Whipple, James, Sgt. U.S. Army Ordinance Dept. 
Asiatic-Pacific Theatre, 1 star. Ryukyu Cam- 
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paign. Victory Medal; Good Conduct Medal; 
American Theatre. Unit Citation. Occupation 
of Japan. 


*White, William, Coxswain 3/c. Navy. USS. Ster- 
rett, sank in Pacific on night of Noy. 12-13, 1942. 
Posthumously awarded star of Presidential Unit 
Citation U.S.S. Sterrett for extraordinary hero- 
ism displayed by her crew in action against Jap- 
anese Task Force during the battle on Guadal- 
canal. Enlisted Dec. 3, 1941. Drowned Nov. 
13, 1942. 19 years old. 

Whitehead, Peter. 

Whiteley, Daniel S. Ist Lt. Army Air Corps. Radio 
Operator and Mechanics course. Trained in 
Miami Beach. Assigned as Communications 
Officer at Boca Raton Airfield. Later stationed 
in Hawaii. Sept., 1942. 

Whiteley, Harry W., 1st Lt. Air Corps. 
Anti-Aircraft unit. 6 months air cadet. 
radio from July, 1943 to April, 1945. 
ler, Air Sea Rescue work, California. Jan., 1941. 

Whiteley, Robert M. Aviation Cadet. Basic train- 
ing, B.T.C. Greenboro, N. C. C.T.D. Marshall 
College, West Virginia. On the line trainee, Vic- 
toria, Texas. Pre-flight School, San Antonio. 
On the line Cadet Eagle Pass Army Airfield. 
March, 1944 to Nov., 1945. 

Wilbur, George La Rell, Jr., T/5. Infantry. Truck 
driver for ammunition Gas. Served in Iceland, 
France, Holland, Germany. His assistant on 
truck was killed. American Defense Service 
Medal; European-African-Middle Eastern Serv- 
ice Medal; Good Conduct Medal. Feb., 1941 to 
Oct., 1945. 

Wilbur, Harry. 

Wilbur, Hubert. 

Wilbur, Norman S., Sgt. Far Eastern Air Force. 
First years with Hq. 1st Bn. 156th Field Artil- 
lery, 44th Div. In 1942 re-enlisted, was as- 
signed to A.A.F.T.T.C. Radio School. Served 
at various training schools. Overseas in June, 
1944. At Noumae, New Caledonia assigned to 
82lst Engineer Aviation Battalion and while en 
route to join unit worked for several weeks as 


2 years in 
Taught 
Control- 


landscape gardener on Memorial Cemetery at ° 


Lunga Beach, Guadalcanal. In October left for 
Leyte, P.I., landing with initial forces where 
unit constructed Dulag Airdrome. Left for 
Samar, P. I. in Feb., 1945 where unit worked on 
Naval air base. American Defense Medal; 
American Theatre Ribbon; Good Conduct 
Medal; Asiatic-Pacific Theatre ribbon with 4 
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Bronze Battle stars; Philippines Liberation with 
1 Bronze star; Victory Medal; Unit Meritori- 
ous Award 1 Gold Star. (6 stars altogether). 
Enlisted Sept., 1940 to Oct., 1942 and Sept., 
1942 to Dec., 1945. 

Wilbur, Roland M. 

Wilbur, Washington L. 

Wiltz, Eric, GM 3/c. Navy. G.M. U.S.S. Brush. 
Under direct attack six times by Japanese Dive 
Bombers. In constant action for months. Went to 
aid in raiding Tokyo. Shot up a Jap convoy 
three miles off Tokyo Harbor. Picked up avi- 
ators shot down at sea. Crew members swim- 
ming out to put lines around pilots to haul them 
aboard, later delivering them to carriers. Crew 
of U.S.S. Brush awarded 4 stars, Philippine Lib- 
eration ribbon with star. 

Wingert, Fred F., Corp. Army Medical Corps. 
Army Service Forces. Training at Camp Pick- 
ett, Va.; Fort Jackson, S. C. Desert training 
Indio, Calif. Overseas: France, Luxemberg, Bel- 
gium. Transferred to Engineers Corps. Oct., 
1942 to Oct., 1945. 

Winslow, Marshall Ladd, T/Sgt. Field Artillery. 
Hq. Battery, 232nd Field Artillery, 42nd In- 
fantry (Rainbow Division). The 42nd Div. re- 
placed the veteran 45th Inf. Division in the lines 
at Wimmersau in Alsace, Feb., 1945 in the 
Rhineland campaign. They broke through the 
Siegfried Line as part of 7th Army. Crossed the 
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176, 179, 182 
Mazo, Sara 105; 111 
Mead’s Ty 1537425917 132 
Mearns, Hughes 81, 170, 172 
Mecklem, Austin & Mariann 123, 162 
Megerline, Alfred 58 
Mele, Frank 175 
Melish, Rev. Howard 131 
Memoria 162 to 165 
Memorial Day 348, 349 
Menckes, Sigmund 178, 179 


Methodist Church 16,587. SINA17 


Meyer, Frank 101 
Meyers, Gilbert 162 
Michaux, Henri 57 
Mill Stream Farm 117 
Miller, John 23 
Miller, Peter S10.) 
Miller, Philip 6 
Miller, (Squire) Joseph 24 
Milne, Aubrey 119; 154 to 160 
Milne, Caleb 119, 163 
Milo, Captain Savo 132 
Mink Hollow 6, 12, 21, 24, 114, 117,118 
Minor, David 128 
Modern Music Festival 178 
Moe, John 162 
Moore, Anne 73 
Moore, Isabel 43, 74 
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More, Herman 95, 183 
Morris, William 40 
Mosher, 23, 117, 162 
Mt. Evergreen Cemetery 12 
Mount Tremper 30, 34 
Mower, Anita 124 
Mower, Ronald 125 
Mower, Samuel 118 
Munn, Stephen le 
Murphy, Herman Dudley 43, 46 
Mutton Hollow 3 
Myer, Christian 6 
Myers, Henry 88 
National Academy of Design 83, 85 
National Youth Ass’n. 120 
Neelis, Francis Q1 
Neher 101 
Neher, Clark 122 
Neher, George 88 
Netherlands Booth 133 


Newkirk 2, 6, 23, 24, 68, 90 
New York Crown and Cylinder Manufacturing 

Co. 17, 18 
“New York State Gazeteer” 22 
Nine Nations Fete 369 to 378 
North, Clark 109 
Nortonn, Grace Fallow 73 
O’Connor 37 
O’Hara, Edward (Glass Blower) 24 


12, 43, 50, 77, 83, 90, 101 to 108, 
128, 182, 2170, Sia lee 


Ohayo Mountain 


Ohta, Takashi 170 
“Olde Ulster” 9 
Olive, Town of 25, 35 
O’Meara, Walter 136 
O'Neill, Eugene 172 
Onteora 1,5 
Oriskany 5 
O’Sheal, Shames 69 
Osterhoudt, Joseph 6 
Ott, Lynfield 175, 176 
Overing, Henry 38 
Overlook 4, 7, 9, 14, 15, 16, 23, 44, 50, 66, 71, 89, 
915 925/93 Sia 71, 172, 
180, 184 
Overlook Hotel 111 
“Overlook” Newspaper 122 
Pachner, William ill 


Padwa, Vladimir 125, 126, 129, 130, 131, 133 
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Pagliaro, Ross 126 
Park, Mrs. Clara 102, 103 
Parker, Judge 37 
Paul, Amy 134 
Pawling, Colonel 8, 12 
Peacock, Alexander 122, 125 
Peacock, John (Jackie) 125, 163 
Pearson, Mollie 61 
Pecor (Glass Blower) 17 
Pecor Creek 41 
Peet, Isaac, Joseph and Larry 

(Glass Blowers) 20, 23, 24, 88 
Peets, Orville and Ethel 15, 43, 56, 60, 70 
Pelly, Farrell 60 
Pelton, Champion 22 
Pelton, Leander 29 
Penning, Elizabeth, and Tomas 96, 171 
Pennman, Edith 43 
Peper, Henry (Blacksmith) 7, 88 
Perkins, Cyrus 22 
Peter, ex-King of Jugoslavia 46 
Petersham, Maud and Miska 86, 89, 126 
Peterson, Cornelius 24 
Peyre, Gabriel 57, 60 
Peyre, Roger 163, 164 
Phelps, William 96 
Phoenix Players 48 
“Phoenix, The” (Quarterly Magazine) 66 
Piastro, Michel 58 
Picard-Destalon, Captain Francois 130 
Pierce, James 15 
Pierpoint, Bill 119 
Pierpoint, Charles 119, 164 
Pine Hill 25, 30 
Pisitello, Carlo 126 
Plaatekill 9.9, 15, 10 
Plains, The 15, 16 Seat 0 
Plank Road 25, 116 
Plass 31 
Plass, Larry 42 
Plate, Walter 175, 176 
Play Reading Group 181 
Plimley, Mose 102 
Plochman, George 57 
Ploss, Hiram 162 
“Plowshare, The” 55, 56, 65 
“Pochade, The” 92 
Pollet, Joseph 49 
Poole, Ernest 168 
Potie, George 131 
Powder Keg Shop 109 
Purdy, Enoch 114, 115 


Purdy, Gilbert 115 


Queen Anne Q, 27 


Quarries 25, 70, 102 
Radin, George 131, 132 
Randolph, Clemence 64 
Randolph, Don 122 
Randolph, Kiki 126 
Ranier, Dachine 178 
Red Cross DLO MLSS 2 126.9133) 137) 
Reed, John 189 
Refregier, Anton 131, 174 
Regionalism 184 
Reiff, Mrs. Paul 133 
Revolution 5, 7, 9, 10, 15, 27, 28, 36, 39, 117, 118 
Revolutionay Soldiers 12 
Reynolds 18, 22, 23, 24, 35, 101, 115, 126 
Reynolds, Boarding House 70. 74 
Reynolds, Fred 26 
Rhinebeck 12, 26 
Rholand, Paul 165, 267 
Richards, Inez 58, 122, 130 
Ricks, Farm 2, 42 
Ring, John G. 87 
Riseley, 42, 68, 69, 101, 102, 103, 115, 118 
_ Riseley, Ella 42, 69, 70 
Riseley, George 103 
Riseley, Warren 139, 140 
Rivenberg Farm 42 
Road Survey, Town 22 
Robeson, Mrs. Mabel 125 
Robeson, Paul 58 
Robinson, Arnold (Glass Blower) 20 
Robinson, David 20 
Robinson, Edward G. 61 
Robinson, Henry Morton 54, 56, 65, 131, 134 
Robinson, Nellie 126 


Rock City 2, 6, 15, 27, 42, 45, 48, 69, 70, 71, 72, 
74, 15, 77, 78, 82, 83, 84, 
86, 90, 93, 103, 122, 128, 
129, 179, 183 


Rock City Artists 77 to 86 
Rockwell, Rev. Mr. (Catskill Historian) 11 
Roentgen, Englebert 57, 122, 123, 1380 
Rogers, Frances 19, 60 
Rohland, Paul 59, 95 
Romantic Realism 183 
Romany Marie 64 
Romeyn, H. M. 39 
Roney, Charles, George and Hamilton (Glass 
Blowers) 24 


Roney, Thomas (Glass Cutter) 23, 24 
Ropes, Phoebe 60 
Rorty, James 75 
Roosevelt, Mrs. Eleanor 84, 96 
Rosa, Albert 1 
Rose, Abram 90 
Rosen, Charles 77, 78, 80, 81, 83, 84, 93, 94, 103, 122 
Rosen, Mrs. Charles (Jean Inglis) 84 
Rosendale 33 
Rosett, Mrs. Blanche 90, 128, 132 
Hosett, Dr. Joshua 106 
Rondout 25 
Roundtop Mountain 9 
Row, William R. 35 
Rowe 3, 6, 7, 8, 10, 12, 20, 115, 118 
Rowe, Elsie Vosburgh 20 
Roxbury 25 
Royce, Woodford 15 
Rudolph, Archduke 46 


Ruellan, Andree (Mrs. John Taylor) 113, 114, 


129, 133 
Rugg, Elizabeth and Harold 1723173 
Ruggles, Judge Charles $5, 37 
Russ, Malette Davis 124 
Russel, Mrs. Will 91 
Russell, Robert Oren 164 
Russian Relief 130, 131, 133 
Sagendorf, Peter and Moses G1, S1"5% 
Sager, John (Glass Blower) 20 
St. Denis, Ruth 62 
St. Joan of Arc Chapel 134 
Salvage Drive 127, 128 
San Francisco Chamber Music Society 58 
Sarf, Walter 119 
“Saturday Morning” 56 
Saugerties 11, 14, 17, 25, 33, 64, 93 
Sawkill 2s) LO, 165 17a 185 22485 91erge 101 
Sawkill Head Mountain 15 
Sawkill Tract of Land 22 
Sawmills 15, 21, 27, 109, 116 
Schiaparelli, Elsa 57 
Schimmerling, H. A. 170 
Schleicher, Carl 160, 161 
Schleicher, Eugen 90 
Schmidt, Katherine 105 
Schoharie County 29, 33, 38 
Scholl, Lenhard 125, 133 
Scholl, Lenhard, Jr. 133, 164 
Schon, Mrs. 132 
Schoonmaker, Deputy Sheriff 33, 38 
Schoonmaker, Frank 136 
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Schulte, Antoinette 
Schumacher, William E. 
Schutze, Eve Watson 
Schutze, Martin 
Science, Journal of 
Seott, Hugh 

Seaver, Edwin 

Seeger, Peter 

Semmler, Alexander 
Seward, Governor 
Shady 


Shandaken 


“Sharky” 

Sharpe, General George 
Shawn, Ted 
Shokan 

Short, Calvin 
Short, David, ete. 
Short, Peter 
Short, Loretta 
Shotwell, Helen 


Shotwell, Dr. & Mrs. James T. 


Shultis, Augustus 
Shultis 

Shultis, Henry 
Shultis, Nelson 
Shultis, Neva 
Shultus, Ophelia 
Sickler, John 
Sickler, Philip 
Siegel, Adrian 
Simmons, Edward 
Simmons, Philip 
Simovitch, General 
Simpkins, Mrs. Alma 
Simpkins, LaMonte 
Simpson, Jules 

Sims 

Slater, Edwin 

Slide Mountain 
Sloan, John 

Sloop (Hudson River) 
Sluizer, Mrs. Esther 
Smith, Anita M. 
Smith Benjamin 
Smith, Commander 
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133 

56, 59 

49 

15, 42, 45, 49, 67 
39 

29 

56 

170 

170 

28 


1, 14, 15, 18, 21, 75, 80, 89, 93, 103, 109, 


111, 112, 114, 115 


2, 5; 1, 8, 9, 12, 14 1G wines 1ee2 aes: 


25, 27, 30, 31, 32, 33, 34, 
ob, 115, 116,- 118 

90 

91 

62 

Sral2 

42, 69, 77 

3, 17, 23, 24, 118 


3, Gil OFT11, 12. ne1, 2284118 


23 

132, 133 

42, 48, 49, 50, 76, 

89, 97, 119, 125, 126, 

128, 129, 131, 132, 166, 
tye Wee 

127 

18, 24, 162 

8, 21, 31, 33, 34 

122 

131 

75, 76 

68, 117 

87 

129, 170 

88 

24 

132 

88, 124 

123, 127, 131 

127 

6 


1 

78, 81, 178 

15, 19, 69, 70 
131 

59, 122, 124, 129 
35 

33 


Smith, Fritzie 84 
Smith, Judson 83, 84, 95, 96, 103 
Smith, Michael 21, 68 
Smith, Thomas Treadway Q1, 115 
Snake Dance 32, 33 
Snyder, Bide 3 
Snyder, Chauncey 42 
Snyder, Frederick 122 
Snyder, George W. 68, 69 
Snyder, Captain Jeremiah 6, 8, 9, 10, 12 
Snyder, Colonel Johannes Tole 
Snyder, Milo and Rosina 129 
Snyder, William 8, 90, 118 
Snyder, Zachariah 6 
Social Realism 180 
Soldier, List of those in World War II 186 
Soldiers’ Stories 136 
“Spafford’s Gazeteer” 18 
Spanhake, William 89, 121, 132 
Spanish-American War 162 
Speicher, Charles 76, 81 
Speicher, Elsie 78, 81, 123 


Speicher, Eugene 


59, 68, 71, 73, 75, 77,178; 79780) 


83, 94, 124, 136 


Sperry, Margaret 

Spindin, Herbert 

Squires, Daniel 

Stagg, Jessie 

Staples, Elias 

Staples, Merritt 

Star, Miss 

St. Denis, Ruth 
Steamboats, Hudson River 
Steck, Jean 

Steel (Under Sheriff) 
Steele, Zulma (Mrs. Parker) 
Stemhilber 

Steven, Neil 

Stilwell, Nancy and Stephen 
Stoll, Petrus 

Stony Clove 

Strain, Jean 

Striebel, Buddy 

Stribel, J. H. & Friizie 
Strozzi, Kay 

Stoehr, Mrs. Lotte 

Sugar Loaf Mountain 
Sullivan County 

Sullivan, General 

Sully, Dan 

Sully, Louise Arzula (Dulaney) 


171 

171 

30 

15, 132 
30, 32, 34 
7, 30, 32 
43, 

62 

26, 62, 69 
129 

37 

43, 70, 169 
60 

2, 16 

14, 15, 17;19am 
69 

102 

15 

119 

123 

129 

45 

80 

2, 38 

5, 8, 0a 
1V% 

LZ 


Summers, Mrs. Llewelyn, (Margaret Shotwell) 132 


Summerville, Nicholas 131 


Sylvester’s History of Ulster County ‘f 
Tagore, Rabindranath 108 
Tally-ho Wagon 32 
Tannery 25, 87, 90, 111 
Tannery Brook 88 
Tannersville 102 
Taverns 25, 91, 116 
Taylor, John 113, 124, 129 
Teddy (Teddie, the pinto) 69, 76 


Tempiere, Mme 61 


Thatcher, Edward 42, 44, 63, 71 
Thompson, Bertha 43, 127 
Tiebaut, Cornelius 68 
Tilden, Samuel 38, 39 
Tinker Street 91 
Tinlot, Gustave 58 
Titus, A. B. 92 
Tivoli 26 
Tobias Mountain 117 


Todd, Rev. & Mrs. Harvey I. 87, 120, 124, 125, 
126, 127, 129, 130 


Tomlin, Bradley 82, 83, 133, 184 


Tonshi Mountain 172 
Tory Gy 6% Ube tia ts My OR BI. oie Thy 
Tory Swamp 9 
Trissault, Ivan 129 
Trombour, Johannes 6 
Tselentis, Mrs. Raisse 133 
Turnau Opera Company 49, 181 
Turning Shop 109 
Twaddell, Jim 102 
Twaddle, Abagail and Nathaniel 102 
Twin Mountain 80 


Ulster County oO, ti (ee 9 TE, CG, GIS SBE Sire 
38, 61, 70, 91, 118 
Ulster County Atlas (Beers) 90, 103 


Ulster County Glass Manufacturing Co. 17, 18, 23 


“Ulster County News” 89, 127, 134 
“Ulster Republican” 33, 38 
“Ulster Sentinel” 4, 9 
United Nations Fete 129 
United Services Organization 119 
United States Air Force 119 
United States Bond Drives 126, 127 
Updegraff, Allan 55 
Valentine Ball 125 
Van Alstyne, Dr. Eleanor 103, 104 
Van De Bogart 15, 24, 25, 35, 114, 115, 120 
Van De Bogart, Philip 162 


Van der Loo, Fritz 42, 43 
Vandevort, Orsen 87, 90 
Van Dissel 131 
Van Doran, William Theo. 35 
Van Dusen’s Guards 12 
Vanette, Gysbert 6, 12 
Van Etting, John 32 
Van Gasbeck, John Theodore 162 
Van Gasbeek, Van Luveren 35 
Van Hoevenberg, Lieutenant 8 
Van Rensselaer 27, 28, 29, 38 
Van Steenberg 37 
Van Voorhes, Abraham 20 
Van Wagner, William 112, 127 
Varian, Dorothy 182 
Vaughan, General 5, 118 
Verplanck, Charlotte 37 
Verplanck, Gulian 27, 38 
Vetetta (Musician) 129 
Vieman, Mrs. 120 


Village Green 27, 68, 87, 90, 92, 93, 103, 124, 127, 


130, 131, 137 


Viletta 42, 43, 50 
Vly- Yonders 101, 102 
“Voice of the People” (Antirent) 29 
Von Kahler, Felix 1313, 133 
Von Sturm, Miss 133 
Vortrede, Werner 119 


Vosburgh, Abraham, 12; Craig Vosburgh, 23, 27; 
Hannah Cooper Vosburgh, 25, 115; James Vos- 
burg, 23, 24, 109; Richard Vosburgh (Glass 
Blower), 17, 20, 109 


Vredenberg, Constable 33, 38 
Wai, Chin (Dancer) 124 
Walker, Edna 43, '70, 169 
Walters, Carl 65,131 
Ward, Eddie 92 
Wardwell, Alice 76, 119, 120 
Wardwell, Jim 74 
Wase, Mr. and Mrs. Philip 81 
Waterous, Allen & Chazie 124, 128 
Waters, Charley AQ 
Waters, Dominie 117 
Watkins, Catherine 59 
Watson, Dawson 43 
Wawarsing 12 
Weatherwax, Andrew Q1 
Weaver, Peter 6 
Webster, Aileen AT 
Webster, Albert 47 


Webster, Benjamin 47, 48, 120, 126 


Wehles, The 123 


Weidman, Charles 62 
Welderhaus, Peter Lewis 162 
Wells, Clifford 119 
Wenham, Thomas 27, 68 
West Hurley 92, 102, 103 
Wetterau, Margaret and Rudolph 123, 134 
Weyl, Bertha Poole (Mrs. Walter) 42, 54, 97, 
128; 132 
Weyl, Nathaniel AQ 
Weyl, Walter 42, 48, 88, 101, 168, 169 
Wheelock, Dr. 11 
Wherrey, Edith 44 
Whispel, Abram 162 
Whispel’s Tavern 34 
Whistler 46 
White, Campbell 38 
White, Caleb & Dan 55 


White, Hervey 40, 42, 48, 51, 52, 53, 55, 56, 57, 
59, 60, 61, 62, 63, 64, 
65, 67, 92, 170 
White, Mrs. Hervey (Vivian Bevans) 43, 55 
White, William J. 165 
Whitehead, Ralph Radcliffe 2, 40, 41, 42, 43, 
44, 45, 46, 47, 48, 50, 51, 
‘54, 55, 57, 80, 88 
Whitehead, Mrs. Ralph Radcliffe (Jane Byrd) 40, 
41, 46, 49 
Whithead, Ralph Radcliffe, Jr. 45, 48 
Whithead, Peter 49, 50 
Whitney, Gertrude 183 


Whitney Museum 83, 183 
Wide Clove Kill (Wyje Clove) 2, 4, 14, 15, 68, 
69, 85, 86 
Wigram, John & Mariije Schemerhorn 22, 68, 69 
Wigram, Joseph 19 
Wigram, (Negro) John 70 
Wigram’s Map 15, 16, 110 
Wilbur, Abram 103 
Wilbur, Mrs. George 117 
“Wild Hawk” 55, 92 
Wiley, Sam 81 
Williams School of Music 58, 112 
Willow 5, 10, 12, 89, 102, 112, 125, 128 
Wilson, Reginald 180 
Wiltz, Arnold 103 
Wincoop, Major 8 
Winne, Benjamin 12, 30 
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Winne 99° 35, 115 
Winter Sports Association 103 
Wise, Rabbi 97 
Wittenberg 10, 16, 18, 89, 115, 120, 

121, 132, 143, 181, 182, 

184 
Wolf, Ian 63 
Wolfen (Wolven), Jan 4 
Wolven, Arthur 122 
Wolven, Jesse 59, 91 
Woods, Lloyd 127 
“Woodstock Almanac” 56 
“Woodstock Bulletin” 56 
Woodstock Glass Manufacturing Co. 111 
Woodstock, England 1, 88, 125 
Woodstock Ensemble 58 
Woodstock Frontier 5 to 12 
Woodstock Guild of Craftsmen, Inc. 90 
Woodstock Historical Society 14, 15, 18, 23, 49, 54 
Woodstock Library 12, 88, 134 
Woodstock Observation Post 122 to 123 
Woodstock Playhouse 128, 129 
Woodstock Valley Hotel 90 
Woodstock School of Painting 103 
World War I 162 
World War II 119, 162 to 165 
World War II: Soldier’s Stories of 136 to 161 
W. P. A. (Works Progress Administration) 96 
Wright, Governor 29, 37, 38, 39 
Wright, Rev. D. W. 24 
Wyncoop, Tobias 6 
Wyje Clove 9 
Wu, Mrs. Charlie 132 
Yakhontoff, General Victor 131 
Yankeetown 3, 80, 101, 115 
Yeager (Yawger) 7 
Yeamans 6 
Yerry 12 
Yerry Hill 12 
Yoemans, Edward 55 
Young, John 38, 39 
Yugoslave 132 
Zena 1S; 65 125 4ASRS9. S897 e201 oS aainO 


Zimm, Bruno 14, 16, 89, 121, 122, 184 
Zimm, Louise.Hasbrouck 14, 16, 21, 24, 70, 89, 184 


Wi esites 


“Pepat 
yh FP as 
4 ‘ Vis: , 


~ ~ = i 
; - % % 
“J “i wy 
é 
thd 
q 
Ape 
. 
#) 
. ° ie 7 
i WW T 7 \ é pen * 
be 
; ies 
7 cea Jl iwi 


ae 
fh) O14. a Oe ee 


Cima Lamagdy’ Cnet Rie 


J, are 


- 


a 


=< se AP <% XY PLATTEKILL MT: 
INDIGNHEAG MT, 


OLOERBARK MT, SUGARLORFE MT, ears 
GREENE CounTy BoUuNn DRY YvTER TS =e 
\ 
GULIAN VERPLANS 

GREAT Lo? 04 


——a a om 


K's 


piety ela sstees one 
fp SCREO Larne 


OVERLOSE 


THEN, dS. RUNTES 


~f 
x 
< WYGE CL OVE 
(4) 


eS 
er 7 = 
= CNAOWiC e FARM 
4ATER ROWE 


Ree) MONUMENT A0.4 
HARDEN BURCH 
PATENT 


SKETCH GF WoodsToels 


GREnT LsTs B dé, 2 a4 ANoA 


FEW GTHER LANQ MARKS ? 
Ams, 


